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… As a real woman, lineal indeed 

From Pyrrha's pebbles or old Adam's seed. 

Thus gentle Lamia judg'd, and judg'd aright, 

That Lycius could not love in half a fright, 

So threw the goddess off, and won his heart 

More pleasantly by playing woman's part, 

With no more awe than what her beauty gave, 

That, while it smote, still guaranteed to save. 

Lycius to all made eloquent reply, 

Marrying to every word a twinborn sigh… 

— John Keats, Lamia 
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For my sons about our sisters. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

"This could be dangerous. Truth is hard to trust. Emit would talk about  the 
intrepid apprentice marching on through Chapel Perilous or some allegory for 

initiation into the Mystery Schools but I don't have that 
 kind of flair and you don't have that kind of time." 

 
Chapter 39: Jehovah's Hostile Witness 

 
 
 
 
 
 

IMPORTANT: If you die before you finish Book III, 
know that our Source has no questions and requires no tolls. 
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Metachapter One 

Like Gods to the Slaughter 
 
2008 | Jacksonville, Florida USA  

 
No one heard the car or the footsteps of the hooded figure 

approaching the house. Like the jungle it sat in; glistening opu-
lence, sprawling yet hidden from all roads and its own. 

A young man sat reviewing a different level of catechism in 
the deepest part of the hall from the door, yet he heard quite 
clearly the three sharp raps upon it. Piercing stabs at the wood 
by a very large, very purposeful ring. When not making Catho-
lic Curates leap from their books and chairs, this ring is 
pressing hot wax onto envelopes and sealing very large fates or 
deals. 

But it is the clenched hand that precedes the ring's sound, 
for its finger bears the red coiling birthmark that represents the 
symbol that rests upon that ring. And that mark garners no 
halts or questions save one: "How may we serve?" 

Sliding through the entry hall, the fresh-collared boy flat-
tens himself against the door to peer through its peephole. He 
squints and blinks and, in a flash, sees a shade of red he was 
told to look for but not to expect. 

"Sweet Mother of God," the boy whispers as he crosses 
himself. Taking a deep breath, he turns the large knob and 
glares at the ground before him. 

He scans the visitor's right sleeve to find the hand that 
bears the ring, but all he spies are pale, naked fingers. Before he 
deigns to glance upward to ask for its proof, the left hand is 
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thrust as a fist toward the ground in front of him bearing the 
ring that commands no halts. 

"Please come in Sire. And right this way." The young 
priestlet dipped his head in a worshipful cadence as he walked 
backward down the enormous hall, leading the visitor to the 
bed of a dying man. 

Once in the room, he motions the minions of collars around 
the bed toward the ring, then scurries away knowing they will 
follow fast behind. As they dart their eyes from the ring to the 
floor, the hush in that place goes with them. 

The visitor leans over, as the restful man’s hood swallows 
his face, to ask one more question and listen for one more word 
before he leaves. 

"Again!" the thick, low voice commands to confirm. 
After the dying man’s last whisper is eaten by the hood, he 

listens to one more rite in the service of a curse as he goes: 
“Sepulchrum tuum mewareest north.” 

The hood lifts to reveal a dead man's eyes, no longer in 
restful repose, but frozen surprised. First widened when recog-
nizing his last audience, and then petrified open when 
succumbing to his first assailant. 

Taking the dying man's head in his hands, the visitor gen-
tly tucks a bone-sharp and mercilessly shaped tooth-blade into 
the nape of his neck and into the seat of his soul – an intimate 
last horror delivered by a ring that everyone trusted despite its 
truth. 

 
* * * 
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1976 | Mexico City, Mexico 
 

"We call him 'Lobo'… 'Wolf'." The Guatemalan boy whis-
pers with his face pressed into the thin down pillow. 

"Lobo Olor," A spirited kid blurts out a few beds over, 
making the room quake in quickly controlled laughs that turn 
to hushes. 

"He does stink, but he has claws too … and teeth." "Teeth? 
What do you mean teeth?" I asked confused. 

This was my first night here, and these kids were trying to 
test my mettle. To see if, like most of them I'm sure, I'd break 
and start crying for my mommy. I've never done that. 

"Vá dormir meninos." Father Francis whispered into the 
room. "... Não pense em elefantes...." He then made a soft ele-
phant trumpet as he slowly closed the door of the big room, 
which began to emit a soft chuckle. Just before the door latch 
touched the frame, Father Francis' elephant sound became a 
brilliantly timed fart noise, and the room of boys from every 
corner of the globe erupted in Tower of Babel-building laugh-
ter. 

I didn't speak Portuguese or Spanish, but any time one of 
these priests would throw an unfamiliar word into this hive of 
boys from every tongue, it would be carried around and trans-
lated to its root until everyone had a reference for it. I just got 
here and I was already relying on the hiveworks such that be-
fore the chuckles ended, and against Father Francis' request, I 
was already thinking of elephants. 

This was my first time abroad alone, but I don't admit that 
to any of these kids. They all look like men already. There were 
a few smoking after lunch, but unlike me and my friends in 
D.C., they weren't doing it to be bad or get a head rush; they 
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looked like they needed to smoke. Eleven years old and "think-
ing of cutting down." 

It was a good night’s sleep, though, probably because of 
the heat.  

"Get your shoes and let's go!" The kid telling the wolf sto-
ries rushed me into the line that was forming around the 
perimeter of the room. I tried to stand next to him, thinking he 
was trying to befriend me, but he and every boy I tried to 
squeeze between moved me down along the line like I was on 
fire. 

"Suficiente!" A thin but roasted voice swirled into this 
room, which was painted aquamarine from foot to about 11-
year-old high and white-washed everywhere else. It was like 
we were just below the surface of a pool, as this head priest 
waded in. 

I know now why I was passed along like a collection plate. 
I was the "new kid," The Target. What better way to dominate a 
target than to show him what it looks like right next to him 
were he not to submit? 

From behind wired frames, the man's colorless gaze 
scanned the line, hit me, squinted hard, then shot right to the 
kid to my left. The kid's elbow stabbed my arm when he seized 
up, giving me a Charley Horse. 

"Ow!" I couldn't help but yell and buckle over, gripping my 
arm. The kid glared down at me with such fright that any pain 
I felt vaporized with my confusion. "It's okay, I just...," I began, 
trying to get that look of horror out of his eyes with a smile, but 
just as I was going to give him a playful nudge on one shoul-
der, both were grabbed by the head priest. 

"Why did you hit this boy?!" he snarled at this poor kid, 
who burst out in a scream laced with so much spit and tears 
and snot that this Lamb of God, this Shepard of Souls, hurled 
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the kid to the floor behind him, then used the huge sleeves of 
his sacred robe to wipe his face. 

As the younger priests tended to the poor kid, I looked up 
at this guy and, without thinking, just started explaining, "It 
was an accident. You scared everyone and he accidentally...." 

"Did I scare you? Oh, dear." he bent down to my face. "I am 
sorry if I did. We all just wanted to make such a good impres-
sion on you."  

I was already flat against the wall but was now trying to 
press the skin of my skull against the sharp stucco to get farther 
from him, and to have some pain to distract me from whatever 
just did or was about to happen. 

"You've got spit on your ear." A raspy, American and 
slightly southern voice came from behind the priest. I watched 
his pupils contract as he leaned into me, but in reaction to the 
kid’s comment, his face shape-shifted and, like a lizard whose 
tail was just grabbed, his eyes widened and whiplashed away. 

"Father," he hissed at the kid in a reminder of how he was 
to be addressed. The kid looked at the man's shoes and slowly 
up. By the time his eyes demanded the man's full attention, he 
repeated correctly, "You have spit on your ear, Father." 

It took a good eight seconds before the man could get his 
head back into whatever game this was. When he did, howev-
er, the utter calm that replaced the awkwardness was somehow 
worse. In a nod to the younger priests, they ushered the snif-
fling, wet-faced kid down the only hall in here. 

The man looked back at me, smiled and, with a wave of his 
hand in front of his face like a cross vexing me away, he said, 

"Welcome to Legionarios de Cristo, son." Then they filed us 
all down the other direction of the hallway. 

As tense as that moment was, there was levity in this place 
during the days. The younger priests were like camp counse-
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lors and seemed to really like it here for the week that each 
would stay. They were from all parts of the world and cycled 
through on some exchange program that meant none of them 
spent more than four days with the same group of seminari-
an/counselors before being shipped off to some other mission 
somewhere. 

Though the attendant priests were transitory, there was a 
definite caste structure among the boys and steward priests. It 
was clear who was heir to a name or the spawn of neglect. Re-
gardless of the level of sophistication of the individual child, it 
was the station of their parents, or lack of, that determined 
where they slept, what they ate and who they could play with. 
This being a Catholic Mission, there was a strong atmosphere 
of caring more for the suffering or poor than the fortunate, 
which is why the poorer kids slept nearer the chapel, I sup-
posed. 

The wealthy of many nations expose their children to this 
experience. Nothing helps children appreciate their future 
more than a few weeks below the poverty line. At 11 years old I 
understood that. And I'll admit that I got downright terrified 
and homesick many of those earlier nights. But while this expe-
rience could easily have made me “appreciate all I have been 
given," as Father would say, all it really did was make me 
aware that there is no "home" to be sick for, only of. 

"It's The Wolf." I heard one of my group alert us. I pretend-
ed to be asleep by twisting myself into a position only a 
sleeping boy would adopt. And by folding my shoulder over 
my face, I could spy the whole room from the dark cranny 
without squinting. The room got silent. It really was as if a wolf 
had come into a herd. Even the Inconsolables were playing 
dead. 
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The Wolf was not familiar. He wasn't among the priests 
and attendants during the day. I could see the shadows of his 
long fingernails stretch to the reflection of the metal bed frames 
as they tapped and scraped along the rows of toes and tufts of 
hair from under sheets. I expected someone at any moment to 
say what long claws he had. Father Francis was the comic 
warm up, and this guy must handle the ghost stories. As I tried 
to figure out what the game was, The Wolf knelt down near the 
chapel door beds. 

"No, Father." I hear the boy say three times to as many 
whispered questions, and then The Wolf left. After 10 seconds, 
the boy got up and walked into the chapel with his pillow in 
hand. This happened two nights in a row, and both with the 
same boy. When The Wolf came back the third night, that boy 
was gone. I recognized the voice of the kid in his place, though: 
the boy who pointed to the spit. 

The Wolf knelt beside his covered head and the boy quite 
agreeably answered "No" to each whispered mystery. Now I 
knew this was a game. A kid who stood up to the main guy 
wouldn't play along like that unless all of this was a prank. 

After he went into the chapel, I waited 10 seconds and fol-
lowed. It was dark and still, but the Giant Cicadas' screaming 
outside hid every barefoot smack on the cold concrete. 

I made my way through the pews to the lit office on the 
other side, where they must have been staging the prank. The 
fact that I figured this out in three days was going to warrant 
them letting me in on it. I never get left out of pranks. I'm usu-
ally the instigator, but I just got here. 

I peered around the door of The Wolf’s den. It was the Spit 
Kid, and he was sitting in the desk chair, squinting at a book-
case to his right. His head cocked sideways while reading the 
titles. 
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"Hey. What's going on? I want in." I whispered and then 
performed a formal lookout maneuver behind and around me 
to let them know I was a skilled prankster who understood dis-
cretion. 

"I'm Emit Archer; U.S. citizen and ward of the Armed Ser-
vices," he said flatly. He was glaring at me with grey eyes. 

"What? No, hey, it's cool. I know you guys are ... who's 
that?" I said pointing to a mound of faded yellow and gray fur 
on his lap. 

"This was Father Peroculo. Some called him The Wolf," he 
informed me as he craned his neck back to title-reading pos-
ture. 

After a moment, he took a deep breath, looked down at the 
hair and stood up straight with a gesture like dusting off his 
lap. Doing so smacked The Wolf's lifeless head against the met-
al desk with a crack, and in a heap, his fat, smelly frame 
slouched toward Babylon on the concrete floor. He was dead. 

I was frozen for a second, trying to put together the scene. 
"Was he trying to ...," I began. 

"Yes. He thought I was going to let him, but I only pretend-
ed because it made it easier to get to his neck." He said in full 
voice. 

I snapped my head around the corners, this time for real, 
and tried to hush him. "Shh! You just killed The Wolf...," I be-
gan, but I suddenly felt dizzy and wondered if I was dreaming, 
because this kid was looking at me as if he had just finished a 
chore and was now going to hit the hay. 

"Yes. I did. It was the only way to be sure everyone would 
answer ‘No.’ Also, I didn't want to be in his mouth. He didn't 
care what I wanted. I'm stronger than Emanuel and not as nice. 
Emanuel didn't want this either but couldn't stop him. I could. 
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So I did. Now everyone can say 'No' three times. I'm taking the 
pillow." 

On our way back through the beds, he grabbed Emanuel's 
pillow. Every boy in the room was now somehow sound 
asleep. Emit lay back down with his reward for a justice: a sec-
ond pillow for his knees. 
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US6 Book I 
The Lord’s Player 

 
 

 

 

There's nothing about the Socorro desert that is scorching at 5:30 a.m. 
With her stilettos behind her, it was the cold hard fear of the chase that kept 
her numb to the pain of sage and gravel ripping her bare feet. The metallic 
churn of the shifting SETI dishes was a cello beneath the staccato of a blue 
steel .45 cocking behind her. As she spun for one last plea, the red silk wrap 
that completed her gown the night before unveiled an assailant who 
squeezed the trigger that ended her. 
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Chapter 1: The Convoy Sentinel  
 

Sunday, October 30, 2022 
WUSA Convoy Sentinel Corps | Post 40 • US Route 6  
Warrant Officer: Chief Emit Archer 

 
I can tell by the dull ache in my thighs that it's going to be 

an early winter. It's not a folksy feeling, like the grandmother 
who knows it's going to rain when her rheumatism flares up; 
rather, it's the mundane physics of the asphalt getting stiffer 
when the air gets colder sooner and for longer. 

I'm a warrant officer in the U.S. Army and have patrolled 
this same stretch of U.S. Route 6 in western Colorado for three 
and a half years. The U.S. Convoy Sentinel Corps was set up as 
part of the Citizen Soldier Act of 2017. Those of us with prior 
military service records and the right political or fraternal con-
nections got our ranks back. There's no real structure for 
promotion – or desire, frankly – but there is a solid chain of 
command, even at outposts like this where we monitor civilian 
and troop movements to the Citizen Compounds since the 
Great UnZip. 

It's a lonesome gig and, except for the periodic inspection 
of armored personnel carriers and civilian transfer convoys, the 
subtleties of the surface of US6 and its effect on my middle-
aged body have replaced most original thoughts and emotions, 
except one. Dread. 

Today is Sunday, October 30th, 2022.  I remember when I 
was a boy, wondering from time to time on what date I would 
die. Not that I was a morbid child, just often bored. Like a 
birthday, we all have a Deathday – one date each year that we 
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walk right through until that last year, never knowing its sig-
nificance. But now, like a pregnant woman with a scheduled 
cesarean knows when her child's birthday will be, I now know 
my Deathday. 

It's the day after tomorrow. 
As I walk up the steep path from US6 toward my patrol 

tower and shelter, made of Army-issue corrugated steel and 
carbon fiber, the pain in my thighs moves to my lower abdo-
men. I know I'm going to have to take a break before ascending 
the six-meter-high ladder, so I scan the terrain slowly before I 
climb to allow the lactic acid to recede in my legs. 

A solar roof conditions the climate of this 5x5-meter patrol 
shelter, which, despite being a mélange of wiring and embed-
ded control panels, contains all the creature comforts: hot and 
cold fluoride-filtered water, refrigerator, microwave oven and 
transmitter, plus all the digital entertainment I can stand. But 
for the first year, it was all I could do not to feel like a prisoner 
– only worse. Prisoners have other prisoners. But now, with 
fewer than two days to live, I feel almost homesick for this me-
chanical shed. 

I study every banal routine with new appreciation. Shaving 
the edges of my once-blonde graying beard – the Army relaxed 
its grooming protocols years ago in favor of willing men and 
women – I notice new errant eyebrow hairs and more crow's 
feet flanking my dulling blue eyes. This is the last time I'll set 
this table, these are the last MRE's I'll eat, this is the last time I'll 
wash this dish – like a disciple of Gurdjieff trying to crystallize 
consciousness in total awareness of every single action. Or was 
I desperately trying to grasp as much self-awareness as possi-
ble for my soul to survive my body's death? Why didn't I move 
to Tibet when I had the chance? And I did have the chance. 
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Long before I became a convoy sentinel for the U.S. Army 
stationed west of the Rocky Mountains, I was America's 
preeminent Internet television archeologist. As host of “Un-
earthed with Dr. Emit Archer,” I chased down artifacts all over 
the globe while millions watched and interacted as amateur de-
tectives. Legions of social network followers meant thousands 
of real-time searches on Google Earth and digital databases that 
kept me running from dig sites to archives worldwide and re-
sulted in dozens of artifacts being found and protected. But 
there was one artifact in particular that changed everything for 
me and my family. It was a Spanish morion, a helmet that be-
longed to Hernan Cortés – the Spanish conquistador who led 
the expeditions through Central America and brutally ended 
the Aztec Empire in the 1500s. It was the pinnacle find of my 
career. 

So important was the find, and so intriguing the backstory, 
that we were quickly descended upon by producers to put the 
story to film. As it turned out, the utter magnificence of this ar-
tifact and its history became a mere kernel of a script that gave 
the helmet  a minor role in a treatment that spun the science of 
it all into a formulaic thriller called “The Unveiling.” But more 
people see it now than ever paid to see it at the theaters. It's on 
a continuous loop at the three main gates of the East Rockies 
Citizen Compound in an effort, I suppose, to assure the weary 
refugees that they are in the right place. It also serves as a sen-
sory distraction to the fact that their next life will be little more 
than MRE rations, primitive plumbing and existential uncer-
tainty. 

How did Internet TV's leading archeologist end up here – a 
lonely Convoy Sentinel in western Colorado? It might be hard 
to imagine, but this is one of the most coveted jobs in the region 
right now. Compared to the war east of the Mississippi Sea, 
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this is a safe and quiet post. And it's because of my past ac-
complishments and connections that I was appointed to it. 
Because of my time in the service before going back to school, 
and due to the Citizen Soldier Act of 2017, I was given back my 
former rank and warrant officer status. But the only company I 
command out here are coyotes, rabbits, and skunks. 

I can't complain, though. The mild commercial success of 
“The Unveiling” did pay off the student loans that the Army 
didn't cover and supported the Archer household for years. If I 
were any younger, though, I would probably prefer to be closer 
to the action in the Appalachian theater. But only close enough 
to employ my sniper skills. 

It seems counterintuitive on the surface, but my military 
training and archaeologist's education work well together. 
There are two skills I excel at as a soldier: being still and shoot-
ing straight. The first skill I learned in Tibet while on a dig, and 
the second in Sniper School. The first made the second possible. 
The second made the first untenable. But there is a comfortable 
rationalization when one understands things from an Eastern 
ontology. There was no "fall from grace" in the Eastern tradi-
tions, no Augustinian guilt of an "Original Sin," thus no evil or 
good. Emptiness and Fullness. When I was most empty, my 
aim was most exact. But I've lived many years since then, and 
I've filled up on many sins, original and forged; so, while the 
muscle memory in my finger remains, my aim isn't always 
true.  
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Chapter 2: The Morion of Cortés  
The story goes that when the tall Spanish galleons of Cortés were first seen 

from Aztec shores, they were such an impossible vision in their reality that their 
deeply filtered perceptions couldn't register what was happening, so they literally 
failed to see the ships. These were the largest artifacts ever seen – objects so huge, 

complex and unfamiliar that they defied Aztec comprehension. When smaller boats 
began to move toward the shore, the Aztec shaman stared out to sea and, only by 
imagining what he was looking for, was finally able to make out the tall ships. He 

was then able to point them out to others until at last, everyone could see the 
ships.The shaman could do this as he was open to the possibility of strange things 

from other worlds. 
 
The story goes that when the tall Spanish galleons of Cortés 

were first seen from Aztec shores, they were such an impossi-
ble vision in their reality that their deeply filtered perceptions 
couldn't register what was happening, so they literally failed to 
see the ships. These were the largest artifacts ever seen – objects 
so huge, complex and unfamiliar that they defied Aztec com-
prehension. When smaller boats began to move toward the 
shore, the Aztec shaman stared out to sea and, only by imagin-
ing what he was looking for, was finally able to make out the 
tall ships. He was then able to point them out to others until at 
last, everyone could see the ships. 

The shaman could do this as he was open to the possibility 
of strange things from other worlds. 

Generally speaking, there are three kinds of artifacts. The 
first kind is so old that it requires carbon dating and usually 
ends up vacuum-cased in a museum to stave off disintegration. 
The second kind is so new that it can land on the auction block 
at Sotheby's, then in some private collection for bragging rights. 
Then there is the third kind: not so old that it can't be authenti-
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cated by an expert, but old enough to be priceless, unless, of 
course, a black market buyer and/or nation-state can afford 
priceless. 

The Morion of Cortés falls into this third category. Once 
authenticated, it gained National Treasure status in Spain. 
However, since it surfaced in New Mexico, it became the prop-
erty of the United States National Archives. This, of course, 
resulted in Spain filing suit against the U.S., just as it has for the 
recovery of treasures from sunken galleons off the coast of 
what used to be Florida. But when the Eurozone nearly folded 
in late 2012, in exchange for a financial rescue package from the 
U.S. Treasury, most members abandoned all such lawsuits. 
And Spain, in particular, committed thousands of troops to 
support our "conflict" with the cartels in Northern Mexico. 

Since the morion was rediscovered more specifically on 
Navajo land, the tribe could have easily laid claim to this find-
ing as well. Instead, I was able to leverage my political 
connections to secure a very generous endowment to the Nava-
jo wing of the Smithsonian's National Museum of the American 
Indian and a permanent exhibition of the finding. The Navajo 
have always been the most ambitious and business-minded of 
the Southwestern tribes. But the most delicate negotiations and 
planning weren't with Spain or the Navajo Nation, they were 
with one person – the Hopi shaman who possessed the artifact. 

The Hopi, which means "Peaceful People," were the origi-
nal inhabitants of this region known as Anasazi Territory. The 
Navajo had since driven them out and surrounded the Hopi in 
a small area of what is now Eastern Arizona. But this one Hopi 
was the last of a shamanic line living deep in the vermilion 
canyons of Chaco that the Navajo either allowed or forgot. 

The morion was quite a storied artifact. In the near 500 
years since it fell from the head of Cortés, it remained in the 
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possession of this sacred line of shamans and in the same secret 
Kiva known as "The Kiva of KA" where the Eototo, chief of all 
Kachinas, once dwelled. The stories, passed down through 
generations, came in the pure and nearly lost ancient language 
of Uto-Aztecan. 

Linguists were still deciphering the story of the morion be-
fore The Great Unzip, so there is still much that needs to be 
learned one day. But for now, part of what we know reads: 
"The conquerors (conquistadors) marched across the ancient 
Mayan Empire ever North in search of the seven lost cities of 
gold carrying with them the morion of Cortés. With each slain 
child, the morion reflected its curse grew…." 

There are other stories the Hopi elders relate that, when an-
thropological linguists try to research, fall quickly into the 
fairytale silo. Like how Eototo was a Great Water Spirit. The 
Southwestern U.S. was last underwater some 300 million years 
ago. 

How could they have communed with a Deep Water god? 
These Elders either edit the stories for outsiders beyond mak-
ing any sense on purpose, or the stories are just broken. 

To the peaceful Hopi people, the blood lust of these con-
quistadors was unfathomable. If the tribes could not tell the 
Spaniards where to find any of the legendary cities of gold, 
their men, women and children were savagely killed. Soon the 
tribes learned to direct them farther and farther north. And 
once the shiny gold-plated morion, which had reflected the 
horrors of these white men with bearded faces, came into the 
possession of the shamanic line, it became a benchmark for 
their prophecies. The story became that, when this helmet re-
surfaced "… for the entire world to see…," it would be one of a 
series of signs that the fourth world of Hopi lore would end 
and the fifth would begin. There it sat for half a millennium, 
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building in meaning and esoteric significance, as if the Pope 
had possession of Pontius Pilate's bronze laurel. 

It was the summer of 2011 when my producer, Siméon 
Baaleth, called to tell me that the morion had been discovered – 
not really discovered as much as presented to us by the Hopi 
shaman in New Mexico. He apparently knew about “Un-
earthed” and even seemed aware of its global audience 
numbers. How a shaman in the canyons of northern New Mex-
ico could research our web analytics was amazing enough, but 
when my producer told me that he asked for me by name, I 
was at first flattered, then uncomfortably intrigued. 

“Unearthed” was a mildly successful Internet program for 
its first couple of seasons until we uncovered and authenticated 
a lost piece of the Dresden Codex – the Mayan hieroglyphics 
that are the earliest-known book of the Americas – near Coba in 
the Yucatan Peninsula of Mexico. This 9-by-15-inch swatch of 
Amatl bark paper overturned decades of scholarly debate. Its 
brightly colored pictorials revealed that the commonly accept-
ed date of December 21st, 2012 as the end of the Mayan 
calendar was  

off by more than a year. In short, as it turned out, the date 
of relevance was actually October 28, 2011. 

This finding set in motion a global debate and race to refute 
or confirm this new data, and it thrust our little Internet pro-
gram onto the world stage and me along with it. In 
overwhelming numbers, objective Codex scholars confirmed 
the new data and the whole ethos of the Mayan prophecy shift-
ed. 

The Codex was to be unveiled at a ceremony in Santa Fe, 
and what was to be the peak moment of my career became the 
darkest night of my life. 
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Chapter 3: Miriam Archer 
I first saw Miriam Magdaléne Vidal on a Sunday but met 

her on a Tuesday. I was teaching and working on my doctorate 
thesis in Puebloan Archaeology at the University of New Mexi-
co. She was a grad student working toward her master’s in 
Anthropology, and a curator of the Southwest Museum on 
campus. I was at first struck by her piercing dark eyes, sun-
kissed olive skin and thick dark hair that seemed to want to 
explode from its strategically placed clips. I was acting interest-
ed in the Zuni Kachina dolls on display at the time, but at every 
turn, I was really just trying to catch a glimpse of her in the re-
flections of the glass museum cases. This was my third visit to 
the exhibit in as many days. Like a schoolboy, I couldn't bring 
myself to speak to her. Despite my academic accomplishments 
and status at the university, seeing her made me question eve-
rything about myself. I couldn't make a move. Then I didn't 
have to. 

"This is one of my favorites too," She said walking up be-
hind me. A clean breeze of lavender chased her walk, and I was 
dumbstruck. 

"Um, sorry," I said, still looking at her reflection as if it 
were an imagined encounter. 

"Kokopelli. He's the trickster Katsina," she continued, look-
ing straight at my reflection. I turned my head slightly and 
bashfully looked at the floor in front of her. 

"Koko…" 
"Kokopelli. Not many visitors even notice him, but you've 

been staring at him for quite a while." 
"Three days." I thought to myself, but I had no idea what 

doll was in the case in front of me. He just happened to be be-
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hind the glass that angled perfectly at her reflection where she 
sat reading and answering questions for the lucky people who 
could approach her without sweating. As a student of South-
western architecture, I knew well who Kokopelli was, but I 
wasn't going to let my knowledge get in the way of a perfect 
excuse to keep her talking to me. I quickly scanned the placard 
next to the doll and picked out some emergency facts. 

"Oh yes, I see he's a fertility deity, but 'Trickster' you say?" 
"Yes. He's best known for fertility and music, but he has a 

very strong trickster quality, too, that he uses to woo women." 
"Interesting. He certainly seems to be comfortable with 

himself," I said, motioning to his exaggeratedly large phallus. 
"Indeed. Detachable too. He would send it down rivers to 

seek out young Hopi women," she said with a smirk. 
"Convenient option," I said with an uncomfortable titter. 
"Is that honey I smell?" She said leaning into me a bit and 

closing her eyes to give her sense of scent full dominion. 
I thought to myself, "If fear and bliss smell like honey, then 

yes." 
That was our first encounter, and it was this kind of playful 

exchange of facts that set the tone for our relationship over the 
next 10 years. Although I was only months away from being 
called "Doctor" Emit Archer and she was content with a mas-
ter’s, I always felt and she always knew that she was the 
smarter partner. Her ability to grasp and retain facts, then syn-
thesize them into other disciplines, never failed to both impress 
and discourage me. I heard all her lectures to undergraduates 
considering the Anthropology school. I was the drone to her 
queen, but she never let me feel that way, and that was her 
greatest gift – a patience that came from an otherworldly wis-
dom. That and those dark brown eyes. 
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Miriam came from an eclectic family of Russian Jews that 
had settled along the northeast coast of Spain a couple of centu-
ries ago. It was a perfect marriage of cultures, with millennia-
old traditions nestled in a family-centric environ. Though she 
spent most of her childhood in D.C., she had this backdrop. 
This was a stark contrast to my White Anglo-Saxon (wayward) 
Protestant upbringing. Any of our emotions were either tem-
pered with scholarly analysis or drowned altogether in single 
malt scotch. No amount of initials after my name could impress 
a woman like this, which is why I was a 12-year-old boy again 
in her presence. 

It was on a trip we took to her family hacienda near Costa 
Brava that we fell in love. She drove us up the coastal highway 
from Barcelona, and just before the turnoff inland to the fami-
ly's mandarin orchard, she took a sharp right and drove down 
the cliffside road to the Gulf of Roses. 

"Where are you going? The sign said the exit was up and to 
the left," I said wearily, looking down the side of the cliff and 
gripping the door handle tightly. 

"Trust me, Emit,” she said with a smile and a determined 
squint. “This will change us."  

In a few moments, we were parked at the bottom. She 
bowed her head and whispered to herself, "Da mihi castitatem 
et continentiam, sed noli modo."  Then she jumped out and ran 
toward the sea. I followed her through the feathered head-high 
reeds, then the grass gave way to the most sublime view I'd ev-
er seen. Sure, the Mediterranean cove and white gold 
architecture across the teal blue bay was brilliant, but what 
took my breath was Miriam. 

As she stared south at water's edge, the salty breezes 
danced with her linen skirt and her long, twisting hair. As she 
turned back to me, her being was so present and her face so 
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content, I quite literally fell to my knees and grabbed the sand 
as if I was staking my claim to that place and moment, or trying 
not to fall off the Earth. 

"Are you okay, Emit?" she said as if I was having a stroke. 
"I am," was all I could utter. She was right. It did change us, 

but mostly because that image, that moment, changed me. A 
literature professor once insisted that,"… when an author 
writes about sex…" it's never about the sex. But I'm a scientist-
soldier, and the way we laid waste to that forest of reed grass 
that afternoon was no motif. 

The weeks that followed were a fable; long days of walking 
through their once-thriving but now quaintly managed manda-
rin orchards and longer nights of war stories and laughter. 
Hacienda Vidal  was a college for me, and each family member 
was a rogue scholar of culture, history and philosophy. 

Her father, a decorated Desert Storm commander and later 
a U.S. diplomat, died before we met, but his presence was very 
thick in this place. It was familiar in a way, and his library, 
which was left unmolested since his passing, still smelled of 
Old English or Old Spice or some scent that left with the ’70s. 

This may have been Hacienda Vidal before this man inher-
ited it, but it feels as though the generations were preparing it 
for his presence. It was said to be 600 years old, but the family 
patriarch depicted in the huge tapestry that hung in the entry 
hall had a striking resemblance to the man Miriam called Dad-
dy. 

"Hmm, I thought your ancestors were Jewish," I said, scan-
ning the tapestry. "This thing is saturated in Roman Catholic 
sigils." 

"The Vidals have always served the Arc," she said, passing 
me with that intoxicating pale purple breeze. 
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"That seems out of place," I said eying a brilliant green-blue 
rectangle stitched into it. "That thread isn't anywhere else in the 
thing." I turned to Miriam for an explanation, but she was al-
ready in the courtyard. 

But little green-blue distractions weren't the strangest thing 
about this family's history. Her father fired all non-blood-
family staff and erected a wall around this mandarin mansion 
that would keep out not only the local kids but the Spanish 
Army. 

I was admittedly relieved that I only had to contend with 
the man's aftereffects. Not sure I'd have passed his tests. Even 
so, with all the presence and reverence still hanging on the 
walls here, Miriam never spoke about her father. She would 
only ever confirm story facts or dates of the anecdotes her fami-
ly would tell. I suppose it's difficult for any daughter to really 
get her head around losing a father and that archetype of holy 
security. 

One evening, after Miriam had fallen asleep, I stared up at 
the tree shadows on the white ceiling and wondered how many 
layers of paint had kept it that bright over the generations. I 
thought about the richness I felt after days of being steeped in 
the Vidals. The trees – "Enoch's Trees" – rustled and let off the 
sweetest scent, and I could just make out a low and steady hiss-
ing sound. I walked to the broad window and saw a faint blue 
glow from a room across the courtyard. The hiss was timed to 
orange flashes like metal touched to a grinder wheel. Squinting, 
I could make out a figure leaning into the flashes in a measured 
motion. 

"Go see him," Miriam's tired voice said softly. 
"Who is it?" I asked. My eyes fixed to the cadence of the 

blue and orange lights. 
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"It's Rafey. Uncle Rafael. He's working. He always works at 
night. Go. He loves to talk about his work." 

"What kind of work is he doing?" 
"Go see, Emit. Make his day, or night." She lay back down, 

pulled her small lavender pillow tightly to her chest and fell 
back asleep. 

I walked across the courtyard and lightly knocked at the 
old wooden door between orange hisses. Rafael looked up, lift-
ed his welding glasses and motioned me in. He pointed to a 
spare mask and then a stool near him. For the next 20 minutes, 
I watched this man lightly kiss a crucifix on the goblet that was 
identical to the old one set on the table beside him. 

I thought at first that he was making a set, but I soon real-
ized that even the imperfections and scars were being 
recreated. He explained later that he was replicating a valuable 
artifact for the local museum so they could display it while 
keeping the real piece safe away. His tiny workshop was 
stocked with what I thought were priceless artifacts but turned 
out to be modern replicas. We spent the entire evening getting 
to know each other's obsessions and mutual passions, only to 
be interrupted by Miriam with a tray of coffee the next morn-
ing. 

 "You men need a second wind?" she asked, placing the 
tray on the table and smiling like she had just launched a great 
friendship. She had. 

We would return to Hacienda Vidal many times. Our last 
time together there was our wedding. She married me and I 
married the Vidals. 

Miriam was my wife, my friend and my savior. Without 
her I may never have completed my doctorate thesis, at least 
not with the novel approach it ended up having. She had a gift 
for synthesizing data. It was she who first pointed out to me a 
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series of uncanny connections between Tibetan and Hopi cul-
ture and their social mores. For instance, the Tibetan word for 
moon, "dawa," sounds like the Hopi word for sun, "taawa." 
This is why this Southwestern Archaeology doctoral student 
went to Tibet to complete a novel dissertation and learned to be 
still. 

Miriam was also my secret weapon. In fact, it was Miriam 
who led me to the hypothesis that the codex we unearthed in 
Coba could reveal a miscalculation in the Mayan calendar. She 
was aware of a sect of Mayans that discovered the glitch mil-
lennia ago – but too late to update the Long Count calendar 
across the Mayan Empire. And for that paradigm-shifting syn-
thesis of artifact to scholarship, all my professional ego could 
spare her was a dedication in my first book and a co-producer 
credit on subsequent webisodes of “Unearthed.” 

This was just one of the myriad regrets that caved in on my 
soul when she died. 

It was the evening of the ceremony to unveil the "Coba Co-
dex" (as it was coined) that I lost my wife. We were late for the 
event, which was being hosted by the first lady of New Mexico, 
Angelica Esperanza, at the Governor's Mansion in Santa Fe. 
Miriam and I loved the governor . He was broadly smart and 
an infinitely kind and trusting man. 

Miriam introduced me to him after an event at UNM, and 
we became fast friends. She had, however, serious reservations 
about Angelica when the governor introduced us to her a few 
years later. 

A manufactured beauty and peanut heiress from Eastern 
New Mexico, Angelica had an insatiable appetite for collecting 
artifacts. This is why the governor was so sure we would all get 
along famously. I had never seen him happier, so I shrugged 
off Miriam's intuitions about the new first lady for a long time. 
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They were the same intuitions I ignored about Siméon Baaleth 
when the first lady introduced us. 

 Siméon was an ex-network executive who shared a lust for 
ancient artifacts with Angelica. He knew where to find the rel-
ics, and she had the power to commission each under the 
auspices of the New Mexico's State Cultural Society. I never 
saw any of the pieces go farther than the in-mansion museum 
the first lady set up north of the entry hall. 

Our dinner parties at the mansion were never lacking in 
conversation. Miriam's sweeping knowledge of the cultures 
and the peoples that actually forged the artifacts Siméon and 
Angelica would show off made for fascinating stories and in-
triguing connections. Once my rapport with Siméon became 
less formal and more inspired, he asked me to host an Internet 
program he was developing that later became “Unearthed.” 
Truth is, I was mildly auditioning for the part after our third 
dinner party, once I realized Siméon wasn't an "ex" TV execu-
tive, just one on a sabbatical of sorts. More like an exile, I later 
learned. 

The opportunity to get paid by advertisers to immediately 
start doing what would have taken me 18 months of grant writ-
ing and fundraising to begin was way too tempting. This is 
why I betrayed Miriam's intuitions about not getting involved 
with Siméon Baaleth. 

His thirty pieces of silver came in the form of hundreds of 
artifact finds in exotic locations and a global, albeit pixilated, 
spotlight on me. But no amount of money and niche celebrity 
could rationalize away our last dinner party with the governor, 
Angelica, and Siméon. It was the night Miriam's intuition fold-
ed outward. 

It was the week before the Coba Codex unveiling ceremo-
ny. The governor and I had retired to the library for brandy 
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and cigars while Miriam wandered over to Angelica's “muse-
um” to see what was new. There seemed to be new pieces 
arriving every other day back then. Within a minute, she 
rushed back into the library, kissed the governor and handed 
me my coat. 

"We're leaving right now," she whispered into my ear. 
"What? We haven't even lit these things yet," I replied out 

loud. 
The governor slurred, "Miriam, stay. Please. I promise I 

won't let him finish the thing." He was grinning hazily from the 
wine the first lady kept him flooded in all evening. 

"I'm sorry, I just remembered we have to get back for Jax," 
she said while pulling me up by the elbow. 

 For the first half hour of the drive, she was silent. Finally, 
she let out a frustrated snarl and told me why we had to get out 
of there so quickly. When she walked into the museum, she 
heard laughter echo from the back of the great hall. She walked 
back to join what she thought was Baaleth and Angelica talk-
ing. What she saw instead was Angelica on her knees in front 
of Baaleth, who was grimacing in ecstasy and staring straight at 
Miriam. 

"That poor man," she yelled at the dashboard. 
"I don't understand. Was she hurting him? What the hell?" I 

began, confused at her reaction. 
"No, Emit! The governor! How could she do this to him?! 

That poor, sweet man." She put her head in her hands and 
sobbed for most of the trip home. 

We wrestled for days about whether or not to tell the gov-
ernor. The dilemma bounced back and forth between our 
allegiance to him and the desire not to hurt him. Finally, we 
decided to tell the governor about Angelica and Siméon after 
the Codex event. I knew it would end my association with 
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Baaleth, but I took solace in knowing that the work I had done 
on the Codex would assure my continued celebrity, and my 
loyalty to the governor had its own rewards. 

The following week was the night of the Coba Codex cere-
mony. We were late and it was raining one of those hard, fast 
and fat New Mexico rains that sweep across the west mesa to-
ward Texas in sheets. I was driving fast along I-25 east of Santa 
Fe, anxious to be the guest of honor. 

My last sensory memory wasn't an exploding tire or bang 
of an impact, it was a scent. Sweet. 

I later read in one of the state trooper's reports that coyotes 
had been reported along that stretch of road earlier that day 
and, although there was no physical evidence of the crash be-
ing caused by coyotes, it was nonetheless the singular piece of 
information I clung to for months to deny my own responsibil-
ity for the accident. 

I was in a hurry to be lauded for my discovery and new-
found global prominence, yet, in my vainglorious haste, I lost 
the one grounding element in my life. 

Miriam Magdaléne Vidal Archer was the reason I was 
there. I was the reason she wasn't. 
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Chapter 4: Jackson Archer 
Three years after Miriam and I wed, she gave birth to our 

son, Jackson Vidal Archer. Jax became our greatest collabora-
tion. 

Miriam studied child rearing as voraciously as she did an-
cient peoples. She synthesized best practices from around the 
world and exposed Jax to worldly studies long before he could 
spell. 

And it was important to me that even the smallest project 
Jax and I did together have some fact-based origin. I made sure 
every sand castle or building block structure we built was 
backed up by sound architectural principles and relative to the 
era they were built. Arches were rooted in Roman masonry 
techniques, and the toothpick ladders that leaned against the 
Pueblo walls of his fourth-grade diorama were to scale. 

 After one particular Hebrew school class, Jax came home 
intrigued with Solomon's Temple. We spent the rest of that af-
ternoon and evening rebuilding it with Legos based on known 
architectural descriptions and my Masonic training. 

That plastic temple remained on Jax’s dresser for years un-
der constant reconstruction and reinforcement until spirited 
away to the attic before he left for college. 

Nebuchadnezzar himself would be hard-pressed to destroy 
the thing. 

Although Miriam and I came from starkly different back-
grounds geographically, religiously and culturally – and in 
mixes that would have gotten us both executed and worse, ex-
communicated a hundred years ago – we only ever differed on 
one thing when it came to our Jax. 

Story. 
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I told them to Jax. Miriam suffered them. And because I 
love my wife more than this story will express, I will recount 
verbatim our exchange as it was recited to us and many friends 
and verbatim by our 6-year-old eavesdropping son. 

"Mom said don't use parbable-agory 'cause it mystifries 
him ... me ... Jax. And Jax needs fact-based knowledge to stay 
curigous." This is an exact dictation, by the way, as we made 
the poor kid repeat it to many a dinner party guest in those 
days. 

He would usually take a deep theatrical breath at that 
point, prompting the house to roar because it was the perfect 
imitation of Miriam before she would ready herself to recite a 
series of facts. 

"Dad said curigosity leads to demystifrication and Jax is a 
child. But I'm 6, and 7 mumfs." He would insert the exact count 
at each recital. "Mom said mystifrication leads to igorance and 
Jax is OUR child." 

That's as far as we got stage-parenting him, but that lofty 
exchange didn't stop there. We took the argument a little fur-
ther. She had won Jax's parlor trick argument with my pride, 
but at home I continued. 

"There's a security in ignorance, though. And security 
breeds productivity because you're not spending time with 
personal..." 

 "There it is!" she shouted. “Fucking worker-brain top-
down. You're so erotically efficient!" 

"Thanks," I said as if she meant it as a good thing and not 
because she hated both of the words: retention and anal. 

"Demystification leads to progress. Advancement. We need 
... it's too late for us ... he needs knowledge, and fast, not this 
fable-drenched, mythic booga-booga-bullshit dance we're all 
in!" she said fervently. 
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Truth is, she could have been saying any words strung to-
gether and she'd have won. I knew if I wanted to keep her 
glaring at me with those eyes and thrusting those sweet-
smelling hands in the air around me, I had to fight. "Producing 
these days demands creativity. I'm talking about his world. A 
21st century America – not Mesopotamia. Security equals 
productivity equals creativity. Creation! And who am I to ques-
tion our Creator's decision to blindfold us?" 

"Hoodwink us," she said, seething. 
"Blindfolded! Like before a surprise party. This reminds 

me, bring confetti to my funeral," was either how it ended, or 
how I did. 

But despite our overzealous parenting toward raising the 
perfect American child, Jax reminded us time and again that it 
was his power of imagination and abstract thought, not our 
fact-based academic approaches, that ruled his internal king-
dom. He began to purposefully mix Pueblo adobes with 
Roman arches, and kivas became diving pools for every histor-
ical action figure from the Civil War to Desert Storm. 

And we could tell by his sideways glances as the Union 
soldier walked through the Roman arch and dived into the kiva 
pool that he knew this archeological and anthropological 
mishmash would irk us a bit. But knowing that he knew the 
difference was enough for us. 

Were it not for his curious mind's fetish for taking apart 
book bindings, we would have gotten him reading even soon-
er; but once he did learn to spell and write, our presents for any 
occasion became pieces written and read by him. 

 These oratories mixed academic lexicons and inside jokes 
that confounded onlookers but kept Miriam and I doubled over 
and unable to breathe – partly from Jax's sharp wit, but mostly 
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from pride, because where he found the humor meant he un-
derstood the facts. 

One afternoon when Jax was about 9, he came across my 
Army trunk in the garage. 

Fortunately, I had the forethought to padlock the box years 
earlier because inside – beneath the priceless photos, diplomas, 
ancient cylinders Miriam spirited away from Iraq and a copy of 
Mary Poppins she insisted we keep – was a pristine M24 Sniper 
Weapon System. 

Like that period of my life, I had completely forgotten 
about the trunk and all its triggered memories. Of course, when 
a 9-year-old American boy sees an M24 and there's no bright 
orange tip on its barrel, the intrigue doesn't let up until it is ei-
ther fired or forbidden. We spent the next several weekends in 
the open space picking off cans and old G.I. Joes. 

Almost immediately, I noticed a change in the way he 
would set up his plastic soldiers for war play in the living 
room. Instead of bringing out the heavy artillery and columns 
of marching troops to clash en masse, he would set up intricate 
scenes of randomly placed crowds around a single general and 
one sniper – a click away, atop a couch cushion, lying very, 
very still. 

Despite this boy's fascination with military scenarios, he 
now much preferred taking one single, evil-doing officer out 
from afar than slaughtering whole squads of enlisted men. As 
did I. For all our attempts to mold a philosopher-king, what 
was evolving before us was a warrior-poet. 

He continued to develop his marksmanship, but as the 
years passed, his attention turned from blocks and action fig-
ures to mobile apps and chess boards – both of which he 
navigated adroitly. 
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I recall the first time he beat me at chess for real. It was go-
ing to be another game where I would deliberately make bad 
moves to allow his pieces to shift into checking postures. I 
would then watch as he scanned the board and came in for the 
kills. Not that day. 

 He had been playing a lot of online chess and said he 
wanted to try some different moves with me. We set up the 
board and, in loving condescension, I gave him the whites, thus 
the first move. 

He moved his rook's pawn two spaces. I moved mine as 
well to mirror. He then moved that freed-up rook right behind 
the pawn.  Early rook play. Interesting. 

As I monitored his new aggressive rook, I pushed another 
pawn onto the battlefield as bait. Similarly, Jax's king shoved 
the pawn in front of him into battle the maximum two spaces. 
So the rook was successfully distracted from whatever cam-
paign he was on when I decided not to mirror. 

It took a moment to remember I was playing my only son 
and not the author of his smartphone app. 

As I snapped back into loving condescension, Jax's queen 
dashed out toward the farthest flank of my battlefield, taking 
full advantage of the hole left there. Her descent into this field 
was swift and left her quite vulnerable indeed. 

My royal family was still well-protected by a line of ex-
pendable peasant pawns, so I could afford to begin plotting my 
own lesson here for my squire. 

My knight gallantly jumped over the rabble into the left to 
begin its assault on his queen's king. Turns out his queen had 
her own intrigues playing in the background all along. After 
she descended, urging my knight to leap into action, she slid 
right into my king's chamber, and in the softest, sweetest and 
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most ego-crushing voice I had ever heard, Jax announced 
"checkmate." 

I scanned the geometry of the possible moves I could make 
to reverse this misfortune, to no avail. He had beaten me in six 
moves. I went from professorial father figure to schoolyard 
weakling in two syllables. From that game forward there were 
no more merciful bad moves on my part. What made it just a 
little diabolical – thus reassuring for a father preparing a son 
for the world like this – was his ability to use his ethos over and 
above the strategy. That is, he actually paused for a moment, as 
if regretting his last move, but then moved. He distracted me 
with my own confidence. Brilliant. 

I suppose now that, if Miriam had to die at all, it was better 
that Jax had reached this level of play and had chess to focus 
his mind on. I was no help to him at all in chess, or in under-
standing our loss. Part of me knew that he quietly resented my 
singular focus on work. 

Each time our au pair Lucy rang the doorbell, Jax's expres-
sion would turn from his normal refrain of discerning wonder 
to one of surrender. That bell meant Dad was off to the airport 
for days or weeks. But, like his mother, there was never a com-
plaint. Just a solemn acceptance of whatever was happening. 

Besides, I would tell myself, he loved Lucy Rose. She was a 
cousin of the Vidals from Tordera and looked and carried her-
self a little like Miriam. I told myself that she was a positive 
stand-in for Miriam and that it was healthy for him to spend 
time with Lucy while I tried to get our practical needs met out 
in the field. I was so disassociated, though, during that time, 
that it was Jax who called me regularly when I was gone. 

He called each morning to say hello and again each night 
before bed, regardless of what time zone I was in. And I, at 
least, had the presence of mind and Miriam's voice in my head 
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to answer every single call. There was, however, one trip where 
Jax was off-duty; the month that Lucy brought her niece to stay 
with her and Jax. I caught only a few photos of her, but I could 
easily gauge how powerful a presence this young woman was 
by how Jax would not, ever, talk to me about her. 

"Looks like you guys had fun," I said, leafing through 
many camera booth strips that the three of them collected. "I've 
never seen Lucy smile like that,” I said, realizing how little I 
really look at this woman whom I entrust with our only child. 
“She’s really pretty," I said looking closer at her long neck. 
"Like Miria…." 

"We had fun, but they're gone now," Jax said stolidly. 
"Still getting your head around it?" I asked, noticing he was 

annoyed but failing to see he was heartbroken. Flipping back to 
another strip with a little more of Lucy in it and unaware of the 
romantic tragedy unfolding next to me, I blindly continued, 
"You gonna miss this niece of hers?  This Ash…erah?” 

A few moments passed, and once I found the picture with a 
clear shot of Lucy's neck and shoulders I asked again, "I bet 
you're gonna miss ... Jax? Jax?!" 

He was gone. I was an idiot. From then on this area was 
off-limits for discussion. I understood his anger, and that level 
of discretion meant one was either holding national secrets, or 
someone's heart. 

Jax studied military history, joined the ROTC and trained 
his mind and body. He spent his 18th birthday with an Army 
recruiter going over options. His grades, extracurriculars and 
natural skills placed him on a track toward "selection" and 
eventually the Special Forces and Fort Bragg. Had he known 
then that his SF group would one day be responsible for the 
Southeast warden of his own country, he might have made dif-
ferent choices. 
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My contacts got him a path through this fractured Union, 
but he garnered his own brass attention. For me as his father, 
that was a blessing. Political popularity equals safety. For Cap-
tain Jackson Vidal Archer, it meant being pulled from a fight 
where his brothers were. 

Soldiers of Jax's caliber aren't cheap to train or easy to re-
place. It's a quandary of the basest order. The best killers never 
get to fight, just like the best-looking girls never get asked to 
dance. The risks are too high for egos, whether they're nation-
sized or 9 years old. 

And the Southeast warden used a life expectancy metric in-
stead of a casualty rate because the number in hours was so 
much shorter to say. That would just be deploying good money 
after bad. 

Jax understood a level of strategy that both impressed me 
and scared the shit out of me. I watched him play sniper one 
Saturday morning while pretending to read the paper. 

Instead of taking out the general or the "robot, slave or 
God” as he would ask before squeezing every plastic trigger, he 
began taking out the guy next to him. I thought he was miss-
ing. Consistently. But I was. 

"Do you need to adjust the site or maybe the pillow?" I said 
after the tenth miss. "Nope," he replied simply, and with zero 
shifts in his position or concentration once he chambered the 
Nerf round. "Robot?" And the eleventh miss. It was a perfect hit 
on the corporal or whoever was next to the general, but what 
about the objective? 

"Let me take a look at that," I said, folding the newspaper 
and generously offering my years of expertise to scan his 
weapon for defects to save him some face. 

"It's perfect,” he said flatly while chambering another Nerf 
round without losing his bead. "Slave?" 
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"See? Now you're overcompensating and got the guy on 
the other side of him." I reached for the weapon but was sur-
prised by how solidly held it was, and if I wanted it, I was go-
going to have to lift him with it. Then I realized his reasoning 
was just as solid. 

"Nothing makes the snake rethink his battle plans more 
than a spray of brains on his face. If I shoot him, who will order 
the retreat?" 

"You've been reading Sher," I said, realizing my book was 
being leafed through when not used as a barricade. 

"Sherkahn." He corrected me with the author's moniker – a 
slightly altered spelling of Kipling's Tiger King character in 
“The Jungle Book,” Sher Khan. 

Dr. Sgt. Robert Sher, dubbed "SherKahn" by Noriega's Pan-
amanian Defense Forces for his tiger-like stealth and lethality, 
was a sniper of the highest order. He later dealt with his own 
post- traumatic stress by becoming a psychologist for fellow 
vets, and the way his book analyzes his own sniperdom with 
such excruciating objectivity and intimacy has made it a 
“Catcher in the Rye” primer for people like us. 

For me, it was Kim Vogel in the second grade who first 
stole my heart and set my drive in motion. For Jax? Just KIM. 

K.I.M. or "Keep In Mind" games, are simply one-minute 
memorization games. In 60 seconds you are to memorize the 
size, shape, color, condition and any perceived relation be-
tween the objects on a surface for recall any time between three 
minutes and three days later. Only there's a squad of demons – 
cadres of men bent on distracting you with any physical abuse 
and all kinds of unspeakables screamed while you do. Or don't. 

This is where the ability to focus under extremes is either 
unveiled or determined not a feature. It's a standard feature 
with the Archer model. Apparently. As is solitude. 
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I understand solitude. I crave it. Sniper school, like becom-
ing a warrant officer, only furthered my fix. From monkey bar 
scans of 7-year-olds to relaying precise coordinates and enemy 
asset inventories to the S Shops, there was no other place for 
me anywhere on earth. Or Jax. 

And while there is little I understand about human rela-
tions, particularly the intimate ones, I at least understood 
enough to let Jax go. 

I knew Jax was a Green Beret the day I caught him teaching 
the indigenous kids on the block general tactics of survival 
while his POGs stole their flag. And when he reached under 
the setting of the Q-Course graduation dinner table and dis-
covered his destiny with the 5th Group out of Fort Campbell, 
he had the same look as when he first saw the M24. Fire or for-
bid?  He fired. 

I received a communiqué from him three weeks ago by 
way of the Sentinel Post in Vail. All he could tell me was that 
they were being "deployed to the northern region of the Appa-
lachian theater.…" His texted words were tight and formal, but 
the detail he gave of his preparations conveyed his excitement. 

This was the hottest fighting east of the Mississippi Sea, 
and I've been on edge ever since. For the past three weeks, the 
dread I've felt came from the questions I couldn't stop asking 
myself. What if he had never found that damn trunk? What if I 
had forbidden the firing of the M24 instead of making it a fa-
ther and son activity? 

Rounding off his trinity question asked of every target, ro-
bot, slave or … “God?" he squeezes.  
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Chapter 5: The Widower’s Son 
Although I suffered only minor physical injuries in the car 

crash, there are three months following Miriam's funeral for 
which I still cannot account. I'm told I suffered a form of post-
traumatic stress due to an overactive adrenaline response dur-
ing the event. It apparently created deep neurological patterns 
in my brain that could result in periodic violent episodes if not 
treated. 

But all I recall from that time are pale green walls, flicker-
ing florescent lights and black and white photo images from 
the 1960s. Then I saw Jax's face sharpening through the motion 
blur and I was back. It felt like a rough night's sleep but ended 
up being three months. 

I'm told that I participated in group sessions, albeit quietly, 
and when I wasn't found in a heap in the corner of my room, I 
was reading anything I could find with words: old magazines, 
milk cartons, shampoo bottles, until, finally, they put a stack of 
Colliers encyclopedias from 1968 in my room. 

I was closely observed after coming to and showing signs 
of lucidity. Visits with Jax began and I was able to receive other 
visitors during the final week. The governor was scheduled to 
come during then but was suddenly committed to last-minute 
meetings arranged for him by the first lady. He sent Seth 
Windstrom, his photographer, instead. 

Seth was actually a more appropriate first visitor than the 
governor of New Mexico. I'd known Seth longer and more 
deeply, and although his visit wouldn't garner the media atten-
tion my show and reputation might have needed right then, 
there was no one I'd rather have seen that day. 

Besides Miriam. 
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I introduced Seth to the governor at an air show at Kirtland 
Air Force Base in Albuquerque. Seth was a pilot of sorts. He'll 
say he, not the group of men the plaques all point to, founded 
the first program of unmanned aerial vehicles, or "drones," for 
the Army. 

Not many people were aware of the drone program in the 
Gulf War. Developed by the Israelis and produced in the U.S., 
they flew over 500 sorties. Seth flew many tours in and around 
Iraq during Desert Storm, and when his aerial photography 
and RPV  skills went private, I introduced him to the State of 
Enchantment. 

Although his position was formally the official documen-
tarian of the governor of New Mexico, we all knew he was 
really only brought in to capture the first lady at every turn. 
She would pore over the carefully staged "candid" shots of her-
self that would be "leaked" to the Santa Fe Tribune and various 
society rags. 

Seth had spent the later ’90s in Sarajevo, so this was a wel-
come and cushy gig for him. Miriam and Seth were never really 
fond of each other. Seth thought she was stuck up because Mir-
iam had a tendency later as an adult to edit herself before 
speaking, which made her seem aloof and arrogant. 

Miriam, on the other hand, thought Seth was “filter-less" 
and that his ego kept him from not saying things that made 
him sound ridiculous. She once wondered aloud whether Seth 
suffered from Asperger's Syndrome, to which I replied, "Nope. 
Just Ass." 

They both understood how inseparable each of them was 
from me, so like two arms that tolerate one another to carry a 
load, they did. I was grateful to whatever gods there still might 
be that the first lady kept the governor occupied during my re-
assimilation. 
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Whether by design or by divine, those last weeks of recov-
ery with Seth let us settle a lot of issues and heal splits, and 
when I was strong enough to hear what Seth knew, the last 
days were spent casting lots and sealing two particular fates. 

I was released back into the world and able to settle back 
into a routine with Jax, provided I committed to a year of med-
ication and weekly grief counseling sessions with Dr. Sarah 
Kamen. 

I misled them to believe I took the meds, and most of the 
time these sessions seemed a waste of time as I worked to get 
“Unearthed” back online. But I decided that, in order to keep 
Jax and me together for the long haul and get on with our lives, 
I would use these sessions as a mental break – something I was 
never very good at doing for myself. 

I would volley responses to Dr. Kamen's probing questions 
as if I was really engaged, but all the while I was planning in 
my head my next show or my next pitch to the networks. I 
could tell she was worried that I wasn't making progress in 
dealing with the loss. She called it “perceptual blindness,” but 
for me, getting back to work and some semblance of normalcy 
at home was all I needed. 

Before the accident, when Siméon and I would pitch the 
show to networks, it was always 15 minutes of non-disclosure 
agreements followed by 15 minutes of ideas, then 15 minutes of 
executives acting like they were late for a meeting and assuring 
us that the real decision makers would be glad to meet us pro-
vided our schedules could be coordinated. Forty-five minutes 
flat.  Every time. 

After the success of the Coba Codex finding – but more so, 
I'm sure, due to the morbid curiosity that is unavoidable when 
sitting in a room with a man who accidentally killed his wife 
and spent months in a psych ward – the meetings included an 
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extra 15 minutes of half-hearted condolences and awkward 
pauses. It was as if they expected me to break down right in 
front of them at any moment. 

After my initial disgust with these gallows watchers, I soon 
realized that I could use this newfound sympathy to our ad-
vantage. 

My pitches became more about closing the deal than pre-
senting the ideas, and before long we had buy-in from InTV – 
the preeminent online original programming network. 

It’s only now, years later, alone with my thoughts at night 
in the middle of western Colorado, that the disgust turns from 
them to me for using the death of Miriam to my own ad-
vantage. 

Almost a year had passed since the accident when the final 
deal with InTV was penned. With only a session or two left of 
mandatory counseling, Siméon called to tell me that the net-
work was ready to produce six webisodes – not the usual 13, 
because I was still considered a risk. But six was fine with me. 

I was eager to get back out there. I also understood why the 
network wanted to keep me within driving distance, at least for 
the first show back. That's when he followed up with the news 
that a Hopi shaman in New Mexico claimed to be in possession 
of a Spanish conquistador's helmet. I was only mildly interest-
ed, as we had covered conquistadors before. 

"You don't understand, Emit," Siméon interrupted. "The 
morion is embossed with the seal of Cortés himself." 

"Jesus. There were only six of those ever forged," I said. 
"The only other one, anywhere, is at Del Prado in Madrid." 

Baaleth shared my enthusiasm, although mine was for the 
find and his was for the ratings, but ours was a symbiotic rela-
tionship of obsessions. 
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"It will be a magnificent comeback episode, Emit. There's 
even a built-in hook, because the shaman is convinced this mo-
rion has prophetic significance – something about the Hopi 
fifth world balderdash." 

"Right!" I said. "We're supposed to be at the cusp of the 
Great Turning…,"I started excitedly, but Baaleth wasn't inter-
ested in these things. He was all ratings and revenue. 

"I'm sure you'll frame this one right, Emit. I've just texted 
you GPS coordinates to where the shaman will be tomorrow." 

"Tomorrow? That soon? Um, okay – I've got some things I 
need to work out but can probably leave around noon." 

"Oh and there's one more thing," Siméon began with a no-
ticeable change in the timbre of his voice. "Because this morion 
has been in the shamanic line for nearly 500 years, it's never 
been authenticated, so it's not protected. So call me right after 
you have authenticated it." 

"Of course. I know the drill, Sim." 
This had been our normal procedure for years, so I was a 

little taken aback that he repeated the need for a post-
authentication call. I supposed that was because it had been 
almost a year since our last production, and because of my sit-
uation, he was probably just making sure I was still sharp. 

The fact that I never brought up what Miriam saw at the 
dinner party the week before the accident must have made him 
unsure of my memory. I didn't forget all that, but at this point 
in my life, work was all I cared about. And Jax. 

I hung up and immediately ran to my studio to collect my 
testing kit and gear. This comeback show would not only allow 
me to regain my viewership (beyond the morbidly curious) but 
would also allow me to present an artifact that could very well 
put me right back on track toward prominence in my field. I 
was right where I was before the accident. Baaleth always 
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knew how to appeal to that ambitious side of me – for his own 
good, of course – but again, symbiosis. 

It was that dovetailing of personal desires that kept me 
working with Baaleth. Even after his run-in with the law. I 
knew what he was about, but like other areas of my life, I was 
deft at denial. 

Years prior, Baaleth and I shot a webisode in Nicaea, Tur-
key where many artifacts from the actual Great Council of 
Nicaea were, well, unearthed. We descended on the shores of 
Lake Iznik with a crew of cameras, authenticators and lawyers. 
After almost three weeks of negotiating our way through the 
disjointed bureaucracies of Turkey, we were finally led to the 
archive where the artifacts were stored. 

We found plates etched with reliefs of the meetings and 
goblets embossed with the names of known participants. I was 
holding dinnerware from 325 A.D.; just 10 years after Christi-
anity became the official religion of the Roman Empire. 

The men who drank from these grails and ate from these 
plates would claim, for better or worse, doctrinal authority 
over the Christian world. For me, it was a miracle. For Baaleth, 
it was a temptation. 

Days after our departure, while I was back in L.A., our 
production offices in France were raided by INTERPOL offic-
ers. 

Baaleth, six producers, and their assistants were hauled in 
for questioning. Apparently one of these miraculous chalices 
went missing from the collection in Turkey, and we were the 
prime suspects. 

Having already come through U.S. customs, I was practi-
cally pre-screened, and therefore was merely questioned. News 
of Baaleth's arrest crossed the globe and production of “Un-
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earthed” was halted until and if the matter was resolved posi-
tively. 

Four months of investigation by INTERPOL and Turkish 
officials were suddenly dropped when the chalice was found at 
the site. Formal apologies were made and production was re-
started, with a bigger budget. 

I knew that a chalice of such value wasn't just misplaced 
like a set of keys, then found. I knew this was a fake. And a re-
ally good one. And I let it go. 

Looking back, I always knew that Baaleth was a thief of ar-
tifacts and of virtues. The subtle nuances in his behavior and 
evasions of my questions, the sudden up-tick in opulence at his 
homes and in his driveways, could not be explained away by 
the network's generous budget. But again, I am as deft at denial 
as I am at finding artifacts. 

Miriam knew even before she saw the first lady and Si-
méon in the back of the museum. She all but said it right out 
with her casual wonderings. Even that night, she speculated 
while putting on her jewelry – as always, her silver Caduceus 
necklace. 

"Have you noticed how chummy Siméon is with the first 
lady?" she asked, rubbing her left hand. She would trace the 
scars on her left wrist and hand whenever she was "in the 
zone” or really wondering about something. 

"What? No. No, I haven't. Is paisley still in style?" I asked 
frantically, leafing through my decade-old tie collection. 

"Relax, Purple Rain," she said smiling. "Wear the silver one 
I put on the bed." She pointed to the suit and tie already laid 
out for me. 

"Oh. When did this arrive?" I asked, noticing a new pillow 
on the bed. "Yesterday. I like it. Great colors. And smell it," she 
said from the mirror. 
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I whipped the silver tie around my neck, leaned down to 
breathe in what she meant, and got it instantly. "Figs?" I asked. 

"Tamarind. She must be in Turkey," Miriam decided. 
We have no idea who keeps sending me these pillows eve-

ry year. Miriam has created a secret admirer for me, some 
exotic sorceress tooth fairy, and it's become a fond mystery. 

"Maybe I signed up for some Columbia House Pillow of the 
Year thing," I offered, as the latest possible solution to this 
weird annual parcel. It's become such a fun mystery that I for-
got to really wonder why. 

"I'm just saying, they seem to spend a lot of time together 
and keep stealing away to that damn in-home museum of 
hers," Miriam said, picking up on her previous line of thinking 
and suspicions. 

"They share an interest in artifacts is all,” I said in their de-
fense. “And she's got a lot of them. Siméon has helped her 
build that collection, you know. The man's got a lot of connec-
tions all over the world." A lot of connections, yes. None of 
whom I ever wanted to know. 

The first lady was an epic, albeit manufactured beauty. She 
was the only daughter of the wealthiest peanut tycoon in East-
ern New Mexico, but none of that impressed or intimidated my 
wife in the slightest. 

After all, Miriam's beauty was real and indisputable, and 
her knowledge of the cultures that produced any of Angelica's 
artifacts far exceeded anyone's in our group. Her apprehension 
of the first lady was solely out of a protective feeling toward 
the governor, whom she adored. 

I can see and recall all of these nuances now, but for the 
three months while in the psych ward and for months after-
ward, I could not. The French philosopher Henri-Louis Bergson 
once wrote, "The eye sees only what the mind is prepared to 
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comprehend." To that end, I was, as Dr. Kamen asserted, per-
ceptually blind. But for all the fog and the blindness, there is 
one memory other than Seth's visits that is so pristine I use it to 
remind myself I'm still here. 

The morning I was released, after a brief statement, while 
wading through the marsh of cameras and the morbidly curi-
ous smartphones framing me, I heard a banging on a caged 
window three stories up. One of the patients, apparently quite 
excitable, was trying to get my attention. And so were about 40 
other people within 15 feet of me and the town car. But this fel-
low, Latin, middle-eastern maybe, managed to lift my head up 
through the flashes and boom mics. When he caught my eye, 
everything went silent between us. It was as if he were at the 
end of a tunnel and crystal clear – so clear that from three sto-
ries up I could make out what he mouthed quite precisely 
under that big mustache: "Thank you, Emit." 

I've tried every phonetic possibility by forming my mouth 
like he did, but "Thank you, Emit" is the only one that works. 
So who was he, and thanks for what? There's a fallback philos-
ophy Miriam taught me for when stuff just doesn't add up. 
"Enjoy the mystery." She would usually follow that up with a 
hug or better, so when I fell back into that phantom embrace I 
managed a smile for the cameras.  
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Chapter 6: Zozobra 2012 
 
Although the Coba Codex proved that the true end of the 

Mayan Calendar was October 28, 2011, nothing noticeable hap-
pened that day. Then again, no scientist worth their salt really 
expected any earth-shattering cataclysm at the stroke of mid-
night. 

However, even a little earthquake or small tsunami would 
have helped our credibility with "2012ers," those laymen New 
Agers who still believed, despite all evidence to the contrary, 
that 12/21/12 was the true date. To believe otherwise would re-
quire edits and reprints of thousands of vanity-published 
books and re-uploading of countless YouTube lectures. 

Instead, it was a non-event that ended up as a blurb on the 
crawl at the bottom of CNN for about 24 hours. "Predicted 
apocalyptic events of Oct. 28, 2011, do not occur. Scholars baf-
fled." First of all, no scientist or scholar I knew of was "baffled" 
and none of us predicted "apocalyptic events." 

Nevertheless, those of us at the forefront of the 2011 Recal-
culation were rendered moot and the 2012ers geared up for 
another year of celebrations building up to the end of the world 
as we knew it. 

One major astronomical event did occur on October 28th, 
2011 that intrigued the scientific community but was perhaps 
too esoteric a concept for the masses to comprehend. 

Just as our moon revolves around us and our Earth around 
the Sun in predictable ellipses, our Sun is also moving along its 
own ellipse through the galaxy. This ellipse, however, doesn't 
take months or even years, it takes millennia – twenty-six mil-
lennia, to be exact. 
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On October 28, 2011, our solar system hit the apex of one of 
these 26,000-year cycles, which placed our sun between Earth 
and the white hole at the center of the galaxy. 

Now, astronomers see this as a natural cycle, but what's 
most mysterious about this, and what has caused so much ex-
citement in popular culture, is the fact that the creators of the 
Mayan Calendar knew about this cycle back in the Pre-Classic 
Period (2000 BC to 200 CE) and with what we presume to be 
crude observation techniques. The Mayan culture had not even 
devised a practical wheel yet, and here they were calculating, 
with unearthly precision, the exact date that our solar system 
would complete a galactic cycle. 

But again, this mystery is the jurisdiction of crystal gazers 
and Whole Earth Catalog subscribers – not enough reference 
points for scholars and scientists to pivot on for serious study. 

Still, thanks to Miriam's intuitions and musings, I always 
remained opened and enthralled by such anomalies – another 
gift she gave me that was probably the key to my being able to 
attract laymen and academics alike to my weekly web show. 

So as the 2011ers faded into pop culture obscurity and the 
2012ers revved up for their end times celebrations, “Un-
earthed” followed. We covered events around the world and 
hosted panels of experts leading up to that fateful date. 

One event in particular never made it online but dominat-
ed police reports from New Mexico state to Homeland Security 
and INTERPOL: Zozobra 2012. 

This was Miriam's favorite annual event, and I felt her ab-
sence that night more than ever. Every late summer, usually 
the first Thursday after Labor Day, people from all over the 
world gathered in Santa Fe, New Mexico to burn the fifty-foot 
tall marionette named "Zozobra." 
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This hideous, grimacing puppet represents all the frustra-
tions of its participants. It's filled with overdue bills, divorce 
papers, foreclosure documents and any flammable reminder of 
the previous year's troubles. 

As the drums pound and his feet are lit, his arms flail 
about, his mouth gapes and chomps impotently as he blazes 
before the cheering crowds under the New Mexico night sky. 

In 2012, he took on global significance as throngs of pil-
grims arrived with troubled papers from many nations. His 
burning that night just weeks from 12/21/12 would symbolize 
the destruction of nothing less than old humanity, and our 
cameras were there recording the controlled mayhem. 

After the big guy fell in a heap of ash to the roar of the big-
gest crowd the festival had ever seen, I dismissed the crew and 
made my way to the Governor's Mansion for the after party – 
Miriam's least favorite event of the year. 

These lavish events hosted by the first lady had become a 
Zozobra tradition for those interesting enough, important 
enough or eccentric enough to be invited. To this day, I'm not 
sure which one I was. Tonight's was more crowded and more 
opulent than I had seen, and I was quietly glad Miriam was not 
there to see it this time. 

The mansion was bordered with luminarias, the simple 
lanterns made of paper bags weighted by sand with candles 
placed inside. They gave the grounds and the guests a flatter-
ing amber glow. 

In the doorway stood the first lady saturated in red with 
her tall stilettos, which made the governor next to her seem 
muted and shorter than usual that night. This was her party, it 
was clear. 

I watched her kiss the air around the cheeks of the arriving 
guests and motion them into the foyer. I was suddenly self-
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conscious about my on-camera pseudo-fatigues and the aroma 
of Zozobra smoke on me. 

Angelica saw me coming up the drive and briskly walked 
out to meet me halfway. "Emit. Sweet Emit. How are you, my 
love? 

Her subtle Latina accent was soothing, and her embrace 
made me feel like an honored guest, but was she hugging me 
for me, or for the others to see that she was the closest one to 
this world-renowned yet pathetically tragic widower? 

Either way, she kissed my cheeks thrice, as if in Paris, and 
ushered me up to the governor. He grabbed my shoulders like 
an old friend does, then spun me around toward Seth the pho-
tographer for the classic handshake photo. I knew that in a few 
weeks I'd receive that photo in a frame engraved with the date 
and the Zia sun symbol from the state's flag. 

Angelica took my arm and led me into the house. 
"I have to show you something, Emit. It's the newest addi-

tion to my collection." "Ah yes," I said, "Museo del Esperanza," I 
quipped flatteringly. 

"Museo del Angelica!" she corrected so as not to share the 
credit for her collection with her mere gubernatorial spouse. 
"Here he is. My new man." 

Not even on display yet, still in shock-resistant foam, was a 
bust of the Holy Roman Emperor Charles V, by Leone Leon. 

The crate was stamped with a familiar logo of two feathers, 
a symbol that seemed to follow Siméon Baaleth wherever he 
went, but always arriving later. 

The only other bust of Emperor Charles by Leon was at del 
Prado in Madrid, but this one was different. The emperor's 
head tilted slightly toward the ground on this one, while the 
del Prado bust looked ahead as if toward the horizon. 
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"Oh, my" was all I could come up with. My mind was try-
ing to comprehend, first, how she managed to get this piece out 
of Spain, and second, how she could afford it, even with all her 
wealth. This was a Spanish national treasure, after all. 

She pressed her lips against my sideburns, whispering, "I 
know, I know. He arrived today but too late to display tonight. 
I knew you, of all people, would appreciate this, Emit; and, of 
course, Miriam." 

She pulled back and stared toward the back of the hall. 
"Dear Miriam." My stomach turned when she said Miriam's 
name. "She would have had a fabulous story about the emper-
or's life, I'm sure." Her eyes then locked onto the sculpture 
lustfully. 

 "Forgive me, Emit. I must see more guests. Get a drink and 
we'll talk later." She winked and sauntered back into the foyer. 

I spent the next hour reacquainting myself with her collec-
tion and the new additions. Baaleth's hand was evident in all of 
them. They were displayed almost in the exact order of our lo-
cation shoot itinerary up until the morion incident last year. 

Later, as I made my way back toward the foyer, I heard 
Angelica's distressed voice in the anteroom. "I told you that I 
will get it for you this week! Please darling, just leave it here for 
now," she said desperately. 

"You've got two days, you fucking succubus, or I take it all 
back!" 

I knew that raspy cigar-roasted voice well. It was Baaleth. 
The anteroom door burst open and Siméon rushed through the 
crowd and out the front door. 

I darted down the hall to the foyer and struggled to ma-
neuver through the swollen crowd at the door, only to see his 
car turn outside the gate. 
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"Emit? Everything alright?" the governor asked, concerned 
by my anxious look. "No, I mean yes, yes, I'm fine. Was that…" 

"Was what?" he said, looking at the sea of guests just out-
side the door. 

"Oh, no one. Never mind. And, how are you, mi amigo? 
How's the campaign coming so far?" I redirected. 

I at least had the presence of mind to change the subject, 
knowing that maintaining as much distance between the gov-
ernor and Siméon was the prudent path. 

"Fine, fine. We're up double digits, and thanks to the TV 
and film subsidies, we can tout bringing nearly $2 billion into 
the state since the last election." 

He went on about the metrics of his reelection efforts while 
I casually scanned the crowd for Seth. There he was. Our eyes 
locked, then he nodded at me and melted back into the house. 

I had made an appearance, so when the moment was right, 
I slipped out along the luminarias and was still  
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Chapter 7: The Great UnZip 
Things have changed, or rather, opened dramatically since 

the luminaria days of 2012. As it turns out we were all correct, 
including the 2011 Recalculators and the New Age 2012ers. Sort 
of. 

We were right on the date of the apex of the cycle and they 
were right that it would change humanity forever. Where we 
were all wrong was that none of it mattered and that shifts pale 
before zips. 

The Chilean earthquake of February 2010 was the first in 
recorded history that actually shortened the length of the day 
by 1.26 microseconds and moved the Earth's figure axis by 
eight centimeters. To many this was the first birth pang of the 
End Times. 

Simultaneously in our galactic season, the end of our 
planet's wobble, a.k.a. the Precession of the Equinoxes, was 
ending at the same time our solar system dipped below the ga-
lactic equator in its oscillating orbit. 

It was a disaster film double-feature, with Earth as the 
damsel in both and seemingly ushered in by a planet-tilting 
quake. 

Graduate students at Georgia State cross-referenced quake 
data from Northwest Indian College on the Lummi Reservation 
in Northwest Washington about “seeming patterns” noticed in 
Aurora Borealis events earlier assumed gravitational anoma-
lies.   

All of these things were having an effect on the Earth, yes. 
When our sun dipped below the center of the galaxy, we could 
measure its effect on our magnetic poles. When the wobble hit 
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the apex, we could project the path of Vega moving to become 
our next North Star. 

We could measure them all, and the sum of our perfect 
equations told us that it had zero effect on the physical nature 
of the planet or its surface creatures. 

We did uncover however, an elegant new calculation that 
hinted at our twin star. Just like over 80% of the stars we know 
of, we were on track to discover we were a binary system and 
to find our long-lost twin – but then it all happened. 

What was first to be called "The Great Shift" by blog and 
stone was indeed about the shifting of human consciousness – 
but not in the way the 2012ers had hoped. 

It wasn't a shift forward toward cosmic enlightenment; it 
was a shift backward toward primitive survival instincts. 

The leap backward was brought on by the swelling of riv-
ers and lakes to seas in the span of a few months. American 
history and human potential dialed back to the Dark Ages, 
with two key differences: billions more people and advanced 
weaponry. 

And none of it was caused by anything I've reported here 
so far. No wobbling planet do-si-do-ing with the galaxy, no al-
ien planets or brown dwarfs cutting in. 

It was all measurable but had less pull on us than a histori-
cal lesson. In fact, it was not a shift at all in the classic sense. 

 The Chilean quake was absolutely the End Times for near 
600 people but merely a dramatic "happy" accident for the 
2012ers. 

A strange breed, the Rainbow and Dolphin types; they 
seem so eager for the unveiling of truth but secretly lust for 
apocalypse, as if they are different. 

In late 2013 the New Madrid Seismic Zone, located where 
Missouri, Arkansas and Tennessee come together, decided to 
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shake them apart. This national disaster could have been ab-
sorbed, as its initial damage estimates were at Katrina levels. 
What couldn't be absorbed were the Great Lakes. 

The Midwest really isn't "Midwestern," as it were. It surfs 
and shakes. 

Though flat with bread-colored fields, art and people, 
when it isn't shaking, the Midwest is surfing atop hundreds of 
miles of soft shale substratum – thus natural gas. Since the late 
1800's American industrialists have sat atop this oil blister like 
mosquitoes, inventing various drills and torpedoes before set-
tling on the state-of-the-art hydraulic fracturing proboscis. 

After the Chilean quake, and like a race against the next 
administration or federal courts, the government opened up 
everything for extraction everywhere, including all eminent 
domain areas that didn't fall into “negotiated” districts. Like a 
swarm the Chevrons, Cabots and Chiefs plunged their straws 
into the blister, which proved most bulbous south of Lake 
Michigan. 

When the New Madrid fault line snapped in 2016, and be-
cause of the porous and chemically weakened shale 
substratum, witnesses said the land just "Unzipped" its way 
right down the middle. 

Whole cities, towns and souls were swallowed as it did. 
The basin it created plunged the otherwise northerly flow of 
the Great Lakes south into the Mississippi and Ohio valleys, 
where it swelled to the Gulf and divided the nation in two. The 
devastation was swift and brutal and didn't ebb until West Vir-
ginia on the East and Kansas on the West. Those Americans 
who managed to outrun the water to the East were pulled into 
a war over resources and politics. 

 That makes the East a war zone now, with a well-
organized rebel militia that has even overthrown National 
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Guard armories. It would be easy for me to ignore that reality if 
Jax weren't there. 

Colorado is as dense with military installations as it is with 
granite, and they were all activated: NORAD, Carson, Peterson, 
Buckley, even DIA. 

Because of the density of these mountains, the number of 
military personnel and the war on the Eastern Seaboard, Colo-
rado became the primary destination for all American refugees. 

For the past few years, many have come – too many to 
properly house or economize, but not too many to document 
and secure. 

The Convoy Sentinels posted east of the Rockies have a 
whole different job description than the handful of us in the 
west. Most convoys that come through here are supply trucks 
and armored vehicles. 

We do get the occasional busload of citizen transfers, but 
these are usually young adults or the elderly who lived west of 
here but relied on the support of people who are either in the 
Citizen Compound or the Mississippi Sea. But, aside from these 
convoys, it's easy to ignore the tragedy of The Great UnZip, 
when all there is to do out here is wave trucks on and notice 
early winters by the buoyancy of the road. 

Jax is a captain, Airborne, now Special Forces. The last 
communiqué I received from his 

C.O. informed me that Jax had been deployed just outside 
Atlanta, where the rebel militia is entrenched. As of last Mon-
day, he was reporting to Command his successful recapture of 
an armory. It gives me little comfort to know he's a successful 
soldier. My precocious son who used to make plastic soldiers 
dive into kiva pools is now parachuting into rebel territory. 

For the past six months I've been sending pleas to every po-
litical and corporate connection I can exploit to have him 
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transferred out here where it's safe. But the chain of command 
is so frayed that no one has the leverage, the ability or the will 
to work around the Army's wartime policies. 

 Strict adherence to the Citizen Soldier Act of 2017 is the 
only touchstone for these matters, and in this organization, the 
only way to gain a post like this one along US6 – according to 
Article: 023, paragraph 8 – is to inherit it. 
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Chapter 8: Socorro 
Within a year after Miriam's death, Jax and I had settled in-

to a solid routine. My work kept my mind and our lives afloat, 
but the traveling meant that Jax had to become very self-reliant 
very early. I did have Lucy, who would stay over when I was 
out of town, but that was more for safety than care. Even at 8 
years old, Jax was getting himself up and out for school. 

In retrospect, it was probably this period of his life that best 
prepared him for soldiering and led to his swift rise through 
the ranks – to say nothing of the sharply strategic mind, chis-
eled by his chess playing. 

One morning I received a call from him on my cell. It was 
the morning after Zozobra, and I was scrubbing my hands and 
quickly packing to leave a motel south of Albuquerque. The 
phone startled me out of my tasks. 

"Uh, hello?" I didn't even look at the number, I was so pre-
occupied. 

 "Hi, Dad." His little voice came over the line, putting me 
instantly at ease. "Hey, buddy. How's it going?" 

"Good. At the bus stop. You coming home today?" 
"Yes, I'm on my way. I should be there by the time you get 

home from school. We'll go have some dinner out. Okay?" 
"Okay. There's the bus. See you soon, love you." 
"I love you, boy," I said, catching my disheveled reflection 

in the bathroom mirror. 
The ride home was swift; I took every shortcut I knew to 

reach Jax's bus stop in time and, still smelling of Zozobra, I 
wanted to wash up before I met him. 

About an hour from home, a news report broke. "Officials 
from Governor Esperanza's office in Santa Fe are reporting that 
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First Lady Angelica Esperanza did not arrive at a scheduled 
event today, and officials have not been able to reach her." 

"We have no reason to worry right now," a young aid of the 
governor said over the phone. "It's only been a few hours, so 
we're hopeful that this public announcement will alert her to 
call in." 

I had just seen her; in fact, hundreds of people had seen her 
last night – someone had to know something. I thought about 
calling the governor to offer my assistance but later decided his 
office would be too chaotic and the call wouldn't register with 
him anyway. I scanned the radio for any new information. 
Nothing. I couldn't push from my mind the image of her in that 
red dress staring at her new sculpture.  

In two days I would be driving down to shoot some foot-
age in Socorro, and if there was no news, I would check in with 
the governor on the drive back. 

I gave Lucy the next day off and kept Jax home from 
school. We spent the day doing everything he loves: Frisbee, 
Xbox, listening to bands I'd never heard of while he pruned the 
tree he and his mother planted years ago. 

"Tarragon?!" I shouted way too loudly from inside the 
headphones  on my head. I could never remember the name of 
the tree they planted. He answered, but I was too deep in the 
sound. "Cinnamon?!" 

 He laughed and turned back to pruning branches, which 
filled the yard with the sweetest smell. And, of course, we 
played chess and I made no merciful bad moves in the two out 
of three matches I lost , holding my own until the end. 

We spent much of the time doing something we had never 
done before. We talked about his mother. 

"What do you miss most about her?" I asked when the 
moment felt firm enough for us to handle it. 
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"The smell of her hair." He said this without hesitation, as if 
it's always on the top of his mind. And I knew exactly what he 
meant; that faint lavender that I desperately tried to keep 
around the house after she was gone. Suddenly his gaze fixed 
on the forest across the road. 

"Will you promise me something, Dad?" "What is it?" I said, 
afraid of the answer. "Will you promise not to leave me like 
that?" 

My heart fell on the ground in front of me, wounded by 
this child’s pure desire to seem strong for his father while being 
frail enough to ask this question. I paused, as I did when mak-
ing sure all of his sand castles were rooted in archeological 
reality, because I didn't want to promise him something that I 
could not be sure of. Instead, I went for the merciful bad chess 
move and said, "Yes, Jax. I promise. Just know that whenever 
we're apart, the whole time we are, I am trying to get back to 
you and make you safe." 

It was the first time we really connected beyond ourselves, 
and I swear the breeze was lavender. 

That night, after reading to Jax, I spent hours cleaning out 
my home studio. It was time to rid myself of all evidence of the 
past – notes, plans, invoices and lists all went into the fireplace. 
As they burned, I thought of Zozobra and how this was my 
personal cleansing ritual. 

The next morning I let Lucy in at 6 o'clock before Jax awoke 
and hit the road toward Socorro, south of Albuquerque, where 
I was going to dig and film. Still reflecting on my day with Jax 
and our conversations about his mom, I never thought to turn 
on the radio and completely forgot about Angelica going miss-
ing. 

 I arrived at the Socorro site in the early afternoon. I 
strapped on my tools and video camera and headed away from 
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the massive S.E.T.I. radio telescope dishes, known succinctly as 
"The Very Large Array" or VLA. 

It was a great contrast that would not get lost in my seg-
ment setup; these broad white dishes scanning the stars for 
signals from extraterrestrials alongside my spade digging in 
the high desert for signs of Puebloans or conquistadors. 

I found a great spot with the VLA behind me, held the 
camera lens up to my face and began, "This is Emit Archer of 
‘Unearthed.’ I'm here in west-central New Mexico near the 
town of Socorro…." 

After a few takes, I packed away the camera and began to 
scan the ground for anomalies: symmetrical ridges, right an-
gles, anything that would tell a story of something man-made. 
This area is known to be rich with melting ruins and other 
manufactured beauty.  
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Chapter 9: Playful Bullets 
October 2022 | Western Colorado 

 
I'm awakened by the crackle of the two-way radio and a se-

ries of short and long bursts – Morse code that translates to 
"East Infantry." 

It's from the sentinel 30 miles west. The guy’s a trip. He 
thinks “the alien underlords” can’t decode Morse. The solitude 
must be getting to him; he once sent a message saying simply, 
“If you’re God then I’m Screwed,” to which I replied, “Me too.” 

This message is less inspired, letting me know an infantry 
convoy is heading east toward me. Good. A distraction and not 
a citizen transport. But these convoys of soldiers refresh my 
worries about Jax, especially the big convoys, because it means 
the war back east is intensifying. 

I get up and out quickly to scan the perimeter and get 
down to the checkpoint before the trucks roll up. It can some-
times be two weeks between convoys, so a twinge of 
excitement comes over me when one is on the way, like clean-
ing the house before hosting a party. 

As I headed down the path, I kicked rocks and debris to the 
sides. I knew full well no one would see this path, but it's a ge-
stalt for me. I could see the trucks emerging through the 
binoculars from the mirage waves between the road and the 
sky. 

One, two, three. I began counting them as they veered 
along the road, but there were so many that they blurred to-
gether like one big camouflage snake slithering toward me. I 
knew that distance well and knew I had about 18 minutes be-
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fore they got to me, so I sat on the graveled shoulder scanning 
the rest of the perimeter – not so necessary on a Monday. 

The one day a week it was necessary was Tuesday, my fa-
vorite day of the week. I'm not perfectly alone out here. I have a 
friend. And we're very close. We've shared life or death mo-
ments together, and all by each other's hands. I call him "Mac," 
which is what my Scottish grandmother called anyone whose 
name she didn't know, forgot or didn't care enough to remem-
ber. I have no idea what he calls me, because we've never met. 

I focused the lenses toward the south, where Mac lived. It's 
a smaller sentinel post than mine and not made of Army-issue 
materials. From here, about a kilometer away, it looked like the 
plywood forts we used to make as kids. 

There are hundreds of these along the convoy routes, held 
down by rebel militia who refuse to enter the citizen com-
pounds that the Army has set up, believing them to be the 
ultimate government takeover. They’re like the Tea Party types 
of a decade ago, only on steroids and armed to the teeth. All 
this centralization of government power designed to document 
and secure the American people played right into their most 
paranoid fears, even after the passing of the Citizen Soldier Act 
of 2017. 

The act allowed millions of Americans to enlist, which 
meant three squares a day for them and their families. And, 
depending on their skills in the private sector, ranks (and pay 
scales) could be leapfrogged as the government raced to fulfill 
its most basic constitutional duties to protect and defend its 
people. 

So Mac was my mirror. Like sentries on opposing walls, we 
mirrored each other's tactical moves. Rather, he mirrored mine. 
On Tuesdays, I'm ordered to patrol south of US6 to test the se-
curity of the highway's parallel berth, which means on 
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Tuesdays Mac patrolled north toward me in mirror fashion. In 
fact, because I was at the road awaiting this convoy, that meant 
Mac was out there in the brush equidistant from me, looking 
right at me through his lenses, as he would continue to do until 
I move. 

Every Tuesday at precisely 1500, I strapped on my sniper 
rifle and headed south. Mac would head north, always to the 
same spot where I'd set a rusty Buick car hood upright – not for 
protection, but as a target for Mac. And in return, he'd set up a 
slab of his plywood for me. We even drew target circles and 
scores for one another, but because we were both equipped 
with very precise weapons and years of practice, we were no 
longer able to tally the scores for the bullseyes we'd blown out 
long ago. So every Tuesday we made a new circle as a target. 
Every Tuesday except one. 

A year or so ago I lay here for no less than 45 minutes be-
fore realizing Mac was a no show. I was lost in the meditation 
these games bring on, and although every second I considered 
standing, my instinct kept me in the prone. Finally, my wits 
and compassion took over and I sprinted to Mac's place half a 
click away. Barely alive but I found his place in complete order. 

No enemy combatant torn apart by coyotes or stunk to 
death by skunks. He must have been called to some outpost 
with the intention of returning, as his wooden walls were still 
covered with framed photos of kids and a Daisy Duke-looking 
sweetheart. I almost took it, but this guy was the enemy's sol-
dier, not the enemy. 

What I did do was bend off a piece of scrap metal, fold it 
into a chevron and scratch "2nd Place T.S.C." (Tuesday Shoot-
ing Club) and draped it with a boot string on Daisy's frame. 

Then it hit me that this could be an ambush – a long con, 
but a possible ambush because the value of the gear in my US6 
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view sentinel apartment and the firepower delivered to me 
fortnightly was high value enough for me to click in and sprint 
the heck back that day. 

I really looked forward to this ritual, as it was the only time 
all week I had some measure of fun, and although we never 
met, it gave me a sense of camaraderie above the politics and 
war. Like the WWI Christmas Truce soccer game between the 
Germans and French in 1914, our Tuesday Truce kept us hu-
man. 

The din of the convoy hit my attention and I stood up, 
brushing the gravel off my pants and raising the yellow flag 
above my head. 

 This is by far the longest convoy I've seen. It must have 
taken five minutes for the initial braking of the lead truck to 
reach the back of the line. 

"Morning sir!" the fresh-faced driver of the lead truck 
called out above the droning diesel. 

"Morning corporal! Quite a line you've got here. All men?" 
I said, approaching his cab and reaching for the clipboard of 
orders. 

"Mostly, sir. We've got some Humvee flatbeds at the rear, 
but mostly men, sir," he replied. 

I scanned his orders and my eyes fixed on the field for 
"Number of Troops" which read "2248," twice as many as the 
largest convoy I had seen in three and a half years. Then the 
"Destination" field leaped out at me. 

"Fort Campbell then Bragg," and my heart dropped. 
"Campbell, eh? Are these men headed to Atlanta?" 

"Yes sir, they are. Three days in Campbell, then off to 
Sherman our way south. We're kicking some serious ass out 
there, sir," he said proudly. I feigned a proud grin, but the news 
of hard fighting where Jax is turned my stomach. 
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"My son was 101. Hopefully these men will miss the fight." 
Then it hit me. "Corporal!" I shouted excitedly, "Hold the line 
for five minutes!" I yelled, running up the path toward my 
tower. 

"Uh, yes sir?!" he replied, confused. 
I bolted to the ladder but couldn't stop to catch my breath 

this time, yet the gift of this timing kept my mind above the fa-
tigue. I sprang up the ladder and, once inside, tore the place 
apart searching for the document. 

This convoy could get this to Fort Campbell sooner than 
any investigative team that happens to find it. Not more than 
three minutes passed before I skidded across the shoulder to 
the cab of the truck. 

"I need you to do something for me, soldier," I said, gasp-
ing for air. "Yes sir?" He looked over at his co-driver, who 
shrugged. 

 "I need you to deliver this to Colonel Windstrom at Camp-
bell. Oh! Corporal, what's your ETA there?" I asked, holding 
my chest as if to keep my lungs from bursting. 

"With a peel off in K.C., we're looking at 36 hours." He 
looked at his co-driver, who nodded affirmatively. "Yes sir, 
Thursday night sir. Around 1900 is our best estimate." 

Between heaving breaths, I said, "Good. Good. Thursday 
night works. Now listen up. Just drop this in his incoming. 
Don't … there's no need to see him in person. In fact, don't see 
him at all! He's a very busy man. Just drop it at his office the 
night you get in, got it? Oh, and that's an order, soldier. Are we 
clear!?" I asked, realizing that this chain of command thing can 
be a real handy tool. 

"Yes sir, got it. Deliver to Col. Windstrom Thursday 
night…" 
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"Colonel Windstrom's OFFICE, office! Not in person!" I re-
peated. "He's very busy." "Yes sir, Colonel Windstrom's office 
Thursday night." 

I picked up the clipboard from the ground, where I must 
have dropped it in my haste a few minutes before. I handed it 
to him, returned his salute and waved him on. As the convoy 
rumbled past, I scanned the faces of the young men, avoiding 
eye contact and stepping back at least 10 paces so they weren’t 
obligated to salute me. They had enough obligations coming 
their way. 

As the last gust of spitting gravel swept across my boots, I 
stared after them, beset by the moment. There was no down-
playing the timing of this convoy – and its destination – along 
with the fact that I was waving these boys into harm's way. 

With the help of the corporal's timely delivery and the re-
lief this convoy meant for Jax, I might, after all, keep a 
disquieting promise.  
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Chapter 10: Controlling the Room 
September 2012 | Near Socorro, New Mexico 

 
"Oh, he wouldn't be on any guest list unless the party was 

thrown by INTERPOL," I said, glaring at the photo of the man 
who, in the glow of the morion of Cortés, became my enemy. 

"Check your databases; this was my producer. He went 
missing recently and has been a fugitive ever since … an 
INTERPOL red notice, in fact." 

"Excuse me, doctor, keep scanning those for anything else 
and I'll be right back." He left the room in a hurry this time, not 
bolting the door behind him. 

I glanced over the rest, looking only for Baaleth and better 
shots of the crate, but I found only the two photos. Officer 
Clarke came back in after a few minutes with a fist full of pa-
pers. 

"Here's the INTERPOL red notice and background of the 
case. The team is combing through it all now. With the flurry of 
activity in the past 48 hours and the long list of guests, I'm sure 
you can understand how this slipped through," he said, almost 
apologetically. 

"Yes, yes, I understand completely," I said, still scanning 
the screen. "I don't know if this means anything but…," I point-
ed to the photo of Angelica with her sculpture and highlighted 
the logo on the crate. "This symbol, the two feathers, I've seen it 
before on envelopes and packages sent to Baaleth at our pro-
duction offices overseas and at his residence." 

Officer Clarke expanded the photo and enhanced the pixels 
of the symbol. "This one here?" 
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"Yes. It's definitely connected to Baaleth some way, but I 
just don't know how. I'm not sure you're aware of this yet, but 
that statue still sitting in that crate, Angelica told me it arrived 
that day and it's an extremely valuable piece – priceless really. 
One of only two busts of Holy Roman Emperor Charles V, by 
Leone Leoni, sculpted in the 1500s. It's gotta have National 
Treasure status in Spain. The fact that she has it is remarkable 
unless…" 

"Unless?" The officer said with newfound interest in my 
knowledge. 

"Well, when you look deeper into Baaleth's past you'll see 
that he was a prime suspect in an INTERPOL investigation a 
few years prior regarding a missing artifact in Turkey, Nicaea 
to be exact. It was dropped when the artifact was later found 
behind a case in a different hall, but I always wondered. He 
knew some of the world's leading artifact forgers, who moon-
lighted as expert authenticators. I don't know. It's all so arcane. 
But the circumstances are too, well, intriguing." 

I sat back in my chair with a disturbed look on my face and 
stared down to my right. I decided not to tell them that I heard 
Angelica and Baaleth arguing, because they would have won-
dered why I didn't report seeing him that night. 

They were not very discreet, so someone else must have 
heard them and would corroborate the tension between them. 

"If you don't mind, doctor, I'd love to have you stay with us 
today and perhaps tomorrow. We'll put you up here in town, 
of course. We'd like to get all of your ideas and send any leads 
to our team in Washington." 

Suddenly I was an honored guest. I knew I had the right to 
refuse until subpoenaed, but this is exactly what I needed to 
do. 
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"Sure, sure, I'll help in any way I can. I'd like to call my son 
though, right now, and make sure he's OK and not scared." 

"Of course, doctor," he said, handing me his cellphone and 
buttoning his jacket. 

“Oh, and one other detail, officer. Baaleth tried to have me 
killed.”  
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Chapter 11: Kachina Season 
October 2011 | Chaco Canyon | Northern New Mexico 
 
The Morion Incident 

The last time Siméon and I spoke was a call he made as I 
was driving down to meet the Hopi shaman and authenticate 
the morion. He called to remind me that the crew was standing 
by in Taos shooting B-roll, and once I authenticated the artifact, 
Carlo Tovar, our production manager, would come to the site. 

His exact words were, "Carlo will come get it … on film." 
It wasn't until the next day that the pregnant pause be-

tween "get it" and "on film" made sense. 
So much about Baaleth's conversations with me in those 24 

hours seemed awkward. We had done all of this so many times 
that I was struck by the sense that he was either testing my 
mental acumen or distracted by another production. 

I was happy with this arrangement, though, since it al-
lowed me to get to the site before being descended upon by 
production and legal teams. 

With so little time to research this find, I bought some au-
diobooks about the Hopi prophecy of the morion to listen to on 
the drive down. They all spoke of it as a legend, but I was driv-
ing to what I had hoped would be the physical evidence that 
would turn this legend into fact. 

As it turned out, this helmet was a key in the Hopi prophe-
cy of the Fifth World. When it was again seen by the world, the 
prophecy stated, it would open up the floodgates of the next 
era. 

No longer feeling like the linear-minded scientist I was 
trained to be, today I was an archetypal player meant to set this 
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artifact before the world via the World Wide Web and fulfill a 
mystical prophecy. 

With every mile, my excitement grew. I was soon to meet a 
shaman. Miriam would have been absolutely beside herself. 
This was her wheelhouse. So I imagined her in the seat next to 
me discussing the questions she would ask. I relied on this im-
agination often. 

I conjured up discussions with her about how to package 
webisodes, how to answer Jax’s life questions, even how to re-
spond to Dr. Kamen's psyche-probing inquiries so that I 
seemed engaged with the process. She became my conscience. 
My Jiminy Cricket. And that day she was very talkative. 

I had programmed my GPS with the coordinates Baaleth 
sent over, but after turning onto the dirt road toward the pueb-
lo, the crisp graphics of roads on the screen became large 
swatches of beige, so I relied on the voice commands and oscil-
lating arrows to tell me I was still on course. But not having 
those pixels of roads made me uneasy. It's amusing to realize 
that, before GPS, I would probably have been driving along 
with confidence not knowing what I didn't know.  

I spotted a young man up the road. He was sitting on a 
guard rail staring out at the valley. I pulled up, but he didn't 
move. 

"Excuse me." No response. "Excuse me!" Still nothing. 
I slapped my thigh in annoyance but got myself together, 

got out and walked up to him. "Hello there. I'm trying to figure 
out if I'm on the right road." He slowly turned toward me. He 
was no more than 16 years old, with deep dark eyes that 
seemed to look right through my head. "I'm trying to find the 
pueblo where a Hopi shaman lives?" This kid must have been 
local and not used to having cars around, and the fact that the 
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shaman was Hopi and not Navajo would have been a key dif-
ferentiator, I thought. 

He didn't say a word but pointed up the road I was already 
on and in the direction I was already headed, then turned his 
gaze back to the valley. It was as reassuring as it was unnerv-
ing. 

I got back in the truck and headed on with renewed confi-
dence. It gave me some freedom of thought to look around at 
the scenery, and I quickly understood the boy's seeming infat-
uation with it. The red canyon walls striped with layers of deep 
green pinons and junipers glistened in the afternoon sun. It 
was, as the bright yellow license plates of New Mexico vehicles 
claim, "The Land of Enchantment." 

About 40 minutes later, while lost in the scenery as well as 
my thoughts, I was startled when I spotted that same boy walk-
ing on the side of the road. Same build, same jacket, same hair, 
but it couldn't have been. Unless there was some trail switch-
back that allowed him to catch up to my truck 40 minutes later, 
it had to be someone else – but it couldn't be. I had to stop. I 
backed up to him and rolled down my window. 

When I saw his face I was sure it was the same boy. "Hello 
again. Didn't I just see you like 45 minutes ago way back 
there?" He looked blankly at me. "I'm the guy looking for the 
shaman, the Hopi shaman?" I said studying his face for some 
familiar response. 

"Yes," he said simply. His eyes were a piercing hazel, un-
like anything I've seen in these tribes. 

"Look, this GPS is no help, and I've got to find this place be-
fore dark. Are you going in that direction?" He nodded. "Can I 
give you a ride? Can we help each other out?" 

He got in and again motioned up the road with his finger. I 
tried for a few minutes to make small talk but got little more 
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than nods and slight smiles from my new passenger, so I just 
concentrated on his silent directions and the ever-more-remote 
driving conditions. He'd raise his hand periodically when there 
was a choice to make, and I couldn't help but notice how well-
groomed his hands were; clean, even manicured. But this was-
n't an environment for such pristine features. 

A half-hour later the road just ended. No signs, it just end-
ed. The boy got out and began walking the rest of the way. 
"Wait!" I shouted, but he continued walking, so I grabbed my 
pack, locked the doors and chased up the path behind him. It 
was clear by his determined look and casual hand gestures that 
he was still taking me to the pueblo. We walked for what felt 
like hours until we turned a bend, and there, etched into the 
red rocks 40 meters away, emerged a dwelling. 

The afternoon sun seemed to set the red rocks on fire. My 
new friend led me through a thin opening and into a series of 
passages, some carved and others natural. 

"There doesn't seem to be anyone here," I said, probably a 
little nervously, which is why he must have decided to string 
together the first sentence he said all day. 

"Sacred Cave. Home of Katsina," he said in a voice that was 
soothing and surprisingly sophisticated. 

"This must be the place then," I said, relieved. "Katsina." It's 
the Hopi word for Kachina, I thought, reminded that this was 
the subject of my first encounter with Miriam. I knew that she 
would not stand for this mysterious boy's silence and would be 
pelting him with questions. And I also knew that her winsome 
charm would have him answering every one of them – my Jim-
iny Cricket must have been very frustrated by my inability to 
get much out of him. 

The passages were thick with a scent almost sweet but 
tinged with sage, and the deeper we got the thicker the air be-
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came, to the point that I became light-headed. "The air in here 
is intoxicating," I said. 

"Pinani," he said. "Spirit breath." 
Finally, we reached a ladder. It looked like the toothpick 

ladders Jax and I used to build for his dioramas. It took us up 
to a chamber, then another took us down into a small room 
dimly lit by a deep, narrow shaft that reached out to the canyon 
wall, enough to vent the air and pull in the last orange rays of 
the sun. The boy took a seat in the corner. So I put down my 
bag and, as my eyes adjusted, I saw it. The orange beam from 
the shaft illuminated the morion, which sat on a mud pedestal 
in the center of the room. If we had arrived a few minutes 
sooner or later, it would not have been easy to see, nor as dra-
matically illuminated by the orange beam of light present at 
that moment. 

"There it is!" I said, like Jax had as a child when he first saw 
the Disneyland sign from the I-5 freeway in Anaheim. 

"Anasazi," the boy said, but with a disdain similar to when 
Miriam first saw the Disneyland sign from the I-5 freeway in 
Anaheim. 

 The name "Anasazi" has come to mean the ancient people 
of this region. But the word itself is actually Navajo for "enemy 
ancestors." I knew instinctively that the boy was referring to the 
conquistadors who lost this morion. I walked up to the helmet, 
which looked as if it wasn't 500 days old, much less 500 years. 
There, embossed on the comb of the helmet, was a relief of Cor-
tés. If this was a fake, it was magnificent. If it was real, it was 
miraculous. 

"I just have to do a few liquid tests to determine the age of 
the surfaces and …" Suddenly my head spun. Whether it was 
the "spirit breath" of this cavern or simply the three-hour hike 
finally catching up to me, I do not know. But my enthusiasm 
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succumbed to the dire need to sit for a while and regain my 
faculties. I slunk down in the opposite corner from my young 
friend and closed my eyes tightly. Lime swirls floated behind 
my eyelids, and with every breath, I felt my mind sinking 
deeper and deeper into my brain. 

My next sensation was one of pure euphoria. It felt like the 
gravity in my body evaporated and my spine caught fire one 
chakra at a time until my chin felt pulled upward, as if by a 
parent, when my eyes blew open and my lungs let loose an ex-
hale that surpassed their capacity. Images began to flood past 
my attention faster than I could grab onto them: the orange-
glowing morion, the scenery from the drive, Jax's face, chess 
pieces, and Dr. Kamen's office - her necklace - a blue - like La-
pis. Shiva and a flock of black birds no, crows a murder of 
nuns? 

My nostrils exploded with an acrid taste, copper but sweet, 
and then I saw Miriam's gravestone. I watched myself clipping 
on Jax's little black tie before the funeral, the light green walls 
and flickering fluorescents of the psych ward, then Miriam's 
silver necklace and the turquoise; no, not turquoise, bluer, 
brighter blue and silver utterances, whispers? I hear the road to 
Santa Fe, the exploding tire, the flashing red and blue lights of 
the troopers that pulled us from the wreckage. The last image I 
could grab onto was of hands pulling a sheet over the face of 
my wife on the ambulance gurney. 

A primordial wail came from behind my soul. And for 
what must have been most of the rest of that night, I wept. I 
cried for the loss of my love. I cried for the neglect of my son. I 
cried for my betrayal of Miriam's intuitions about the people 
who tore us apart. 

Finally, just before dawn, I felt myself sink once more into 
an ancient despair, for the children slain and reflected in that 
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morion. The ego that drove me to this place to reclaim my ce-
lebrity and peer approval had melted into the kiva stones 
against my back. 

All the while, the whole night, my young friend on the oth-
er side of the room sat very still. Waiting. As if this destruction 
of my denial, and not the artifact, was the real reason I was 
here. 

The chill and faint glow of morning crept into the room, 
and I looked up. Finally, I was back in the front of my head, 
with a clarity I had never felt before. I looked over at the boy 
with embarrassment for what he must have watched me expe-
rience for the past hours. But he looked back at me knowingly, 
and with such acceptance that I was instantly at ease. But the 
calm was soon shattered. 

A muted thumping noise reverberated from the vent shaft 
and became a sharp, consistent cutting of air. A helicopter. 
"Carlo would come get it … on film." Baaleth's words echoed in 
my head immediately. "Carlo would come get it…." The pause 
was a mental misfire. Baaleth let it slip that Carlo would come 
get the morion itself, not get it on film. 

Perhaps it was this newfound clarity that exposed all the 
deceit I had either not noticed or ignored. I now knew that 
Baaleth's news of the network picking up the show was a lie, 
and that he was using me to find it because the shaman would 
only meet with me. 

And I knew that chopper outside held men sent by him to 
take this artifact so he could sell it to Angelica. If we didn't get 
the morion and ourselves out quickly, it would be gone, a 
prophecy would be unfulfilled and we would be dead. 

I looked at the morion, then the boy. He nodded. I emptied 
my pack and stuffed the helmet inside. He ushered me back up 
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the ladder and through a black passage I hadn't noticed on our 
way in. 

The shoulders of my jacket ripped against the narrow cav-
ern walls as we rushed away from the sound of the chopper. 
Before too long we were in the blinding sunlight on the other 
side. 

I fixed my eyes on the boy's back, trusting every turn he 
made and matching his footprints. The helicopter blades ap-
peared over the ridge as I looked up, panicked to see a high-
caliber rifle strapped to the door and trained right at us. 

I yelled for the boy to get down, but he was already gone. 
My pace went full-throttle, then I had the sudden sensation of 
weightlessness as the rifle rattled off short bursts. 

I felt the thud of one pierce the helmet in my pack. Five 
hundred years of pristine condition ended by one lead round. 

After the sudden and full awareness of being submerged in 
water, I lost track of time, my young friend and consciousness. 

When I awoke a day later, I was in a hospital in Farming-
ton, New Mexico, surrounded by state and Navajo police. This 
was the "morion incident" that finally ended my partnership 
with Baaleth and re-ignited his adversarial relationship with 
INTERPOL. I scanned the room and saw my belongings, still 
wet along the seams but unmolested in the corner, and caught 
a glimmer of 500-year-old gold plating through the bullet hole 
in my pack. 

They had no idea. 
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Chapter 12: Hacienda Vidal 
One benefit – and risk – to knowing the world's most profi-

cient artifact authenticators is knowing where to find the 
world's most artful forgers. It's a fine line between them that 
can easily be crossed with enough money. 

Until now, I never needed a forger, but I knew where the 
best of them was. Near Costa Brava, Spain – my old friend Se-
ñor Rafael Vidal. 

He consulted with us on Spanish and Mexican artifacts a 
few times but, because Miriam and I loved this man as pro-
foundly as she distrusted Baaleth, I made sure the two never 
met. Miriam's love for him and the fact that he and Siméon 
never crossed paths assured me that he could be trusted with 
my next project. 

I arrived in Spain with the morion a week after the helicop-
ter attack in New Mexico. After renting a Renault, I headed to 
the outskirts north of the city toward Costa Brava. To maintain 
the utmost secrecy, I didn't call ahead to announce my visit, but 
I wasn’t worried whether Rafael would be there or still sharp 
enough to do the task, just whether he would be willing. 

The drive along the Mediterranean coast was both beauti-
ful and painful. This is where Miriam and I fell in love. From 
the moment I saw her in the museum at UNM, I knew she 
would one day love me, but it was here that the stars and histo-
ries aligned to fuse us together, forever and unconditionally. 
My view of the turnoff for the Gulf of Roses was blurred when 
my eyes welled up uncontrollably. I could see her in that linen 
dress with sand on her legs, and the scent of salt water on her 
skin rushed through me like a gale. 
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Soon I was driving up the tree-lined road to Hacienda Vi-
dal. The ivy on the gate looked unkempt, which made me 
worry that Rafael might not be there. When I got out and 
looked through the iron bars, though, I saw his characteristic 
wide-brimmed hat swaying back and forth as he watered the 
branches of his mandarins. I stood there for a minute admiring 
the scene like a Fresco painting. This place was not touched by 
the 20th century, or, for that matter, the 19th. 

"Rafael!" I shouted. He stopped, looked up for a moment as 
if making sure it wasn't Angel de Muerte calling him home, 
then he continued his watering. "Senor Vidal!" I shouted a bit 
louder. He turned toward the gate, bent forward and squinted. 
He dropped the hose and he began hobbling toward me. 

"Emit? ¿Es usted? ¿Es usted?" he asked, his smile growing 
with every step. 

He grabbed the iron bars and gazed at me as if looking 
right through my head and into his own past, and glanced 
around me as if Miriam might be with me, but he knew well 
that she was gone. "Dios estimado. Es usted!" 

He jimmied open the latch and hugged me around my 
arms. As he rocked me slowly back and forth, I knew he was 
embracing Miriam too, and I was happy to be the proxy. Grab-
bing my hands, he led me into the house through the arched 
columns and enormous wooden doors. 

This place hadn't changed since Miriam and I last came for 
our wedding, and probably not since it was built. I was over-
whelmed by the Spanish lavender. This was the source – this is 
where Miriam's body was first steeped in this scent. 

I was home. 
After hours of trading remembrances of Miriam and telling 

him stories of our precocious Jax in equally broken Spanish and 
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English, one of his pretty but too-young-for-him helpers 
brought in the piaya and sangria. 

He never once asked why I was there. 
It wasn't until we retired to the courtyard, lit two fat home-

rolled cigars and refilled our goblets that the conversation 
turned to the purpose of my visit. 

I smiled at him almost mischievously, then pulled the mo-
rion from my pack and placed it on the cushioned footstool 
before him. His demeanor immediately shifted from charming 
old Spaniard to a deliberative expert authenticator. 

Holding the helmet up at various angles, he looked hard at 
the seams and the subtle pound marks that flattened the sur-
faces 500 years ago. The last place he looked was the first place 
most curators would have looked. The comb or crest at the top. 

"Dios mio … Dios mio," he repeated. Had he looked at the 
embossed crest of Cortés first, he would not have been so im-
pressed, assuming it was a replica. Because he first 
authenticated its age by the seams and hammering technique 
meant that this embossed crest was real. 

"Five hundred years old – can you believe the condition?" I 
asked, waiting for his awe. 

"Four fifty maybe, four hundred seventy," he said flatly, 
while squinting hard at the crest. "Ah," he said leaning back in 
a satisfied manner, having confirmed his gut. "Four-seven- 
two." 

He pointed to a small, upside-down mark in the upper left 
corner of the crest. The tiny set of dents and scratches told Ra-
fael that this helmet didn't fall off the head of Cortés. 

Though he was able to identify exactly where it was forged 
and by whom based on that mark, he didn't need it to know it 
wasn't Cortés'. 
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Despite my years of studying the region's history and the 
lofty suffixes behind my name, it wasn't until that night that I 
learned these morions with this specific design weren't worn 
by him. They wouldn't be designed for another 30 years. 

This benchmark for prophecies was itself a forgery. Still a 
magnificent find and a pivot point for a People, but not a Truth 
as itself. 

Is Truth the object or its associations? 
"Emit, ¿què has hecho?" he said in a scolding tone. 
"What have I done?" I repeated. At first, I assumed he was 

asking if I had stolen the thing, but when his finger pierced the 
freshly punctured bullet hole in this priceless artifact, I knew he 
thought I had damaged it and had come here for him to fix it. 

I laughed, "I didn't do that!" There was no assumption that 
this was an old hole drilled by an arrow body. Its clean yet 
obliterated void told a story of a very recently forged and high 
caliber arrow tip. 

"¿Desea solucionarlo?" he asked. 
"No, no. I don't want you to fix it," I replied. I looked over 

his shoulder at the little workshop in the back of the courtyard. 
The small window glowed with the green phosphorescence of 
a magnifying lamp, so I knew it was still in use by Rafael. 
"Quiero que ustedes replicarlo." 

To back up my feeble Spanish, in English, I repeated, "I 
want you to replicate it." 

"Si. And now that you are here and maybe not long am 
I…," he began with a profoundly peaceful grin. 

"No, Rafael. Not yet. You hold it. I'll be back again after 
this," I said, and I meant it, but I knew he was right too. 

"Ah, but Angel De La Muerte," he sings in a hauntingly ac-
cepting manner while pointing to the sky with both hands. 
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All I could do was smile and well up. "It is time for you to 
hold it now, mi Amigo," he said as his demeanor turned quite 
solemn. 

"Yes," I surrendered. 
He jumped up and ran to his workshop. I had to laugh be-

cause that action alone meant no Angel of Death was loitering 
about yet. 

When men who have lived the lives they wanted get to be 
this age, where the numbers blend and the memories are of 
decades over moments, there is a subtle anticipation in their 
gate. It’s like a 6-year-old on December 23rd; a mystery of gifts 
just a day after tomorrow, not soon enough to be giddy. 

"Confetti," I said to myself out loud to the Tamarind tree 
about my funeral. 

After some clanging, Rafael emerged holding his hip with 
his left hand, having hit something with it, and gripping a rec-
tangular box in the other. As he handed it to me, the utter 
craftsmanship on the box itself was magnificent. It simply read 
"JVA." 

"Me tamen non solum facere bonum." I relented. 
"Si. But Jax. Jax to be good now," he said, tightening his 

lower lip because the thought of that little boy meant a fountain 
of memories about a little girl from whence he and we all came. 
"For Jax.” 
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Chapter 13: A Gallery of Tuesdays 
Tuesday, November 1, 2022 
WUSA Convoy Sentinel Corps | Post 40 • US Route 6  
Warrant Officer: Chief Emit Archer 

 
As I lay here staring up at the corrugated ceiling of my mil-

itary nest on the last Tuesday morning I would know, I was 
struck by the uncanny fact that many, if not most, of my life-
changing events have happened on Tuesdays. 

Tuesday, after all, is classically the most prosaic day of the 
week, unlike the much-maligned Monday nor the God-
invoking Friday, or even the benchmark hump day of Wednes-
day. It's just Tuesday. Neither here nor there. 

But recalling the noteworthy events of my life, most seem 
to have fallen on Tuesdays. It’s a coincidence that would have 
escaped me if it weren't for my recent ascetic of examining the 
smallest details of my days. 

I spent the morning strategically unlocking directories on 
my hard drive and placing key documents around the room as 
if casually strewn about. I purposefully left the coffee pot on so 
that it would burn out as if forgotten in a hasty departure. I 
wrote out a fictitious “to do” list with tasks for the week ahead, 
even “notes to self.” On a yellow sticky note I wrote “There’s a 
hole…” and place it on the north wall above the door. Investi-
gators of this setting would have no reason to suspect that I 
wasn't planning on ever returning here. 

I also attended to real tasks: scanning the horizon for 
transports unreported and short-wave frequencies for anoma-
lies. I scanned the perimeter-camera footage from the night 
before for thermal signatures other than coyotes, skunks or 
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rabbits, but all of them fell into their expected silos of non-
events. 

The clock seemed to slow before 1500 as I cleaned the scope 
lens and loaded my sniper rifle. I placed a jar of white paint 
and a brush into my pack and, halfway through the door in the 
floor, I stopped and took another look around. 

There were no important moments that came to mind as I 
thought about the past 42 months in this place. I did recall 
when the hot plate fell and burned a neat pattern of concentric 
circles on my cot mattress, and the afternoon I arrived back to 
find a raccoon rummaging through the trash – I nearly fell 
down the ladder that day.  I think I was more frightened of that 
little shit that afternoon than any rebel militia in the brush. It 
was a good last recollection that made me smile before slam-
ming the door closed and descending the ladder. 

As I walked south toward the car hood target, I peered 
through the scope to see if Mac was coming too, and for half a 
second I saw a figure and knew it was him. 

When I got to the hood, I sat down my pack and rifle, 
pulled out the brush and paint and looked for just the right 
spot on the hood to draw a fresh target for my faceless friend; 
about one meter off the ground and just to his left of center. 

I chuckled at the symbolism of letting this right wing 
wacko shoot left of center. I painted the target an inch smaller 
than usual as a challenge and a compliment, knowing he 
would not miss. 

But it was my turn to shoot first. So I cleared the ground, 
set up the tripod and loaded rounds into the top box. Looking 
through the site, I saw that Mac had matched my circle size 
with mutual respect and right of center. Could he possibly be 
making the same political commentary? 
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Perhaps in any other setting at any other time he and I 
would have been friends, even with our ideological differences. 
Because, in any other setting at any other time, our ideologies 
wouldn't have been armed with more than political discourse 
and name calling. 

We always took our time with the first shot, partly to cali-
brate for wind, as that time of day brought the hardest wind 
from the west, and thus a greater challenge. It was like clock-
work, but the real reason was to extend the game as long as 
possible. 

It was obvious how much we both valued this time togeth-
er, for neither of us ever failed to show up since that first 
exchange almost three years ago. 

As I tweaked the wind-speed arrows and range-finder set-
tings, I thought about that first exchange. I didn't realize at the 
time that I had a mirror. 

I was patrolling the south flank right here at this spot when 
I caught a glimpse in my binoculars of who I later learned was 
Mac. I assumed he was a coyote. But to be sure, I fired off a 
round toward the blur, expecting to scare the coyote into the 
open and confirm that that's what it was. I fired, but nothing 
jumped. 

Maybe it was a tumbleweed or maybe nothing at all. As I 
slung my rifle onto my shoulder, the sharp, thudding ping of a 
high-caliber round struck the ground a meter in front of me. I 
hit the deck with a "What the heck?!" and immediately won-
dered why I had gotten out of the habit of wearing my armor 
and helmet. 

I belly-crawled behind the nearest mound and frantically 
scanned the sector with my site. Then I saw Mac’s barrel point-
ed right at me. He never lost a bead on me and could have 
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easily taken me out with a follow-up round then or, for that 
matter, at any point between US6 and this spot. 

When I shot, I didn't know I was shooting at an enemy 
combatant. But why didn't he shoot me, electing instead to hit 
the ground a meter in front of me? And why could I see his 
barrel? He was the rebel and a sniper. I should have had no 
idea he was there at all. 

For the next couple of hours we both lay there motionless, 
as snipers are trained to do; both targets clearly in sight but nei-
ther taking the first shot. The longer we lay there and did 
nothing, the more evident our advanced training was. 

Then came the moment that our détente ended and our 
long-distance relationship began. 

The bane of living in the open space of western Colorado is 
the spotted skunk. Whole evenings are ruined every two weeks 
or so when one of these little bastards lets loose their defenses. I 
hated them. And if Mac the Mirror lived out here as well, we 
had to have at least that in common. 

Well into the second hour of our standoff, a skunk trotted 
out, stopping almost right between us. It was enough stress 
that day to have learned that I had a highly skilled sniper mir-
roring my post, but I'd be damned if I was going to let this 
skunk wander free and threaten my night. I couldn't help my-
self. When the skunk scurried on, I drew a bead on him and 
squeezed the trigger. 

This action flew in the face of every hour of training the 
Army invested in me. I let my olfactory senses overcome com-
mon sense and left myself wide open for a bullet to the head. 
The skunk leaped into the air and spun around. It was a hit. 
But I had no time to enjoy it, as I shifted my site right back onto 
Mac. 
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Thankfully he fired no follow-up shot. At the edge of the 
scope, I could see the skunk hobbling away. "Dammit!" Not on-
ly was the skunk not dead, but now he was probably pissed off. 
Just then I saw a puff of smoke from Mac's barrel, and the 
skunk hurled forward in a spray of red. "I like this guy," I said 
aloud to myself. 

It became clear then that neither of us had any intention of 
being sniper number one. So we just packed up and left. We 
repeated the ritual of staring each other down for a couple of 
Tuesdays thereafter. Then, one Tuesday, while trekking to my 
spot, I came across the car hood: dark green with rusted edges 
and shredded latches. I theorized that it was not fully closed 
and simply blasted off its host car and into the brush when the 
car hit a critical mass speed. Who knows how these things get 
out here? 

I dragged it to the spot, dug a trench and set it upright, fac-
ing toward Mac. I then scraped "Kilroy Was Here" and its 
iconic doodle in the paint—a gesture of soldier solidarity that 
transcended our orders and our uniforms. I set myself up a few 
meters away and waited. 

Before long, Mac got up, retreated to his shed and in a few 
minutes, I saw him dragging a piece of his plywood out to his 
sniper nest. He set it up and drew a similar target with a piece 
of coal. We spent that afternoon blasting holes in each other's 
targets. I shot out all knots in the wood, he traced a wavy 
scratch in the paint, and the Tuesday Shooting Club was 
launched. 

Today, all but the center-left region of the hood looked like 
speaker mesh. And the plywood targets had been splintered to 
smithereens so many times over the past couple of years that I 
imagined Mac was sacrificing his own shelter walls to provide 
me with targets. 
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I finalized my settings to the day’s conditions, exhaled and 
squeezed the trigger, sending the ballistic right through the 
center of the circle. I knew I had at least 10 minutes before he 
would take his shot, so, instead of rolling six meters to the side, 
I scrambled backward out of Mac's sight, hurled my pack far to 
the left, then maneuvered to the brush directly behind the 
hood. 

I wore my combat fatigues as if engaged in a surprise bat-
tle, but I only attached the items someone in a hurry would 
grab. My pack held only provisions for day patrol and a book 
about knights. But its contents weren't as useful to a soldier as 
its bright blue-green cover. It's a shade of unearthly teal not 
found in nature that a search-and-rescue drone would lock on-
to should all else fail. Usually I would spend that 10 minutes 
cleaning and disassembling my rifle, but today I kept it 
strapped with a near-empty magazine. 

As I lay here in the crisp air gripping the cold carbon fiber 
of the rifle, I thought about another Tuesday – the one when I 
first talked to Miriam. I could still see her in the reflection of 
that case so clearly. There were so many regrets that escorted 
her memory that I would never feel finality with that Tuesday 
or this one. She would just have to be the elegant, sweet sorrow 
that flavored these last moments. 

Still out of Mac's sight, I crawled up to the back of the 
hood. The smell of the dirt reminded me of that Tuesday in So-
corro. I smile with the satisfaction of a plan well-executed. 
Then the sense memory of being kicked to that same ground a 
couple days later made me wince. Then the image of Baaleth's 
Perp Walk and all those artifacts in Angelica's museum being 
tagged and prepared for shipment back to their countries of 
origin relieved all that. 
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I saw Seth's face nodding at me at the governor's Zozobra 
party, letting me know that the task of getting Siméon and the 
crate with the two feathers logo on film was complete. I re-
called Officer Clarke's smile after I handed him Baaleth – their 
prime suspect with a motive and the opportunity to murder the 
first lady, not to mention a black market criminal whom 
INTERPOL was unable to catch up to. The rivalry between the 
two agencies was famous, and on that day, Homeland Security 
won. 

I hoisted myself to my knees behind the hood, the back of 
my head one meter off the ground and just to my left of center. 
Seeing the sun beams shining through the bullet holes made 
me think of the hole Baaleth's men put in the morion during 
our escape from the kivas on another Tuesday, and of another 
loose end tied. As a result, a vault below the Smithsonian held 
a pristine gold-plated helmet masterfully crafted with period 
seams using period tools and embossed with the crest of Cor-
tés.  

For a few years, the entire world looked upon this helmet 
and imagined the horrors of that savage Spaniard and his men, 
never knowing they were looking at Rafael Vidal's finest work. 
Vigils were held for the children of the Aztecs and the Hopi 
who were never given their justice. 

Even the Pope apologized for that dark period of Inquisi-
tion and the slaying of a culture an ocean away. And the fourth 
world of the Hopi folded closed. It's a rough start for the fifth, 
but a fresh one. 

And my mind turned to the other morion with the bullet 
hole that also sits in silence in a kiva deep in the red rocks of 
Anasazi Territory with the shaman boy who protects it. 

I savored one last memory: the stark visual contrast of An-
gelica's saturated red dress against the dull sagebrush of the 
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Socorro desert. I recalled how chambering the bullet of my .45 
seemed to load the chamber of her mouth with hopeless con-
fessions. How my arm thrust the gun forward as if to add 
torque to the barrel, but I paused. 

The droning churn of metal on metal as the S.E.T.I. dishes 
shifted reminded me of the Tibetan chants that wafted across 
the Yarlung River, and I became very still. 

Angelica mistook my stall as her chance for mercy. 
"It was Siméon's idea, Emit. All his. He was sure you were 

going to expose our affair that night," she began. 
Seth, their photographer, had filled me in on all the details 

that last week in the hospital. I knew everything. And it had 
taken me two years to be there in that desert on that morning. I 
took a truculent pleasure in watching her mascara-bleeding 
eyes confess. 

"Carlo was only supposed to shoot your tire, to keep you 
from coming that night. We never meant for her to be hurt, 
Emit, never! I adored…" I thrust my arm forward again and 
took a step toward her to stop her from saying Miriam's name. 

It wasn't the affair they feared we would expose, it was our 
threat to their tidy little billion-dollar black market artifact 
business. The tire shot was only meant to cause a flat tire and 
buy them time until they could pay me off. As if that was an 
option. It was a plan gone awry, but it achieved their goal. For 
a time. 

Miriam was gone and I was a psychiatric outpatient who 
could easily be discounted. In the end, it was Angelica's own 
conceit that foiled their plan. Seth's lenses had caps, his ears did 
not. 

My favorite sound on that cold Tuesday morning was the 
punctuation at the end of her last sentence; a single, red .45 cal-
iber period in her forehead. 
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As I looked back up at US6, which thundered every fort-
night with the machines and young souls of war, everything 
was serene. I thought of Jax and how his early need for self-
reliance and his strategic chess-playing mind were why he had 
risen to the rank of captain so quickly, and how both attributes 
were my accidental gifts. I supposed this Tuesday would end 
up being significant for him as well. 

In three days, Colonel Windstrom would open a document 
that reported an uptick in combat in this area. After confirming 
my all details, my post, belongings, and remains would be ac-
counted for, processed and handed to my son, neatly packaged 
in accordance with Article:023, paragraph 8 of the Citizen Sol-
dier Act of 2017. 

He would hate it here, at first; the solitude, the lack of 
combat adrenaline, the safety. But sometimes a man has to be a 
father. This was the only way I could keep at least part of that 
precarious promise to him. "I am trying to get back to you and 
make you safe." 

By the time the next convoy found me here, Mac would 
have realized that the Tuesday Shooting Club had disbanded, 
and he would abandon his post. The wind kicked up the dust 
from the shoulders of US6 and whistled across the sage to 
where I knelt against the back of the hood. I gauged the exact 
spot where I painted the small circle on the other side, then 
eased the back of my head against it. There was just one more 
loose end to tie, one more merciful bad move so my son could 
know the serenity of US6. 

 
 

The End of Book I 
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Metachapter Two 
Funeral Confetti 

 
Tuesday, October 31, 2023  
Over New Castle, Colorado 

 
"OK loadmaster, we got greenlight. Ready to count," the pilot of the C-

130 Hercules reported back to the cargo bay as he steadied the enormous 
bird, then straightened her out along a stretch of US6 in Western Colorado. 

"Good copy. Over" The huge tailgate gaped open, pulling in the roar of 
a backdraft and the stinging rain. "We've got ‘The Hawk’ out here!" the 
cargo specialist yelled from the edge of the great door. 

 
"Tawhiri," I said to myself, looking through the binoculars 

skyward as the approaching bird soareds in through the fierce 
winds from the eastern foothills of the Rocky Mountains. 

I heard Jax swearing at his device in the shower. He'd been 
messing with a text-to-voice program he used to read/listen 
every hour he was awake. And not. 

Bursting out of the steam, he slammed the device on the 
Knights book, frustrated. "Muthafucka!" 

"Hey, easy!" I said, motioning to the book and its value. To 
all of us. Then, in two beats of toweling his head, he froze. 
"Spanish!"  

"What?" I asked after another beat. 
"If I can figure out how to fool the reader into using Span-

ish punctuation rules like the inverted question mark at the 
beginning of the sentence, it will know what inflection to use. 
That should cure some monotone ills." He finished, seeming to 
store that task on a shelf in his head, then headed over to see 
the drop. 
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"Did they say 'The Hawk'?" he asked. 
"Yep. Cold winds up there," I replied over my shoulder. 

"God of Fierce Winds," I concluded to myself while rubbing my 
neck. 

"Tricky," Jax said about the drop and the winds, as he 
tightened his jumpsuit wrist straps and laced up his boots. 

"The guy seems to be compensating for a current up there 
that…." I interrupted myself when the chute opened on the 
cargo transporter. "Wait for it," I said, confident that the pilot 
had taken into account wind speeds and directions all the way 
down, as this is what he does. 

"What do you think it is? I'm stocked up through February 
and there's a ceasefire?" "Comm said it was an annual drop," I 
said, motioning to the screens. 

"Looks like it's heading to where I was looking. We're go-
ing to need a spade. Or a pick. The ground's frozen solid." 

The Hercules banked back toward the east as the two men 
watched the air drop's descent. The room went silent as we 
watched Emit's last personal drop hit the earth and become 
shrouded by its own blanket. For a few seconds, we just stared 
at the orange and white stripes of the chute as it waved us over.  

"Ready?" he said from the back of the room where he 
stood, strapped in and geared up. He held a box in his hand 
containing a pale purple pillow upon which were laid a Kachi-
na doll and a skull with an indestructible luz bone – relics of a 
man who was fashioned on spec, who invented solution after 
solution and who forgot his divinity but left it in serenity. That 
sounds like something Emit would have said. 

"Let's go. Grab one of the pillows," I said, looking again at 
the printout of instructions. "Does it say which one?" he asked. 
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"No. But you did put the little purple one in the box first, 
right?" I confirmed, as it was a very specific pillow on which 
Emit required his head, or in our case skull, to be laid. 

"Yes. Let's shoot this one," Jax decided, grabbing a more 
frilly and dainty-looking one. 

Not 40 yards from the car hood where we found Emit's 
body was the cargo drop. The wind had twisted its way down 
so that the corner of the palette spiked the earth first. 

"Perfect," Jax said, throwing his shovel to the ground, then 
hoisting the palette out of the dent. "Ta-DA!" he said, holding 
his open hands to the hole left by the corner, which was easily 
two feet deep and shaped like an inverted pyramid, perfect to 
accommodate Emit. 

"Fitting," I smiled, recognizing how little effort this man 
demanded of other people for the things he needed. He even 
dug his own grave. 

 
• • • 

  
1979 | Mexico City, Mexico 

 
I returned to Legionarios De Cristo three years later – long 

after The Wolf was dead. It was the fastest way to get as many, 
in fact, all of the volunteer hours I needed to graduate early 
from the academy. 

By returning to that outfit, I would be able to apply half of 
those three weeks of hours, and any procedure that got me out 
of that academy fast was a high priority. 

Since I was almost 15, I could be a counselor and maybe 
even see if they have air conditioning yet for these boys. 
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Like the punishment that sent me there originally, I was 
going to make the most out of this mandated volunteer sen-
tence and clean the place up. 

This time, there was no big red and white legion name tag 
safety-pinned to my shirt, but the guy waving the sign with my 
name on it looked young enough to need one, though almost 
too young to be my ride into town. 

"Are you our American emissar … er ... seminarian?" he 
asked, grinning wide. 

"I am, yes, but not a seminarian, just a volunteer," I said, 
before immediately wondering if pretending to be a seminarian 
might be a good defense here. 

"Yes sir, American volunteer also pleases to come right this 
way." 

He ushered me through the sea of short-sleeved cigarette-
perfumed men who were either waving us to their cars or fold-
ing tables, or were just glaring like they knew I was an 
American and they were aggressively unimpressed. 

"You've been here before, no?" he asked as he deftly sliced 
through the crowd and turnstiles. Twice he tucked paper mon-
ey into the breast pockets of sash-wearing men with gloves and 
silver badges, and these men let us bypass all sorts of delays. 

"Yes. Three or so years ago. I was a kid." The door to the 
outside opened to a stream of high-pitched Toyota horns and a 
blanket of hot wind that never let go. "What's your name?" I 
shouted over the traffic as he held his hand out to the cars offi-
ciously. 

He was acting as if he were escorting a president. I felt my 
pockets for change, remembering that this level of service was 
all about his tip. I jangled the coins in my pants as we crossed 
the street, and a group of boys locked in to the sound and 
kicked into full beggar mode. But when they saw how young I 
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was, they lost interest. In a flash, I saw that troupe of actors' 
expressions turn from wanly needers to sly, well, “artful dodg-
ers” I guess is the archetype I was hitting on. Charles Dickens 
in Mexico City. 

"Three years?!" he shouted, then pounded on the trunk of a 
little green cab, waking the driver. "Dominico! Despierta! Des-
pierta!" he yelled, scaring the shit out of the driver, who had a 
deck of cards fanned over his belly that he sent flying.  

"Dios mio!" He squirted out of a snore, raising his arms 
while scanning the seat, floor, and his belly for any pair or 
three of a kind. "Jódalo," he said to the ceiling and started the 
engine. 

Most of the cards were still on his lap, so as we scurried 
around the people and streets, the hot wind would send one or 
two back to me. One sliced right into my cheek. It reminded me 
I was there, so I held onto that card and used its starched edges 
to whittle away at my finger creases during the ride. 

"So you must have known of Sir Pulvinus?” my escort 
asked, turning around from the front passenger seat. 

"Sir Pulvinus. ¿Es el hermano?" the driver chimed in, then 
squinted at me hard in the rearview mirror. 

"No, no es un hermano," my escort assured the driver. "Su-
per ... novus?" I tried to repeat to get in on any of this. 

"Oh! No! Sorry," and he mumbled some Spanish scold to 
himself as he realized I had no idea what the predicate of this 
whole exchange was. "Sir Pulvinus of the Legionarios de Cris-
to," he stated, raising his chin as if announcing him to a 
ballroom. "He has been there four maybe...." He slapped the 
driver on the shoulder with the back of his hand. 

"Mmm, quatro... maybe... fide. Fi-eeve," the driver said, fix-
ing his pronunciation. 
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"I know of the..." I stopped myself before saying "Wolf" be-
cause I decided I wasn't going to say or think about that again. 
Ever. 

"¿Disculpe?" he said, trying to follow me. "There!" he 
shouted, pointing behind me at the Metropolitan Cathedral. I 
caught a glimpse of its spires and domes before we whipped 
around another corner. His enthusiasm for the sights made up 
for his poor timing. "This Mexico City is the most beautiful city 
on the Earf." 

"Si," the driver agreed, with a solemn nod as he breathed in 
slowly and scanned the panorama, which at the moment was a 
narrow alley with the words "Jesús Estuvo Aquí" spray painted 
on every third wall. 

"Jesus was here." I translated the graffiti to myself. 
"Si. Yes, he was there and a few blocks that way too," my 

escort said with a look of disdain. The driver mumbled some 
profanities under his breath. 

"You don't believe that Jesus was here or is coming back?" I 
asked, confused about how these guys could have gotten the 
job of transferring a seminary volunteer with such strong anti-
Jesús opinions. 

"I don't think so, señor," he said, smiling, as Domi's satis-
fied look returned. "Jesús is doing 15 years at Altiplano." He 
saw my confusion. "Prison. Jail." 

"Ah," I said, finally putting together that there was more 
than one Jesús. "It's sinking," I said, scanning the bases of the 
walls and buildings for evidence that wouldn't be there. 

"What?" he asked, this time determined to hear an answer. 
"The city. Mexico City is sinking," I explained. 

The driver's prideful squint turned to a scold in the mirror, 
and the boy's demeanor shifted too. 
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"Not like right now and we should drive faster," I said 
smiling, but to no reaction. 

They had to know the city's history too. I shouldn't have 
brought that up while they were in a state of pride like that. I 
couldn't help myself, though. Everything has a counter-
balance, and the longer it takes to correct a mood or fault-line, 
the bigger the impact will be. 

"I was just thinking about how the Aztecs built Tenoch-
titlan on an island, then Spain built the city on the ruins and 
drained the lake." There were no expressions from either of 
them that they had any knowledge of this, though it was kind 
of a big deal. The solid ground never is quite solid, but the mi-
nute you bring it up, so much more sinks first. 

"I don't know what this crazy talk is, eh," my escort said, 
grinning wider and wider, then slapping his driver on the 
shoulder. They both laughed me into theirs, and we decided to 
pretend I was kidding. As the chuckles waned, though, I 
caught the driver looking at me once more in his mirror with a 
different eye. 

My escort was young and energetic and a sprite among de-
bris, but this driver who I met in a blanket of cards knew well 
this city was sinking, but that his generation wasn't going to 
bring it up.  

It struck me; this boy out in the wilds of the city, still pre-
cocious and happy, was such a contrast to the boys I remember 
from the legion here three years ago who seemed so weathered 
and spent. Yet they lived among the priests and divinity. 

The driver clicked on the radio and the cab became a canti-
na for the rest of the drive. I eyed the decor of this place. 
Mexican cabs aren’t vehicles, they’re places, and they reflect the 
pride these people take in their places: the idolatry, pictures, 
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and statuettes of saints that bring to heart certain ideas and atti-
tudes. 

Jude was in this place. Of course, Mary oversaw all from 
the dashboard, but it was Jude who was embroidered into the 
seatbacks and various saints trading cards tucked into the 
seams of the interior windows and ceiling. The Patron Saint of 
Lost Causes; the Mexico City connection, I thought to myself, 
but the driver's look made me rethink that. 

We whipped around one more corner and braked to a halt, 
hurling me into the back of their seat. The thin, pale bricks of 
the low and some profile complex stretched down Rosedal as 
unassuming as it was expansive. Before I could pull my gaze 
back to the seat, my door flung open and my bags were already 
on the curb. 

"Welcome, sir, to Legionarios de Cristos," he said, with as 
much nuance and sophistication as any Upper West Side 
doorman. 

"Thank ... er ... gracias, Domonic," I said to the rearview 
mirror. The driver looked up from his hands between the seats 
retrieving cards, caught my eye in the mirror and turned his 
head. 

"Every place is sinking, mi amigo. It's why we rise at all," 
he said with a steely glare. In two beats it widened to what my 
grandmother would call "a Hamish smile." 

"Right," I managed to say. 
"Trade you. You don't want to hold onto that one. It's bad 

luck for a knight or a mother," he said, motioning to the card in 
my hand with my finger blood on its edge. He handed me a 
fresh Saint Jude trading card and I gave him back his nine of 
spades. 

"Thanks again for everything, and here." I reached into my 
pocket to grab every coin and crinkled dollar I had on me to 
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show my escort how pleased I was and what a value this was. 
His head shifted back on its axis and a look of utter shock came 
over him. He didn't even look down at my two palms full of 
American treasure. 

He was insulted. He wasn't an actor with a better gig than 
those boys at the airport. This wasn't an artful dodger in a sink-
ing city; this was an official representative of the ancient ruins 
of a supreme expression of the human race. These men don't 
accept mere money when they have the luxury of their exalted 
station. "I'm sorry." It was all I could say. 

"No es ningún problem, Señor, for me you did not know." 
That was a pivot point for me as a young man trying to navi-
gate the social graces. I learned in that moment how powerful 
money is as a humiliation. I tried to tip this boy and there was 
no way I could take that back. 

"You must be the colonel's son." A voice came from behind 
the wire mesh of the entry gate into the building. I immediately 
made it a reed screen of a confessional, the wild world out here 
and a complex full of priests behind the screen. 

"I confess," I said at the tail end of my mental imagery. 
I shot one more smile at Dominic, and when I turned back 

to enter the building I found my bags in the hands of the priest 
and my right hand firmly in my escort's. With a brisk shake 
and pat on my shoulder, he was jumping into the cab through 
the window like Robin. 

"Thanks again ... what's your name?!" I yelled as the green 
cab skipped away in bursts of gears and puffs of blue smoke. 

"Carlo! Carlo Tovar, the sinking cavalier!" he shouted with 
his fist in the air, joined by Dom's on the other side of the car 
roof, as they puttered away down Rosedal and along the le-
gion. 
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My eyes fell back to the logo of this place, bolted to the iron 
gate and freshly painted on a shield-shaped piece of aluminum. 
Though its canvas may have been a Volkswagen once, the me-
ticulousness of the wood grain painted into the cross, the stark, 
sharp and certain border between the red left and white right, 
betrayed its medium. He was probably a local artist; someone 
like Carlo; a spark of genius on a pile of ancient debris. 

Lost in the painter’s touch, I leaned into the art to study his 
detailed work on the barbed-wired heart in flames. I never real-
ly looked at the Cristos emblem before that moment. I 
suddenly understood why Michelangelo used the Pope to get 
the divine message out. Up. 

 “R.A.T.” I read the three letters on the arms of the cross 
aloud as I glared at his work. “A.R.T,” my curate-escort cor-
rected. “Adveniat Regnum Tuum,” he defined. 

“Ah. Right. Kingdom … Come,” I began to translate, hav-
ing just competed a Latin skill camp the previous spring. 

“Thy Kingdom Come,” he further corrected. 
It was all I could do not to remark about the state of any 

king who came here. 
 “He’s really good, the painter that did that,” I said, still 

lost in the detail and a little lightheaded by the whole emblem. 
The fresh paint perhaps. 

“She. A girl painted that. From the school just there,” he 
said, pointing to a pile of buildings at the end of the street. And 
for a moment I was less impressed with the mastery of the art. 

The smell once inside brought a lot of the memories back – 
though now there was a starchy, acrid smell in places that 
brought up some of the worst. In a couple of days, though, this 
was no longer that dark memory. It was a summer camp. The 
world behind the dorm room, cafeteria and basketball courts 
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among the younger collars and attendants was not at all what I 
knew three years ago here. 

Two days before leaving this ugly memory turned country-
club summer were two days I would never get back, and two 
days none of us should ever give up. 

 
Thursday 

I was caught between lunches as the Orange Boy's counse-
lor, and the lunch room was quiet. It gave me time to think 
about logistics and revving up to be back in the states, turning 
these hours into my exit from that place. 

This is where I spent the past breaks staring at the Fanta 
soda machine and pondering big questions like, "How can 
these scar-less, tattoo-less and privileged priest-lets be emissar-
ies for a beaten, bloodied and badass savior?" 

"And why would Christ need an emissary?" I wondered 
aloud with a mouth full of bologna sandwich while glaring at 
the orange machine. 

"Because of time," a raspy voice said to my right, startling 
me out of my daydream. "Uh, what?" I asked, snapping my 
head to the right. 

"You asked why Christ would need an emissary, and I said 
because of time," he repeated. 

"You sound pretty sure," I said confidently, because this 
kid was my age, not in the appropriate garb of the submitted 
and new. I'd been contemplating Fanta and the universe here 
for almost three weeks, and just as I neared the answer to all 
my bologna ponderings, this rookie hands me an answer? 

"Yep," he said flatly, then turned back to his Jell-O. 
"OK," I scoffed and glanced around the room for some con-

firmation that this was awkward, but the room was gone. 
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"How does time affect an all-powerful entity?" I asked, an-
gling my mouth to my right but maintaining a focused glare on 
my food. 

"All-powerful is Her point of view. Any effect perceived is 
ours. Time is a rubber band," he said with a pause, as if replay-
ing what he just said to check it for holes, before nodding and 
stabbing his spoon back into his Jell-O. 

"I know you," I said finally, catching his grey eyes. "Spit-
Kid." He had no reaction other than that caused by the Jell-O. 
"Why are you back?" I asked out loud, but to myself I won-
dered why he wasn't in some psych ward somewhere after 
what he did to that priest that night, despite the justice. 

"Not back. Still here," he said matter-of-factly. 
I was shut down by that. When I was 11, I put together in 

an instant that this was never going to be a three-week skill 
camp. I mistook all the basketball for that. This place was some 
kind of Jesuit juvenile hall or Catholic corrections facility. Why 
else would this American boy still be here, if not by force? 

"No way," I said in a way 15-year-olds do with one another 
to convey utter disbelief in whatever was just asserted. I called 
bullshit. 

"Way," he said, with a subtle smile on the left side of his 
face. We zeroed in on one another for the rest of the lunch hour. 
It turns out he was there by choice and was treated quite well. 
His poor communication skills and the ugly legend that fol-
lowed him since the night he dusted off everyone's lap had 
caused all priests, stewards and visitors alike, to avoid engag-
ing him. They choose instead to teach children about Satan, 
then how to avoid Hell. 

"What ever happened with ... you know who?" I asked, 
squinting at him in a way that he would one day trust as sin-
cere – but that day all it got me was a blank look. 
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"I'm not following," he said. 
"Dude. Not following? What are you, a computer?" I threw 

in with a laugh that fell on clueless ears. 
"I'm Emit Archer, ward of the armed forces," he stated. 
"Dude!" I said, snapping my fingers in front of his face. 

That was a mistake. Before my middle finger left my thumb, 
both wrists were gripped by his left hand alone and bent in 
such a way that if I wanted out of that hold, I would need to 
kneel before him and recite whatever incantation he so desired. 
Kung Fu Grip. As it were. 

It took just a few well-placed questions repeated at certain 
intervals to realize that this guy was on a kind of loop. On the 
surface, anyway. He seemed to have a limitless capacity for 
facts and references, but on the talking, mundane task level of 
things, there was a disconnect. And no wonder; were he not 
tapped into some bigger play than all of us, I would have 
thought him a robot. 

This is important to understand about someone with Emit's 
makeup, though it is in no way a limit to his authentic soul. 
Just its vessel. But I digress. 

"But I dye grass," Emit would say, then wonder about the 
plight of the poor guy who works in the color department at 
AstroTurf. He couldn’t change subjects back because everyone 
would just say, "Yes, Larry everyone knows what you do!" 

It's that kind of non-sequitur humor that confirmed the 
man wasn't a robot, and repeating it for you here is an attempt 
to avoid talking about the most gripping moment from our 
next lunch there and that time in my life. 

But first: While Emit studied the quake patterns in his Jell-
O, I took out some playing cards and started to shuffle them in 
his view. It's a way to get the mind to attend to a pattern. After 
I shuffled, I fanned them face-up and pulled all the jacks. Pull-
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ing specific cards lets the mind attend a pattern. I placed the 
joker face up on top, then put the deck in my left shirt pocket. 
Choosing a card each time as the finale that is not part of an 
apparent pattern served two purposes: it leveled the mind 
above assumed truths while releasing experiential memory 
created since the last time this pattern was made. 

 
Friday 

My flight out was late the next afternoon, so I was able to 
spend the morning on the basketball courts and with the Fanta 
machine before heading out. Emit was there again too. 

"Hey," I said, catching his eye. 
"Hello," he said flatly, with no sign of any recognition. 
I sat in the same spot next to him as the day before. "Deja 

vu," I said with a smile, to nothing. "Why would Christ need an 
emissary, right?" I continued as a callback to our conversation 
yesterday. 

"Because of time," he said. 
After a series of keywords toward triggered memories, we 

were right back in sync.  
"I read the files about you after you left. And your father," 

he said, staring forward. "Seriously? Are you allowed to just do 
that?" I asked, feeling a little violated. 

He looked at me confused. "The file drawers don't lock 
here. Plus there is a lot of confusion with changes here and in 
the states. Who sent you here in 1976?" he asked quite sincere-
ly. 

"My father. I messed up pretty bad and this was a punish-
ment. Which it was for a lot of reasons, like the heat, but it was 
a great basketball camp." I laughed, hoping he would join me 
in the denial parade. 



 

108 
 

"Your father left the order when you were 6," he reported 
to me stoically. "The file says he objected to the ..." Emit looked 
down and to the right, recalling a piece of paper in a file, "... 
systemic ... aberrant and sacrilegious sexual abuse of boys and 
wards of the Legionarios de Cristos," he completed blankly. 

I was quiet – not silent so much as quiet. There was a field 
around us, a thickness in the air between me and Emit, and 
everything that had happened to and around me was just out-
side waiting to fall in. There was a place between me and this 
boy who looked on without judgment or disdain, only a hun-
ger to understand the relationship between me and this 
situation. 

But he did not know that I did not know that father had 
knowingly placed me in this aluminum and stucco wolves’ 
den. 

Years ago I was sent here as a punishment. And now I 
know father knew that The Wolf or others like him were al-
lowed to prey on the poorer children of civil servants in the 
fold, closer to the light of the chapel and the promise of re-
demption. And he knew I would be among these wolves, and 
although neither I nor those of my ilk went near the chapel or 
the wolves, I was still among them.  

On purpose. 
"Who does that?" we both said in unison. 
While Emit studied the quake patterns in his Jell-O, I took 

out some playing cards and started to shuffle them. It's a way 
to get the mind to attend to a pattern. After I shuffled, I fanned 
them face-up and pulled all the jacks. Pulling specific cards lets 
the mind attend a pattern. This time, I placed Domi's St. Jude 
Trading Card face up on top instead of the joker, then put the 
deck in my left shirt pocket. 

I wanted him to remember this conversation. 
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"Catch you later, Emit," I said, rising to leave Mexico. 
"Goodbye," he said without looking up. 

I righted a wrong just before I left Mexico this time. I began 
setting it up the second day I arrived, and it all came together 
at the last moment. 

This time, I was sitting up front to the airport as Domi 
drove the semi-new, ex-Charles Chips truck he and Carlo had 
just bought. The guided auto tour was much better timed this 
trip, as Carlo stood at the cargo door pointing out the sites from 
behind me as he dodged duct joints and rolls of pink insulation 
in the back. 

When they drove away, there were still coughs of blue 
smoke, pairs and three of a kinds flying with each leap of the 
gears, but this time the fists were huge and painted as their 
broad logo on the side. A truck, a logo and a very lucrative con-
tract to air condition a Legion of Christ awarded to "Sinking 
Cavalier HVAC" (and Guided Tours).  
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US6 Book II 
The Nūn of Babylon 
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Chapter 14: The War Priest 

Before the pop from a click away hits my ear, the molten 
tip of the bullet pinches the skin in the center of the back of my 
head. I feel the splinters of hood metal splay across my scalp 
as if a fanfare for the main attraction. The pinch becomes a 

puncture and the heat of the bullet boils the blood that enve-
lopes it instantly. Counterintuitively I feel my head thrust 

back and into the impact as if embracing an old friend, one just 
as warm and just as sweet. I think of the 8mm Kodachrome 

Safety Film of the JFK assassination, so eerily colorized in the 
1968 encyclopedias at the psych ward. A key piece of evidence 
for conspiracy theorists is the direction the president's head 

moved on second impact, and that it couldn't have come from 
behind. But I 'm here to testify, at least for the next fraction of 
a millisecond, that there may well be contradictory physics. As 

the splay of silver blades of ribbon open my skull to the ele-
ments, the road and the mesas before me turn a bright, 

fluorescent sage and flicker. 
_____________________________________________________ 

 
And I was back in the psych ward with an open encyclo-

pedia in my lap, half sitting, half  lying in a corner of my room, 
staring at the long fluorescent bulb flickering 20 feet above me. 
It was protected by the same cast-iron mesh they used to make 
my table, window dressing and every damn accessory in the 
hospital wing. 

I thought of the extra money the contractor made by con-
vincing the board that psych patients have been known to jump 
up to 20 feet in order to grab the fluorescent bulbs to cut their 
wrists. The fact is, had I been able to jump 20 feet, I would have 
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just given the thing a quarter turn to stop it from flickering. I 
didn't want to die. I just wanted to stop looking for patterns in 
the strobes of bulbs and calculating the materials costs of what-
ever room I was in. 

Despite what I must have looked like to Osman, my order-
ly – mouth agape, eyes locked on the light – this was the most 
lucid I'd been since the accident. And I was getting more and 
more lucid every day. I just had to be aware enough the next 
morning to reject those mind-numbing meds. 

I'll admit, there were a couple of mornings the previous 
week when I was probably conscious enough to say "no," but it 
was like I was back in college and these people were giving me 
’shrooms every morning, or with Seth when we happened up-
on those poppy fields in Nimroz, Afghanistan. But even then 
there was a limit. And now I was conscious enough to remem-
ber that I should have been in pain. And the moment I 
remembered there was a Jax, to be awake was my only quest. 

After three consecutive days of denying my morning 
drugs, I had a one-on-one with Dr. Sarah Kamen. It was the 
first time we'd met. And because she was the first human I'd 
conversed with in three months, that event was saturated in 
Aztec motifs, and the pictures and statuettes in her office were 
very talkative. 

She was beguiling in a subdued, well-crafted way. Her 
glasses, blouses, hairpins and shoes always said professional, 
but that was not how I would have described the otherworldly 
attraction I had to her. In one of our early sessions, she asked 
about my wife's work years before we met. I assumed it was a 
way to broach the subject of Miriam in general and work our 
way up to her death, and then to why I was in this psych ward. 

At the time, I was nowhere near ready to broach that, so in-
stead, after explaining Miriam's anthropological work in Iraq 
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after Desert Storm, I diverted to some esoteric fact about Bit-
Shagatha – the religious prostitution temples of Ishtar. In my 
head I was composing a letter to Penthouse about my afternoon 
with the sexy brunette grief counselor, but to her it was a text-
book act of perceptual blindness. 

There's got to be a pun somewhere about Eridu, Iraq being 
close to "de-Nile," but whenever I began to fashion one I was 
swept up in that cascade of memories. And it was that cascade 
that ultimately felled me here in the first place. I couldn't yet 
say that I had climbed out, but I was able to convince Dr. Sarah 
Kamen and associates that I could receive a first non-family vis-
itor. The governor of New Mexico had hoped to be the first to 
see me, but the first lady had double-booked him that day. 

At 0930 hours my orderly, Osman, knocked thrice and 
opened the door to my room. 

"Morning Doc, it's Tuesday and you got a visitor." He 
placed his catcher's mitt hand around my elbow and ushered 
me to the waiting room before the courtyard. The glass was 
two inches thick and green, and an inch in it held a layer of 
mesh – like the cage around the light in the room where I 
awoke. Only this glass was protecting them from my shards. 

I did a mental double-take on that phrase I'd narrated to 
myself, "Only this glass was protecting them from my shards." 
Were it not true and unscripted I would have scoffed at its 
sophomoric, pretentious pensiveness. But what this internal 
narrative meant was that I was really back. And thank the 
gods, because my next pretens-ive thought would have been 
how "I needed to be protected by the reality on the other side of 
that glass." But as the door buzz-clanged open, so did my 
awareness of what it was to be here again. 

The last time I could remember this feeling of clicking into 
perception was in Saudi in 1992. We were a three-man sniper 
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team assigned to assess and protect archaeological sites in 
Southern Iraq from looters what seemed like minutes after the 
Desert Storm conflict. Before that click-in, I had lost four days 
or so and some good men around the ruins of Eridu – the Tem-
ple of Lord Enki, where they found me as naked as the day I 
graduated from college. But with fewer bruises, cuts or shames. 

That awkward memory of the Humvees rolling up on me, 
butt-naked and spread eagle facing the moonless night, and my 
realization that my position was probably locked onto by night-
vision high-definition drones, put enough of a smirk on my 
face that my visitor took it as a smile of joy to see him. Which in 
a second it was. 

Seth. A man I've known longer than any other person and 
understand less about than any of them. But the raw experienc-
es we've shared in battle, and the sum of all the key frames in 
the movies of our lives, have added up to a loyalty – an un-
breakable bond. 

It's a punchline anymore, but Seth used to be an ordained 
priest from a small parish in Independence, Missouri, and the 
best killer I’ve ever met. He's not worn the collar since the ’90s, 
and only three of us know that about Seth: him, Miriam and 
me. 

Now just two. 
And those little lapses in awareness of her being gone nev-

er diminished. Only the pauses after the realizations have 
gotten shorter. 

Seth has saved my life, my mind, my soul a number of 
times as my personal secret war priest. As the official docu-
mentarian of the governor of New Mexico, his station, counsel 
and public show of confidence in my rehabilitation might just 
have saved my career. But it was only that day, that first day 
awake from the deep engur that I needed him to save. 
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And then, as the first waft of hot metallic wind from the 
buildings hit me, I felt a sensation that I had never felt. Even in 
all my memories before the accident, I hadn't felt this sensation. 

Osman let go of my elbow. 
Taking off his Donegal cap like some Steinbeck character, 

Seth stood up straight, reached out his left arm and said, in a 
familiarly irreverent Peter Sellers voice, "I've come here as an 
emissary of the governor of New Mexico to inquire about the 
state of your health like some fucking idiot who does this in-
stead of shooting shit…." But he was aggressively hushed by 
Osman behind me, as I was still in a delicate state, having only 
spoken with trained professionals up until that moment, and 
surely my grasp of irony, sarcasm and colloquial obscenities 
and violence would send me right back behind that green glass. 

I paused, glared at him, then cocked my head to the side. 
And as Seth's broad grin narrowed to a face of confusion or 
fear, I ever so slowly let myself fall back. 

I was hoping Osman's scolding gaze at Seth wouldn't dis-
tract him from catching me, but I had, in that moment, decided 
to commit to the bit, and if my first moments back to reality 
meant a slab of concrete to the back of the head in order to 
mind-fuck with my dearest friend in a big way, then so be it. 

I was thankful that Osman had fast reflexes as they made 
up for his utter lack of a sense of humor. When I sprung out of 
his arms and pratfell into Seth's, he flipped us both off and 
buzzed-clanged himself back out of reality. Seth and I contin-
ued an old dirty limerick we came up with on the helo 
transports from Saudi for a moment before coming in for a 
landing at the iron grate picnic table, or "Ass Grill," as Seth 
soon coined it. 

Seth returned almost every day for three weeks under the 
guise of state business, but to also report to the ward how lucid 
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I was each time, which sped my release. It was then, once he 
determined I could handle the facts, that he told me of Simeon 
and Angelica's intrigues and botched attempt to stall for time 
by giving me a flat tire on the way to Santa Fe in 2010. 

They didn't plan to kill Miriam. But whether it was a socio-
pathic lack of conscience or just flat out stupidity – and I 
suspect both of each of them – they would not continue in this 
sphere. It took three weeks to plan two years that led up to one 
bullet. And it was that cause and the precision required for the 
scope of that endeavor that made me sane again. That and Jax. 

Seth saved my life, my mind, my soul. Again. Still. We're 
not even.  
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Chapter 15: Sweet Water House 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
Summer 1991 
Southern Iraq, Near Eridu Ruins 
Operation Desert Farewell | US Army UNESCO Security Detail 

 

I kept my breaths shallow, even beneath the O2 mask, be-
cause the heat from the ground, the fumes from the exhaust 
and the stench of this Iraqi prisoner would surely cause my 
body to reject my lungs by association. 

The thud of the blades changed to a steady cadence as we 
straightened out toward the eastern horizon and Eridu. But 
even beneath the drum of machine and pelting sands, I could 
hear the Iraqi man reciting some Sunni prayer or something 
while clutching his chest. 

As I looked closer I saw him grasping something beneath 
his shirt that should have been confiscated at capture. I mo-
tioned to Seth, who saw my issue immediately and pinned the 
prisoner's arms as I reached across and grabbed the thing, tear-
ing the fabric. The force of the motion caused a sharp point of 
the item to rip through his shirt and into my palm, splitting my 
hand. Another tug and I held in my hand what looked like a 
blood-covered crucifix wrapped in Republican Guard green. 

Seth positioned the man back into his jump seat and tight-
ened his belts. The Iraqi's only physical reaction to the ordeal 
was to open his cuffed hands toward mine and glare at the 
cross. The wind hurled the shirt scrap away and unveiled a 
Caduceus. Not a crucifix. 
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"The dude's a medic?!" shouted Corporal Burke, our third 
man. Solid kid but for an almost O.C.D. need to recite Tolkien. 

Most people associate this symbol – two snakes inter-
twined like a helix around a post toward a winged sphere – 
with medicine. Yet few people ever think about the origin of 
that symbol. Why have snakes in hospitals? 

Well, it should be only one snake and no wings, as the orig-
inal symbol for medicine is the Rod of Asclepius. But, thanks to 
the U.S. Army Medical Corps in 1902, in what was either a mix-
up of symbols or a symbolic mix-up, one of the most ancient 
sigils from the most ancient of civilization's myths now adorns 
the institutions, men and women that lay hands on and inside 
us. 

The Caduceus. 
This symbol has emerged time and again from culture to 

culture and myth to myth. It was the staff borne by heralds – 
messengers. It was carried by Hermes for the Greeks and Mer-
cury for the Romans and has been seen with the likes of Ishtar, 
Osiris and even Quetzalcoatl in Central America. But before 
them all, to the first civilization we now know of, it was the 
symbol of the god of the temple we were spinning toward that 
morning. Lord Enki, the "Fashioner" of mankind. Our "Crea-
tor," as it were. 

In one interpretation, the sphere at the top of the Caduceus 
is the Seat of the Soul, or Pineal Gland. The wings represent the 
two hemispheres of the brain, the post depicts our spine and 
the snakes our DNA helix or the wandering Vagus Nerve. And 
while I've never been a believer in anything, I was intrigued 
with the Sumerian myth because, while they speak of their 
"Gods" with a reverence for divinity, their gods seem almost 
approachable, even flawed. 
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Enki was the second-born son to his Father, Anu, but Enki's 
mother was senior to his brother Enlil's. Thus true kingship 
was Lord Enki's as it progressed matrilineally. 

The conflict was set before they owned it. 
Like the other tales that repeat from culture to culture, this 

half-brother rivalry is an archetypal conflict that has also been 
recycled, since Enki and Enlil are Cain and Abel, Jacob and 
Esau, Moses and Ramses, the Bothers Robs Rosy, Isaac and 
Ishmael, but each with a twist. 

Although Lord Enki and Enlil fit the roles of Cain and 
Abel, and Isaac and Ishmael, there are rewrites and a younger 
cast. This classic story of half-brother conflict and envy over a 
father's approval played out with Lord Enki's hybrid human 
sons, which later became the After-School Special we read 
about in the Bible. 

While the myth repeats and the archetypes replay, each 
time is a departure from the director's cut, and there's a pro-
gression. It's the same story told through different cultures, 
with different names and different emphasis, but they all start 
with Enlil and Lord Enki. 

All of them. 
I never got swept away by the drama of the Sumerian 

myths, just the broader realizations about repeating themes 
through cultures and time to the point that I began to under-
stand time as a fractal – those paisley-looking psychedelic 
patterns that repeat as you zoom in or out of them. The more 
they move, the more they stay the same, but their movement 
progresses. 

Folks were surprised when I announced that I'd be entering 
the archaeological track when I went back to school, because 
my interests had always indicated that I would head toward 
theoretical physics. 
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I scoffed at dudes in the Liberal Arts until I saw the women 
the schools seemed to swell with. But my last two tours in Iraq, 
I was ordered to protect sites that predated Noah and that I had 
no idea existed, and their history clued me into a pattern of 
time and events. Women or not, I was hooked. 

Lord Enki, called the Clever Prince for his genius at design-
ing us, was also a bit of a womanizer – an Earthling 
womanizer, to be precise. Genesis Six teases that but doesn't get 
into the rich, multilayered story of intrigue, deception, war, tri-
umph, and betrayal – your basic family story – that the 
Sumerians chronicled. 

Most biblical scholars now agree that the stories and vague 
accounts that are touched on in the Bible, specifically the Book 
of Genesis, are abridged plagiarisms. The Great Flood and Ark, 
the Tower of Babel and the Garden of Eden were all first 
scribed in Sumer thousands of years before even the predeces-
sors of the Jewish people. In fact, the Garden of Eden story we 
all know as a metaphor sounds more like a lab report in the 
original Sumerian account. 

If you're devout in any of the Judeo-Christian paths, and 
unless you've done a comprehensive study of these Sumerian 
myths, this may repulse you as heresy, but Lord Enki, later 
known as “Prince Ea” thus Ea-rth, and the "Fashioner of Man-
kind," was later recast as the Serpent in The Garden. And when 
you study deeper, you learn that it was Lord Enki who tipped 
Noah off to the flood, among other intriguing revelations about 
his attempts to keep his creation safe from his big brother's de-
structive tendencies toward us. 

So, unless you take it all in context, these are repulsive ide-
as. But once you do understand the context, the repulsion 
transforms. 
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Seth let Burke and me in on that bit of history on one of our 
longer transports one day. Knowing Burke's Tolkien obsession, 
to make the point of how ignorant modern man is about our 
true origin, he said, "A preacher quoting scripture is like a kid 
reciting every word of ‘The Hobbit’ cartoon from the 1970's but 
having no idea it's from a book or that there's a ‘Lord of the 
Rings’ Trilogy." 

Seth had a unique ability to break things down to their 
most potent point. Whether distilling a broad sociological ob-
servation down to a fantasy book for a teenager or turning 
poppy flowers into a three-day AWOL/R&R in Nimroz, the 
man was an alchemist. 

The first of the Sumerian Tablets were only unearthed in 
the last century and effectively left on a shelf until such time as 
Cuneiform, the earliest form of writing, could be deciphered. 

It may be 50 years before some of its truths seep into our 
social constructs of reality, but once these new-yet-original ar-
chetypes become habituated into reciprocal roles played by the 
Sapiens, they'll become institutionalized. Or they'll absorb our 
institutions. 

Churches, mosques, and synagogues will have to absorb 
and recalibrate with the new information and add to their ros-
ters of saints and angels. Or they can do what Lord Enki's 
estranged brother, Enlil, hopes they'll do – rebuke it all and 
continue recycling the Holy Slander. With so much of what 
we've based our society on being fiction, the social construction 
of reality – the very temple of all that we exist for – may need to 
come down first. 

We brought the Iraqi along, as he was supposed to know 
the site and could lead us to what needed protecting. As I real-
ized that this was a personal issue for him, and how much we 
could get from him if careful, I thrust my fist out to his hand 
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and forced him to grab back the Caduceus, which he kissed 
and clutched back to his chest. 

I regarded the man for a moment. His oversized Iraqi Ar-
my-issue uniform was made of material so thin you would 
think it designed for the heat if you didn't realize it was a cos-
tume for an unfunded road show. 

Despite his hygiene after three days of capture herding 
from post to post, his hands seemed very well-groomed. Even 
with all the blood and spitting oil from the open chopper, they 
were pristine, really. I looked up from his hands against his 
chest to meet his piercing hazel eyes staring straight at me. I 
knew the orange tint on my goggles was one-way, but I was 
still taken aback by how direct the gaze was. There was a subtle 
nod, as if thanking me above all the shit this man was going 
through. A fallen country, whisked away by men ripping shit 
out of his shirt, yet he manages to thank me for giving it back? 

I snap out of that momentary lapse into humanity when 
Burke shouts, pointing east, "Eridu! Hidden valley of the Elves! 
Where Elrond dwells!" Eridu ruins of the Temple of Lord Enki, 
yes. Middle Earth? At the time, not yet. 

Burke shuffled his deck of Archaeology Awareness Playing 
Cards they doled out when the focus shifted. 

"Whatchya think, chief? Ten of Clubs?!" He held up the 
card, which read, "A mound or small hill in an otherwise flat 
landscape could be a sign of ancient human occupation." 

"Yep. That looks about right, soldier." I noticed a blue enve-
lope flapping out from where he grabbed the cards. "Better 
tuck whatever that is back before the blades take it!" I yell. 

He shoves it back in his vest in a panic. The kid's been shot 
at, punched by Iraqi men, women, and children and survived 
basic, yet that's the most anxious I've seen him. 
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"Shit!" He scolded himself, then glanced up at Seth sheep-
ishly. But Seth was just gripping the Iraqi's harness and staring 
north into the sky. 

I looked at Burke once more, which reminded him to grab 
some of the little dark blue triangle flags to mark it as a possi-
ble protected site. 

The Hague Convention coalesced us, the U.N. and a couple 
coalition partners who knew the NATO handshake. 

As we approached and descended at the Temple at Eridu, 
argued to be the oldest city in the world, it looked more like the 
dirt hill in the open space near where I grew up, one of those 
hills that in the course of one summer would be reduced to a 
patch of mounds worn down by 11-year-old boys and their 
Huffies. But what took a summer to do to that mound of dirt 
took 7,000 and more for this place. 

Although weathered down to geometric husks of broken 
stone, its base, the enormity of the stone blocks and the preci-
sion at which they were originally set caused one to realize 
why this find upset so much of what we thought was possible 
for humans then. The unearthing of Sumer and sites like this 
would change the game for science, politics, and religion. 

I knew we were not really here to selflessly defend our oil-
rich Kuwaiti friends. I knew this was a geopolitical chess move 
to secure our nation's energy future, but the fervor at which 
Command turned from the battle to the securing of these sites 
made me wonder if it was the oil that brought us here or some-
thing else. 

"What do you call it, Burke?!" I screamed above the thuds 
as the helo set down 50 meters from the mound. 

"Nine of Spades, sir! Nine of Spades!" he shouted back, as 
we covered this one earlier. "Avoid helo rotor wash near sites." 
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We unclipped, gathered our gear and the Iraqi and jumped 
into the tan fog of sand. The man, still locked in his trance, gave 
no resistance as I led him by the back of his belt toward the 
temple. As we got to the first discernible steps, the man fell out 
of my grip and to his knees, then prostrated himself in the 
crunch of ancient sea shells that I thought were sand. The ac-
tion stunned me a bit, so I stood still; I gave him a moment as I 
watched the helo bank away, then pulled him back to his feet. 

As we rushed up the steps, I caught him looking up at me 
and knew he was grateful again – this time for the moment I 
allowed him to be on the ground. There's a lot of work done on 
us to demonize our enemies so battle can be more effective, but 
I never let that sink in when I could help it. I didn't consider the 
enemy to be animals. 

I never felt comfortable shooting a man. But for some rea-
son, whether I was squeezing a trigger to end a man's life a 
click away or allowing a prisoner to drop and worship some 
ancient cartoon god, I went to the same place in my head. 

It was a quiet place. And when I stopped and thought 
about it like this, I could visualize myself in a big chamber 
room – huge, ornate, ominous – and there was always a tone, a 
hum. I found myself there during every trigger squeeze and 
every moment I was in the presence of a worshiper. I never 
brought this up to Seth, but I thought about it a lot. I thought it 
had something to do with reverence and confusion. 

Before I killed a man, I knew all that it implied. I knew I 
was extinguishing a universe. I knew I was depriving a family 
of a man and a man of his family. I felt the same thing when I 
saw a worshiper. 

Burke shouted to us from just inside the excavated temple 
entrance. "It's clear – this one's empty!" The three ancient sites 
where we dropped teams off earlier were full of Iraqi soldiers 
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and refugees from the towns we hit over the past months. 
Complete micro-economies had sprung up in these places: bar-
tering services, haggling over and eventually trading the goods 
they managed to spirit away. We were able to secure the places 
and people quite easily. There were a couple of skirmishes with 
younger men, but when the food helo touched ground, those 
skirmishes turned to embraces and jumps for joy. 

I didn't make the connection at the time, but after seeing 
how this Iraqi became a Lord Enki Alter Boy around a Caduce-
us, I got why the Marsh Iraqi and refugees looked so perplexed 
when the medics' helo arrived. They were not aware of the U.S. 
Army's symbolic mix-up, so from their perspective, America 
just invaded ancient Sumer in the name of Lord Enki. Now that 
look on their faces made sense in hindsight. Confused rever-
ence.  
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Chapter 16: The Vicar’s Gears 
Special Agent Emvie 

 
Summer 1991 (One Week Earlier) 
Near Mosul, Northern Iraq 
The Monastery of Mar Mattai 

 

Some of the other girls seemed to know exactly how to pin 
these habits-turned-burkas perfectly the second we stepped off 
the bus. Even after six hours from Baghdad and less than three 
days as Novices. I suppose many of them have been rehearsing 
for this role since first communion. 

I held back as if searching for something around my seat, 
so I could more easily melt into the back of the flock. It looked 
more like a murder of crows as the 15 black-clad women swift-
ly huddled and flowed in unison, though none of them looked 
up and no one seemed to be leading. We all just fluttered up a 
broken stone road toward the monastery. 

It was vacant of all monks that week, either because we 
were there, or perhaps we were there because it was vacant, 
but this convent exchange program and educational excursion 
was the perfect cover. 

These young women were hand-picked novice nuns from 
14 corners of the Earth. Well, 13 were hand-picked; I had to 
submit a field assessment briefing and get three departmental 
sign-offs to be here. And thanks to a fuzzy photo of the Italian 
novice, there I was. 

I pretended to be asleep for most of the trip to avoid slip-
ping up on my lines or my character's backstory, which I soon 
realized wasn't a smart move. The sisters would assume me 
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well-rested and approachable. Without the rattle of the Iraqi H1 
and that Fisher-Price-sounding engine, the weaker parts of my 
dialect that I didn't have time to perfect might be more noticea-
ble. 

I began to visualize my list of Arabic words that I couldn't 
get using an Italian accent; "jaba-ariyn … meahavba … baa-
room-enkyee." At that moment, lost between two foreign 
languages in a cloister of black cloth, my left foot plunged into 
a hole of cold water, pulling my leg and dignity with it. I sank 
up to my ass so quickly I must have looked like the Wicked 
Witch of the West, post bucket of water. She was lucky, though. 
She got to really melt away. 

"What the fucking fuck?!" I cursed to myself in exaspera-
tion as the nuns fluttered back to me to help me out. 

"Mi scusi novizio?" I'm shocked by how close that voice 
was, and how soon after I cursed in English. It was the voice of 
the mother superior's secretary, Sister Joan – her girl Sunday, so 
to speak. She immediately switched to English as she hoisted 
me out of the little well – and single-handedly. 

"OK are you, novizio, is OK for you to now." 
We were under strict rules not to speak anything but Eng-

lish, or in Joan's case, to try, while in Iraq if at all. Thankfully 
Sister Joan was so concerned with her own slip of the native 
tongue that my uniquely American turn of phrase, "What the 
fucking fuck," went unchallenged. 

And unanswered, actually. 
Why was there a nun's leg-sized fresh-water well in the 

middle of the road ascending the steps? I looked back as Joan 
pulled me toward the group, and I saw that our procession 
skirted a small construction site. 

In the aftermath of my drop and soak, a group of men 
rushed past us to the hole. They began throwing their hats, 
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leaping like prospectors and kissing each other in that way on-
ly men on this side of civilization seem to be able to do 
comfortably. 

Was it a good omen to have a nun fall into a water hole? 
More likely, given where we were, a discovery of water was 
like gold. 

Joan saw me clutch the inside of my upper thigh. Before 
losing any more composure, I found the slit in the habit that 
allowed my hand to touch the flesh clandestinely. As we re-
grouped up the road, I caught Sister Alexi from Belfast looking 
at me from under her hood. I knew her name because I felt 
compelled to introduce myself to her at the Barcelona airport. It 
was a similarly awkward moment of catching her glaring. 

When my leg dropped into the hole, everyone scattered 
confused, then turned back concerned – but Alexi just stood 
still and straight the whole time. When I caught her bright 
green eyes, she rushed up to the front with Sister Joan and 
seemed to be talking about me, because she kept looking back. 

"One in every cloister, I guess," I thought to myself as I 
brushed off the moment, but not the sting. Under my robe, I 
began rubbing the inside of my upper thigh where the stone 
and heavy habit cloth grazed my skin in the fall. But were it not 
for the cloth, the stone might have cut my ass or worse. Stone? 

I look back again at the men, who were all on their bellies 
taking turns pulling the water to their eyes. It wasn't a natural 
sinkhole or fresh water spring; there was a rim of placed  stone 
or brick around that hole. It was covered by debris from who 
knows how many years, but this was an archaeological find, 
not geologic. Were it geologic, my inner thigh might not have 
stung like that. 

I couldn't help but notice how soft my skin felt despite the 
stubble of three days. But one aspect of nun life I hadn’t had 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

129 
 

time to look into before starting this was the bathing ritual. 
Communal? Monitored by older nuns? 

Shit. Nuns or girls hoping to take the vows didn't have 
summer grooming patterns. I'd heard the adage, "Nuns don't 
get nun, don't want nun," but I'm guessing they did, and they 
were probably sporting 1972 below, so I would need to stay 
alert. If it was a communal shower, I would act ill if monitored; 
maybe I would be overly modest with my hands? I hadn't come 
this far to be stopped by a shaved vagina, for Pete's sake. 

I would figure out a way to keep my privates exactly that. 
Private. 

"Come with me, lass. Let's have a look at your nunny," Sis-
ter Alexi whispered to me as we entered the great hall. She 
nodded to Sister Joan, who waved us to the wings. 

"Mi scusi? Non capisco. I a mean … I don't not to under-
stand." I started in full character – young Italian nun trying to 
speak English in Iraq. 

But halfway into the routine, my co-star flubbed her part, 
and in the least-nuanced Irish accent, forcefully whispered, 
"Stop that. Just stop and come with me." 

In a moment, she pulled me into a large room with ornate 
mosaic tiling. Slamming the huge ancient door behind us, Alexi 
used the five-second-long door echo to whisper who she was, 
why she was and why she knew who I was. 

When the echo fell away, she pulled back, squatted in front 
of me and, in a louder voice, said, "Alright then, novice, give us 
a look-see" as she stared right at my, well, nunny as it were. 

I lifted the robe to expose the raw skin I had gashed in the 
well. It looked worse than it felt, but I was more concerned at 
the time about being shaved – a condition I hid from Alexi with 
the fabric as she scanned the pink, blood-beading skin. 
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Her left hand was warm and firm around the back of my 
leg while the fingers of the other lightly traced the borders of 
the wound. She blew on it while cleaning the smeared blood 
with a licked thumb. 

"Eh, you'll be alright then. Clean it when you get set. We'll 
bring you a proper bandage after supper to sleep with." She 
pulled her hand back from behind my leg as she rose, and the 
edge of her index finger brushed some stubble. 

"You'll need to keep her to yourself until her disguise 
grows back, lass." I smiled and my head dropped. "And lose 
the drawstring unless you can only talk when it's pulled. We 
deal with the moon cycles differently here." 

My God how I love Irish women. So right fecking there and 
on it. I have no idea what they use here if not tampons, but 
those laughing Irish eyes made it sound almost fun. 

There I was, an American girl of Russian descent using an 
Italian accent in an Arabic country in a church order designed 
by a Spaniard, while being charmed by an Irish accent. 

The Tower of Babel was just a minor setback in the end. 
Sister Alexi pulled the door open, glared once more at me 

and, with a devilish wink as she turned away, shouted. "She'll 
be fine! We'll give the dear a minute 'tis all," and the door 
slammed again. 

"Oh wait for sister! Sister! Is there a place to shower?!" As if 
mocking the question, I heard a loud drip behind me. Cur-
plunk. I craned my neck around the corner to see that the or-
nately mosaic chamber Alexi led me to was indeed full of, well, 
chamber pots. "Never mind … I … think it's here." 

Like 15 little altars to what's left of the self, each station had 
its own porcelain sink, hand towel ring, toothbrush, and cup. 
Below each sink sat an apple crate. Above each sink at eye level 
hung a six-by-five-inch brushed copper square just big enough 
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for a bride of Christ to check for wafer crumbs, and not much 
else. And to do that, she'd need the apple crate. 

I rushed over to the nearest sink and twisted the iron han-
dle. Silence. Then, in a cough, the pipes let loose the sweetest 
water I have ever tasted. I cupped it in my palms and sipped, 
progressing to a gulp that I let spill beneath my habit and be-
tween my breasts. As I splashed my face again with the water, 
a glimpse of what was in the reflection of the copper reminded 
me to turn around fast. 

There, like black wooden soldiers for pretty maids all in a 
row, were 15 individual, and enclosed from bare foot to God, 
showers. My nunny would stay between me and Alexi. I en-
tered the 11th stall, which was complete with shower and 
toilet. I unstrapped the Ruger I had wired to my back, secured 
the wire to the trigger guard and lowered it into the abyss. 
Then I smeared my wound blood strategically around the stall 
to mark this one as mine for the next week. 

I'd already made myself conspicuous, so I rushed back out 
to join the group. I was not conspicuous enough, apparently, as 
everyone had already gone. I grabbed a lone wooden cross 
with a key threaded through the foot of it, like an abandoned 
medieval carnival prize. I followed the low rumble of young 
women in the throes of unpacking small bags and bouncing on 
tiny beds to test the mattresses of their divine fiancé's house. 

I ventured into the black of the corridor before my eyes ad-
justed to see seven doors on either side, all with little wooden 
crosses hanging from their latches. The keys unlocked from the 
outside, and that was it. Once open, the key stayed put until 
locked. Clever. Oppressive and scary as shit, but clever. 

I easily navigated to my room by the blank space in the 
row of upside-down crosses. The monastery sat on a high hill, 
so half of the girls got Eden-view rooms, the rest of us got an 
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extra meter or more of unused closet space deeper into the hill. 
I heard the girls gathering across the hall into one room. In it 
was a plaque marking the place where Saint Mattai performed 
his canonizing miracle. 

A couple of the girls started adding facts that were not on 
the plaque, about how the king commissioned the monastery 
and was baptized by Saint Mar Mattai. But that's where their 
facts and appreciations stopped. 

Like so many of these stories, they only went back as far as 
the person on the plaque wanted them to go. The reality of this 
place, this beautiful structure that looked more like a resort in 
Cabo than a place of communion with a 4th Century God, was 
that it was a retribution. A reparation. Or worse. 

When Saint Mattai, for whom this place was named, was 
still a monk, he taught King Sencharib's son, Prince Benham, 
who was brought up Zoroastrian, about Christianity. Later 
then-Monk Mattai, at the behest of the prince, miraculously 
healed his sister, Princess Sara, of leprosy. Soon thereafter, the 
prince, princess and their 40 companions were baptized by Mar 
Mattai. 

When the king found out that his kids and companions 
converted, he killed them. Naturally. But, like many of us do 
after killing 40-some-odd people for their beliefs, he had second 
thoughts. 

He was later baptized by Mar Mattai and commissioned 
this monastery on the spot where Mar Mattai healed his daugh-
ter. These halls and quarters we were in were brand new – 
early 1900s A.D. The original ruins were below, deep in the 
mountain behind us. 

The king's conversion and commissioning of this place 
came only decades after the First Council of Nicaea – when 
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Rome decided to go full Christ and committee away some of 
the most enlightened books for the next Testament. 

And any king, Caesar, or tribal leader with half a soul was 
finding Jesus before Jesus found them. Conversions of power-
ful men are intrinsically suspect. If the power that placed you 
there can be usurped at all, where is power? 

But born-again filicidal kings or miraculous monks were 
not why I'd risked my passport, career and freedoms to be 
there. My intrigue would not be etched on a plaque. 

Long before the Zoroastrians-turned-Catholics struggled 
below these floorboards, this place was a suburb of Nineveh – a 
city built by King Nimrod, grandson of Noah. Now it is known 
as Mosul, Iraq, though it holds sacred the ruins and minarets 
from then to as recently as 840 years ago. 

But even civic-minded Babylonian kings with famous 
grandfathers didn't pique my interest enough for these risks. 

Before monks and kings, before the last Ice Age and right 
before the reign of Antediluvian dynasties, Nineveh was the 
"Seat of Ishtar." And while today this monastery overlooks Mo-
sul and a Martian landscape, back then, looking south from this 
place through these iron-barred windows, one would have 
overlooked Nineveh and an upside down arc – a smiley face of 
a lush marshland from the Mediterranean Sea on the western 
right to the Persian Gulf on the eastern left. 

And this place, which now houses the priests and brides of 
Jesus – the very symbol of the Piscean Age – once ushered wa-
ters and actual fish along this crescent-shaped region. 

Concerning the origin of the name, its Aramaic etymology 
"Nuna" means fish. Mar Mattai was "The House of Fish." Yet 
every fiber of my being knew something else about this place. 

I dismissed all the red words on term papers or fact-
fighting conversations with assistant professors. The "Seat of 
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Ishtar" wasn't a 45-minute drive down this mountain in the ru-
ins of Nineveh. The place this Goddess sat, and ate and fucked 
and ruled, was behind the back wall of my nun's studio flat. 

Deep in that mountain, behind this facade of a 2,000-year-
long Roman play, lay her throne. And for me, that meant not a 
throne mysticism, but a real, material, measurable and carbon-
datable throne, and all the uncountable accouterments of a liv-
ing, breathing, royal but moon-cycle-bleeding woman. 

I knew it. All my studies and skill camps, and the tidy little 
niche I'd made between UNESCO and CIA, had brought me 
right here. I was serving my country with antiquities intel, and 
my soul with origin answers. 

This woman, our primordial feminine role model, was 
here. Right here. 

First as Ninmah, then Inanna as Ishtar, then Mary, now 
hidden as was this room full of women; looking through the 
bolted iron bars of the His house called the Holy Ghost. 

A loud rap of a wooden cane smacked the door frame; the 
girls shrieked, some cried instantly and the rest of us sum-
moned an irked expression before turning to see Sister Joan 
glaring at us like some, well, some Catholic nun. 

"To our rooms and food for supper at seven forrrrty fi-
eeve," she enunciated in what sounded to the Italians like a 
proper English accent. "And NO! To speak louder. NO! To 
speak louder," she hissed. 

The intent and ferocity of her face and tone completely 
surpassed her poor English, and everyone mimicked "No to 
speak louder" the rest of the week. 
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Chapter 17: One God’s Ghost 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
There's a shudder, like a wave of stadium fans, that moves 

from the base of my skull and down my back. The shock waves 
of the impact. The bullet now a bulbous lava lamp floater 

through the center of my brain, clearing a smooth tunnel for it 
all to fall in on itself. But I still see. I feel my teeth split like 
flint stone as the whole structure reacts to Mac's bull's eye. 

But I still see. And what I see is a smug looking skunk. 
_____________________________________________________ 

 
"Emit? Hey there … Emit." I heard Seth's low yet spry voice 

rousing me out of what we began to call simply, "spells." Mo-
ments when I would apparently look down, then slowly up, 
until someone poked me. 

There are any number of reasons why any of us should 
have some brand of spells, but I've always prided myself on 
complete lucidity and agility of mind. Maybe it was youthful 
bravado, but I made "lucid agility" my mantra while running, 
marching, and swimming. To this day, the phrase still makes 
me wanna move. Or think harder. 

Three weeks into our visits, our process, Seth brought a 
guest. He gave me no notice, not that he would, as that would 
just be normal. Not that it would have made any difference, as I 
had resolved to stay as clean-shaven and kempt as possible to 
help make the case for early release. 

Seth held out his left arm, a custom we developed after 
many opportunities to pull each other out of things. 
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More than once, as soon as one of us was pulled out, we'd 
take fire, but as we're both right handed, we'd lose valuable 
seconds switching from pull arm to firearm. So we quickly de-
cided that all holes would require mutual left arms and to train 
our muscles to remember that our meetings always began with 
a left forearm shake. 

We released and I placed my right hand out to meet his 
guest but accidentally punched the guest's left arm, which was 
mimicking mine and Seth's greeting. 

The man was slight and Semitic, with a Fuller Brush mus-
tache that flanked the whitest grin I'd ever seen. 

"Yes. Sury," he stated, as if scolding himself for putting out 
the wrong hand. 

"No, no!" I insisted, and our hands danced back and forth 
as we out-niced one another before settling on the classic shake. 

His grip was firm but not dominant. His hand was warm 
and smooth. I started to look down at his hand, but his eye 
grabbed mine and pulled my attention back up to see his grin 
fade into a look of respect as his lids closed around piercing 
hazel eyes. 

"Very nice to meet…," I began, but the man immediately 
waved off any hint that the pleasure wasn't all his. "No sir, no!" 
he scolded, "This honor of my pleasure is to…" He paused, re-
alizing the misphrase, and glanced over at Seth, who was no 
help. 

Seth was laying on the Ass Grill snickering, as if this were 
some kind of setup. And, given the way I mind-fucked him on 
that first visit, I had it coming. 

"Alright," I said, "What's going on, man?" I shot at Seth, 
who shrugged and motioned his arms back to his guest. "Is this 
guy gonna start stripping or something, you sick bastard?" 
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I let go the man's grip and took a few steps back while sig-
naling to Omar behind the glass to check this out. "OK buddy, 
I'd prefer it if you couldn't grow facial hair and had seven veils, 
but let's do this!" 

I started clapping my hands in a disco cadence and sang, 
"C-e-l-e-brate good times, come on!" Seth fetused up into a ball 
of laughter, which encouraged me to start dancing around the 
man with the occasional syncopated "bump," as it were. 
"There's a party going on right here..." 

Then, in a deeper than comfortable voice, Seth joined in, 
"… a celebration - to last throughout the year." We continued in 
the perfect pitch, timing, and inflection that every Generation X 
American wedding or prom-goer knows. 

In the height of our finale I glanced over at Omar, who 
wore an incredulous look behind the glass and then subtly 
pointed to the stripper. Who wasn't. 

I wound down my dance move awkwardly and dropped 
Kool and the Gang off an octave up as I realized Seth's guest 
was still standing there. Fully clothed. Grin still gone, as was 
that respectful expression. 

"Uh, right," I said, straightening the mime necktie on my 
hospital robe as I glared at Seth angrily. 

This was a mind-fuck from Seth alright, but his guest, this 
poor man, wasn't in on it. "Dude!" I shouted at Seth as I reach 
my right hand back out to reintroduce myself to the man. 

I love Seth, but he does have a darker side than I. He never 
had a problem swapping a gag for good manners. I told him 
once how I used to beat up kids for putting firecrackers in ant 
hills, then educate them about the intricacies of the ant culture 
and hill, to which Seth replied, "M80s at least. Anything smaller 
and the little fuckers just rebuild." 
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And that's probably the best way to delineate us personally 
on the inside. I appreciated the complexity and potential sen-
tience of all living creatures, and Seth was an asshole. But on 
the outside, aside from Seth's wing tattoo wrapping the collar 
of his neck, we looked similar. Apparently. 

We had an arsenal of stock responses when asked if we 
were brothers. It depended on who was asking usually, but 
they ranged from duets of "He wishes" and "Hope not" to the 
time when we pretended to have just realized that too, when 
asked – and then we broke down crying. 

For me, committing to that bit was difficult enough, and it 
didn't affect the innocent. But Seth kept me and those few peo-
ple close to him in a bubble, and everyone else was fodder for 
his sick humor regardless of the collateral humiliations. And 
now obviously, this nervous and scared little man was used for 
just that reason. I never understood that about Seth. 

I turned the charm up big, as I warmly apologized to him 
for Seth and for the confusion, all the while maintaining a stern 
eye on and a half smirk with Seth. 

'Irfaan Kish. A Marsh Arab man our age who, although I 
felt completely comfortable and familiar with him, at the time, 
in the hospital in 2010, I had no idea who he was. 

I got Seth to join us in acting like civilized men – as much 
as was possible in a faded green robe on an ass grill, anyway. 
The man looked more at ease in a moment when he realized all 
that disco dance of the seven veils thing wasn't an American 
greeting custom he had failed to study. 

"It is for me a great honor, sir, to see you again and to bee-
ble … and to be eeble to report to you of the ghost." 

Despite the "eebles," I was so taken aback by his near per-
fect enunciation of the line that it wasn't until halfway through 
his next set of rehearsed lines that it played back. 
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"Again?" I said, "Sorry, Erfin, um, Eerfawn, you said it was 
good to see me ‘again,’ but we haven't met." He glanced over at 
Seth again. I thought, "Could this be a double- layered mind-
fuck?" But no, even Seth had a limit. 

Seth nodded to 'Irfaan, who locked eyes with me as I 
turned back to him from Seth. He slowly placed his left hand 
on his chest and began to clutch his shirt. I nervously scoffed 
and looked at Seth again, who was staring at 'Irfaan's left hand 
on his shirt. 

Like the light trails the Afghan poppies put on our hands, 
the hospital courtyard's pale walls and grey creases stretched 
and slowed as my sight was pulled back to the hand. That pris-
tine clean, smooth and nervous hand I had just punched and 
danced with was now purple beneath the bright orange hazel 
glare of this man, now bleeding under his shirt. 

From the back of his hand, my peripheral vision broadened 
and I could see the outline of 'Irfaan now as a shadow. 

With another breath, I became aware of the space behind 
him, beside him and below him. It was a blue shadow, and 
nothing else, around a bright purple, bleeding fist ringed with 
orange and hazel rays. 

Looking down at his feet, they were backward, and then 
mine were. I felt my chin pulled up as if by the finger of a par-
ent to look up. 

"He's not my guest," I heard Seth say. 
As he did, my lungs tried to hoist enough air through my 

throat to mouth the words "What ghost?" And all went blue.. 
 

• • • 
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1991 Eridu, Southern Iraq 
Temple of Enki Ruins 

 
"Hold up!" Seth shouted at Burke, who had disappeared in-

to the roughly rectangular hole in the side of the hill. He 
followed him in. 

The Iraqi and I were a few paces behind, as the man delib-
erately walked slowly, so I urged him through the entrance, 
gripping the back of his shoulder. Just before the entrance was 
a small patch of grass and ivy. This was an arid wasteland. 
Someone had to be tending to the place regularly for anything 
to grow. 

"Yes. Adonai-a-a den-ki za-mi-zu dug-ga," he prayed in 
Arabic or Aramaic, though I only recognized the opener, "Ado-
nai." I've heard that before at friends' Passover dinners and Bar 
Mitzvahs. Why a Marsh Arab was calling on the same god who 
showed up at Rachel Weinstein's Bat Mitzvah was beyond me. 

As our eyes adjusted, we saw the outline of Burke's back. 
His arms looked frozen at his sides, rifle tip dangling over his 
right foot and eyes as wide as his mouth. The dust from our 
boots landed on the surface of the blackest, stillest, and sweet-
est-smelling lake of water I'd ever been led to. 

"I don't …. I …. Is there …. Can this…." Burke tried every 
angle toward the question of what it was we were starting to 
see in the dark. Seth and I look at one another as if in a mirror 
as the Iraqi stepped past the three of us and shed his dress 
shoes and paper uniform. Dress shoes? How did I miss that? 
He must have been pulled into the fight with America from a 
maître 'd stand. 

No one ever looks at feet. Or up. Except Burke, whose gaze 
had raised straight up to the ceiling? The entrance was from the 
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east and the morning sun slid in as our pupils widened, which 
illuminated the clarity, color, and enormity of this hole. 

The closest anyone came to describing it later was Seth, 
who said, "It was like the Pool House at Hearst Castle, only 10 
times larger, more ornate yet less tacky." 

He had a seething disdain for people who succeeded so ob-
tusely. He was always so aggressively unimpressed. 

That trip to Hearst Castle in San Simeon, California, was a 
great example. On the walking tour with all those families and 
children in awe of the opulence and majesty of capitalism, Seth 
shouted, "Not bad for a talking monkey." With a shock, I snort-
ed a laugh that made the group turn and look at me. I naturally 
motioned to Seth, but when I turned, he wasn't there. Didn't 
see him again until the gift shop. 

Here, though, in the hum of the mystery of why this place 
is, what this place is and why it's empty, even Seth looked a bit, 
well ill at ease, really. 

In a series of gestures, bows, and prostrations which, when 
done by a naked man, takes on a whole new meaning, the Iraqi 
slowly stepped into the water while counting. Seth started 
counting with him. "Is that Arabic?" I asked Seth, as he kept 
counting until completely submerged. Bubbles were coming up 
for the last three numbers. 

Seth continued translating in English, "36, 37, glug, glug, 
glug … Akkadian, actually." He was counting upwards of 40." 
He explained while staring out at 'Irfaan, who was now float-
ing on his back with some subtle current deeper into the lake. 

"Good thing he wasn't any shorter!" Burke yelled as he 
waded into the lake in his skivvies. Seth and I burst out laugh-
ing. Burke was serious, but the reality of that statement and the 
idea of this Iraqi counting to 40 underwater sooner than 37 was 
too perfectly comic a visual. 
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"What say we take a break, then go explore this place while 
there's some natural light, eh?" I shouted, loud enough that the 
Iraqi heard the command in my voice from a distance. 

"We Hobbits are plain, quiet folk. Adventures make one 
late for dinner!" Burke inserted. 

It had been a solid 48 since we'd seen barracks, so we took 
advantage of the fresh water and the cool air while scanning 
the perimeter for passages, contraband or artifacts. According 
to my laser ruler, this space was a little over 200 meters wide – 
an exact 660 feet once converted. There were indentations, 40 of 
them, placed evenly in the walls around the pool. They must 
have held statues or other loot-worthy pieces. 

"Why aren't there any Fugees or guard here?" I wondered 
out loud. Every temple ruin we'd seen was swollen with Iraqis 
and their protectors, and none of those had huge, fresh-water 
indoor pools. "Seems prime real estate for the scurrying set, is 
all." 

And in those days, all of Saddam's people were scurrying, 
including his Republican Guard. Every soldier behind them 
had a running order to shoot any soldier who retreated. So we 
had his army running into our arms for protection from arms 
we sold him to fight Iran. 

From the far end of the pool, where the wake-less current 
had carried 'Irfaan, echoed, "When kingship from heaven was 
lowered, the kingship was in Eridu." He sounded nothing like 
he looked. At least in the dark. 

Burke looked genuinely spooked, lifting his eyes from his 
Sega. With a fluttery half laugh, and as if involuntarily, he re-
plied, “where Elrond dwells” to the voice in the dark.  
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Chapter 18: Sisterhood of the Snake 
Special Agent Emvie 

 
1991 | Northern Iraq 
The Monastery of Mar Mattai 

 
I know the food here was meant to be as plain and unself-

ish as these novice nuns, but to me it was overpowering. I was 
raised in D.C. on Pop-Tarts and Tang, so any departure from 
astronaut food was exotic. For the first couple of days, the grey 
porridge and fists of bread turned my stomach. They reeked of 
a spice like sweet but pungent pickles and … pennies? And 
what American kid hasn't chewed her share of Lincoln pen-
nies? But this spice was in everything I drank, wore, brushed 
my teeth with or scrubbed my copper vanity with, so one ac-
quired a taste for Honest Abe. 

It took me a few scans through the monastery kitchen win-
dow on the way to the dining hall before I caught a legible 
bottle of the spice and solved the mystery. Tamarind. It was 
one of those spices in the back of the pantry, but unlike thyme 
and sage, it holds little lyrical potential and never gets sprin-
kled. On anything. To throw it away, though, felt like a 
betrayal of some as-yet-unheard family legend. Maybe Dad 
used it in D.C. to ward off bats, raccoons or Goldwaters? 

The moment it had a name, it had a memory and a taste. 
This ever-present spice had a bitter, pickled metallic tinge, but 
the moment I had a name for it, it tasted sweeter than honey. I 
immediately went back to the first and only time I opened the 
family tamarind. And, thanks to George Lucas's brilliant move 
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to secure all merchandising rights to his movies, I know the ex-
act year. 1980. 

What I thought was a tamarind paste was tamarind pow-
der, so when I took a big sniff, it pulled this dust of Enoch's 
trees straight up into my brain. That hurled me back between 
the door and shelves, causing a wheel of Kraft “Empire Strikes 
Back” Cheese Spread to slide right into my collarbone. Lucas 
bruised tamarind into my midbrain forevermore. In fact, I even 
looked like C-3PO for a few days, favoring my neck like that. 

It was the night before the first of the month and a full 
moon, which was apparently a thing here, as the upper guide 
sisters and resident nuns kicked into overdrive right before 
sundown. The plates and spoons were collected quicker than 
some girls could finish, so I grabbed my bread and sat back and 
upright to make it easy to clear mine. 

As I took a bite of the crust, the spice tingled the sides of 
my tongue, and my eyes fell back and closed in a moment of 
extreme taste. When I opened them, Alexi was right in front of 
me, staring at my neck to watch my muscles react to the spice. 

"Buena … gooda evana-ing, sister," I said with a satiated 
look from my new appreciation of the little, sour and finer 
things here. "It's time," she said matter-of-factly. 

"Thyme? Nope, good guess. It's tamarind," I said confident-
ly, having seen the spice in the kitchen. 

"Time! You gimp," she insisted, grabbing my wrist and 
standing me up. I snatched a fist full of bread from the table 
and shoved it in my pocket. Then, just like the only other time 
I'd ever seen these two interact, Alexi glanced at Sister Joan, 
who looked toward the eastern door and waved us, again, to 
the wings, toward the same bathroom as the first day Alexi 
checked my wound. 
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We crouched in the last wooden stall as the girls outside 
darted around with the tasks they'd been preparing to perform 
all week. Alexi claimed me from the Mountainside girls to as-
sist her in the boiler room on the second day. We'd had the run 
of the place ever since. 

We timed the nightly drill to require eight minutes of dead 
silence from us before our next move. We practiced that too. 

Sister Joan waited until the Dining Hall was clear and 
locked herself inside. She glanced around and casually checked 
under the long table to be sure there were no stragglers. The 
only sound came from the patterned footsteps of young women 
dutifully moving items to places and people to items as the sun 
went down and the full moon rose. She reached around the 
stone pillar and tugged in the darkness. The room went black. 

The sound of a seat bench rocked and two feet skidded up. 
Sister Joan, who now stood on the long dining table, lit a thick 
wooden match and pulled a small saucer or cup or grail from 
her robe as she knelt. 

And every action she took, every private, sacred and per-
sonal ritual she performed that night, wasn't. Because from the 
last wooden stall in the mosaic temple of the copper mirrors, 
where Alexi first licked the blood around my nunny, there 
were two eye holes out. 

Through the side hole came a pale blue light from the Din-
ing Hall, and the hole in the back wall revealed an amber, 
orange glow coming from the Eden View girls' "gym." 

These two vantage points were discovered on our third 
day, and by watching from there, we would know when both 
rooms were empty so we could safely get behind the walls, 
where Alexi believed there were waterworks and where I knew 
there was a Throne Room. 
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But for some medieval reason, this mountain could not be 
breached until that night. I wasn’t at liberty to ask and Alexi's 
wasn’t at liberty to divulge, so while I didn't know why a full 
moon was necessary to open a mountain, I did know one thing: 
"Sister" Joan wasn't Catholic. 

We sat there trying not to laugh or squeak or make any 
false move that would risk this, because this was why we were 
here. And we had the next seven minutes to sit quietly together 
for what may well be the last time. 

The first night I got here, true to her word, Alexi brought 
me a bandage after supper and a small video player to watch a 
tape she'd queued up. It was of her and me in the large bath-
room earlier that day, from a corner of the place where no one 
would think to look. No one looks up. And although the door 
hid the sound of her voice from the women on the other side of 
it, the audio on this high-tech video player was clearer than it 
was right in my ear. 

"Skip intros. I am Blue Star - G2 - Directorate of Intelligence 
- you are tagged." She fired the words right into my brain, then 
snapped her head to the left as she listened for instructions. 
Then right back in my eyes: "Do you release the Eagle, Agent 
MV?" 

"The Eagle is untethered," I responded, just as I had prac-
ticed for three years, although never out loud. 

"Confirm to Eagle agent name and confirm release," she in-
structed, cocking her head so I could speak right into the 
thread-sized microphone coiled in her hair. 

"Agent MV confirms I.D. Miriam Magdalena Vidal." Alexi 
paused the tape. 

"I grabbed this right after I left you in the bathroom. That's 
why I made such a big production out of your nunny," she 
said, with a smile that hung there for a minute. We both sud-
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denly saw ourselves as we were: In a dark room, under the co-
vers and not really there to take any vows that would usurp the 
oaths we took to the intelligence agencies of our respective 
countries. But that last bit killed the mood as we snapped back 
into mission-mind. This flash daydream of a Jamie Bond love 
scene would have to wait. 

My mission was fast-tracked by the Army and CIA six days 
ago, so it was all I could do to get embedded as a temporary 
nun. Alexi had been working this site for three weeks and so 
had not only become the nun-on-call for Sister Joan but had 
gotten initiated into some other intrigue with this sect of sisters. 

It had no relevance to my objective, but our missions dove-
tailed beautifully. And that night, she would get the evidence 
she needed of some Irish water concern and I would get to see 
into this mountain and find either a reason to believe in magic 
– or no reason not to add it to the Army's hit list. 

"It's starting," Alexi said to herself, pulling back from the 
eye hole in her corner of the stall. 

"What's starting?" I began, as I positioned my eye through 
the light blue dust of the opening. 

Sister Joan was naked, kneeling on the table, arms and 
head lowered. From the ceiling, a shaft of blue light began to 
fall. I bent my neck so as to see up into the Dining Hall, and I 
saw the ceiling was actually a spire – like a steeple shape, and 
open at the very top were three triangular windows. I had nev-
er noticed the ceiling before. 

Like a needle scraping a huge white balloon, the windows 
revealed the full moon moving slowly and precisely along the 
path of the dining table and Joan. Once the light hit the top of 
her head, she slowly raised it and her arms to bathe in the blue 
light spearing her breasts, abdomen and core, which began to 
pulsate clockwise, causing her raised arms to follow. 



 

148 
 

She was an Amazon. It was no wonder how she pulled me 
out of that well with one arm in one tug. There's an old saying 
that the most beautiful thing a man will ever see is a woman 
nude, and for a woman, it's her first-born child. I'm not a moth-
er, but I found that adage shaky. 

Alexi was working on some knot that she'd been timing 
herself to make all week. She had it down: tied in six seconds 
and then the thing springs open by itself 40 seconds after that. 
Some Celtic knot green magic, I assumed. But tonight, after just 
two spring-loaded knots, she looked up through the hole 
where four of the Eden View girls were taken nightly. 

I was so transfixed by Joan's erotic moon-worship dance 
through the blue hole that I didn't see Alexi's watchful, trained 
demeanor turn to something between horror and arousal as the 
orange light of her peep show presented quite a different tab-
leau. 

"Now I know why the other three girls were training in tri-
age," she said as she closed her eye, then refocused it. 

Joan's hard, glistening body swayed as if pulled by the 
moon, which was now a wavy, pulsating orb. I could feel it 
pulling the ball of my eye through that hole, it was so bright. 
Looking back to Joan, she seemed to be looking right at me. But 
I knew this spot. I'd seen it from her angle at many meals and 
knew there was more light on her than on this cranny, but still. 
Her gaze was so specific, I looked away. Then back. 

Her eyes rolled back as did her head, neck and torso. A 
powerful trine of quadriceps and core muscles pushed the 
veins to the surface as Sister Joan's slender, short-nailed fingers 
slid from the table, up the sides of her thighs and down into her 
moonlit reaches, flanked by the horned shadow of her hip 
bones. She lightly grazed the lips of her nunny, then traced a 
snake-like helix with her fingers up her hard stomach, caress-
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ing her breasts and neck and down again. Lightly. Enough to 
let her tide rise and spill along the edges of her finger. A tin-
gling drop of sweet water rested on her tongue as her moon 
swelled her into submission. 

"I am in communion," I whispered to myself and my crea-
tor, and Alexi looked over at me. 

"What?" She scooted over to my corner and, holding my 
knee, positioned herself to see Joan. "Sweet mother of God" she 
whispered ravenously. She slowly positioned herself for a 
longer sit, and in doing so, managed to slide her hand and leg 
along parts of me that have been asleep for weeks. 

"Do you hear that?" she asked, as she positioned herself 
where I was, forcing me into her box seat. 

"What is that?" I asked, as the music or hum or tone was 
quickly clear. 

"It's the first sound we follow in." That sound. That low 
humming music was metal, most likely copper, like the nun-
vanity mirrors. 

These massive, massively intricate and ancient wheels 
within wheels were a steampunk wet-dream – complex, lunar 
gravity-driven technology that dwarfed the gates of the Hoover 
Dam in scope and purpose. The ingenious, and not necessarily 
indigenous, engineers that devised a chain pump from the Eu-
phrates River to irrigate the World Wonder Hanging Gardens 
of Babylon won this construction contract long before then. 

It was the sound of metal polished and sweetened by a na-
tive tamarind tree and heard a few times per millennia. Like 
tonight, when the orbit of the moon and the tug of her lust are 
tweaked by the spiral kiss of her sister – our lost second moon. 
That is the "medieval reason" these back doors would only fling 
open that night. Nothing on earth was strong enough to crank 
the motor. 
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This is why sweet water wells suddenly started sucking up 
nuns and making men kiss. 

To those men the previous week on the road, indeed all 
men of this region and lineage, my falling into that well was 
not only an omen, it was a prophecy. What for me was a pain-
ful embarrassment, to them was "Lord Enki Devouring the 
Nun." 

In Aramaic, "nūn" means "snake," so the esoteric prophe-
cies in this place were in full bloom. The workers share an 
Akashic memory of working to build the machines that used to 
shove millions of minas of water along this once-fertile cres-
cent-shaped ribbon of land connecting two seas. 

To the Irish and Canadians, that technology would mean a 
lot of Alaskan pipeline-type rights; to my section at CIA it was 
an educated treasure hunt for the U.N.'s antiquities concern. 

Alexi looked at her ankle where her multi-gadget watch 
was strapped. "Five minutes forty-five," she said, turning her 
attention right back to Joan. 

I looked through the "Eden Girl's Gym" hole all week, and 
the girls were put through routines of what looked like cardio-
yoga, then lined up and given specific steps to follow for the 
evening’s ceremony. Would have been nice to rotate any 
workout time, but maybe the Mountainside girls would get 
that next week. 

I noticed Alexi's hand was still on my knee, although it no 
longer supported anything she might need it for except a clue. 
And I got it. I put my hand over hers and slid down her wrist 
and elbow. I saw her eyes close and felt her arm goose up. She 
shivered it away but grabbed my wrist as she turned, pulling 
me to her. 

She laid my back across her legs and the moon seeped into 
that private booth by every crack, like stage lights. Alexi 
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opened my habit with a tug, unveiled my breast, then hoisted 
her thighs to her head and my body with them.  
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Chapter 19: Graffiti of the Gods 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
The sagebrush draping my view of the northern mesas 

twitches faster – the evening wind is coming. It heralds a bitter 
night, but only bitter as it won't end. Is this what it is? If 

Mac's bullet had entered at a different angle and slit the fabric 
of my perception at a different degree, would it all be black? Is 
this my consciousness still tethered to my chemistry before it 
fails and lets me go, or is my chemistry my consciousness, and 
when it fails, it all lets go? Is this an afterlife? I've heard the 

thing about dogs, but coyotes in heaven? 
_____________________________________________________ 

 
"Splashes and splashes, fooooood for my presciousssss," 

Burke quoted as Gollum from deep inside this indoor lake they 
called the Temple of Lord Enki. 

Seth was outside radioing the transport to skip picking us 
up tonight, as the conditions were favorable and the site was a 
three-day scout, so why lose two hours a day back to post? 

Radio static bursts blared the helo's response: "Confirm 
Team Echo. That's a no go for the ten thirty one?" 

"Roger that, base. The AOR is a three-day and the ten thir-
teen is favorable. Repeat, existing conditions favorable." 

"Roger Team Echo. That's a no go on the ten thirty one. See 
you in 72. Out." 

Seth twisted off the radio and quickly slinked back in from 
the 116 degree, 100% humidity to the 72 degrees and even cool-
er manufactured lake of black water. 

"We're set!" Seth yelled from the entryway. 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

153 
 

"Hooah!" Burke shouted from the faraway. It's a soldier's 
way of saying anything but "No," and everything about this 
place said "Yes." 

"You good with that, soldier … er, uh, maître d’?" I said to 
the Iraqi with a nudge. "What should we call you?" I assumed 
by the epaulets on his shoulders that he was Republican Guard. 
He looked up and started to speak. 

"It has been the custom to call me Master of the House…," 
mid-word he got interrupted by a shriek from Burke a football 
field away. 

"What?!" Seth screamed back from the edge. The Iraqi and I 
turned off our conversation as we picked up on the panic in the 
sound. Or was it? "You guys hear what he said?" Seth asked us. 
"Sounded like wheel … BURKE! REPEAT!" He yelled in a yawp 
only Seth could manage. 

"I see a wheel. A big…," Just over the top of Burke's voice 
came a an underwater screech of thunder that reminded me of 
the engine in the Queen Mary in Long Beach – only not as 
creaky. 

"Lord Enki is risen, sir," the Iraqi said to me while still gaz-
ing out toward Burke's now-muffled yells. Seth, who was 
wading waste deep in the water, fell backward seemingly for 
no reason, but in a beat the water around him and in front of us 
as far as we could see rushed away, pulling Seth about 30 me-
ters along the intricate mosaic-tiled lake bottom. 

"Burke!" Seth and I yelled in unison. 
"Where does this go?!" he yelled at the soldier, who pointed 

to the floor of the lake. The tiles glistened wet but caught the 
blue of the sky through the entry enough to make out some 
contrast. 

A shape. It looked something like a snake in various stages 
of coil and uncoil. He walked along the curve of the line while 
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Seth scanned the path with his flashlight. The man doubled 
back three paces, jumped to his knees and pointed. 

The image made out of tiny slick tiles looked less like a 
snake here and more like a diagram. "Zaman? Zaman?" the Ira-
qi shouted, pointing to his wrist. 

"Uh, 14:55 hours." Seth saw the man didn't understand mil-
itary hours in English, so he went right for Arabic: "Thalatha – 
Thalatha, yeah?" 

"Chree? Chree?" he repeated in English and fingers. 
"Where?!" I screamed, with both arms pointing to the fara-

way spot where we last heard him. 
"To here. Sir. To here. Is Bork," he said nervously, now 

scared by our urgency. "Bork is to here. Apsu. Bork. Chree to 
here." 

"Emit!" Seth had darted back up on the bank. "Check this 
out." 

I noticed he was scanning the lake bottom from left to right, 
and that where I stood I could only see "Bork to here," appar-
ently. 

I ran up to Seth and spun around. The black water took 
away a lot of the dark with it, and now before us was an ex-
tremely detailed topographical map with technical 
iconography and some system of keys and symbols describing 
what this place was or did. 

The broader we looked, the more obvious it was that this 
was a scale map in inlay mosaic tile of the Fertile Crescent from 
the Mediterranean to the Persian Gulf. Only slightly askew. 

"Thaban Fajaa" echoed nearby. 
"What?" I asked, looking at the soldier, but he was pros-

trate facing east. It was Seth. 
"Thaban Fajaa is written here next to this clock-looking icon 

and a seven?” We heard the Iraqi start laughing with his face 
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pressed against to lake floor. "But the Sumerians had two hours 
for each one of ours, a sundial-type thing, so their seven would 
be our…." 

"Thalatha-Thalatha!" the Iraqi began to sing, still face down 
on the tile laughing before his god – then the black lake came 
back. 

What looked like a swell that would swallow us rose to the 
ceiling, then descended to a sip by the time it touched our feet, 
as if the design of the floor counteracted the anatomy of the 
wave to taper it completely. The only water to travel out of 
bounds followed a crack in the floor that funneled water to the 
entry garden. 

When the shock rippled away like the mass of water, there 
was Burke, laughing on his back in ankle-deep water right 
where the tile and the Iraqi said he'd be. After all that, Bork was 
to here. "I am he that drowns his friends and draws them alive 
again from the water!" Burke recited in a state of pure elation. 

"Inanna?" the Iraqi asked curiously, but Burke didn't notice. 
"Isis," Seth asserted, as if battling goddesses with the Ira-

qi/Marsh Arab. He knew both names were the same woman, 
and he even knew the Master of this House's reference to the 
Sumerian name; "Inanna" predated his Egyptian "Isis" but still 
he asserted. 

"Right," the Iraqi said softly, both surrendering and claim-
ing victory. 

We spent the rest of the afternoon and evening exploring 
along the sides of the indoor lake. Periodically we'd hear a low 
rumble. I was really good at identifying patterns even in seem-
ingly random fluorescent bulb flickers, and this low rumble 
had a tempo. "What's two - two - one - two - one - one, Alex," I 
said out loud, as if on Jeopardy. 

"What?" Burke asked. 
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"He's figured out the pattern," Seth answered. "What pat-
tern, sir?" 

"This," I said, stopping our stride, pointing up and listening 
to the echo of the "this" across the water. And in two beats I 
tapped his chest with the pointing finger and the low roar ker-
chugged on cue with the ripple that followed my "this." 

"Whaaaaat? How did you do that, sir?" Burke wondered 
like a kid. I smiled, did a Groucho Marx-like stage exit and be-
gan the stride back up. 

"You know how you recite Tolkien obsessively?" Seth 
asked Burke. 

"I do?" he asked, looking down to his left, half wondering if 
he did and half embarrassed that he did. 

"You do!" I shouted from a few meters ahead of them. 
"You do. Well, Chief Archer recited Turing. That is, the 

chief liked codes and patterns as much as you like Bilbo," Seth 
began in that condescendingly charming elder tone he took on 
when young men asked him questions, or didn't. 

"Enigma. Right," Burke spat out casually, springing for-
ward to catch up with me. 

As he skidded to where I stopped, I looked back to see Seth 
in a rare state. Hard to describe his expression. It was so rarely 
on his face that when it was, his fallback demeanor became so 
apparent by contrast that you wondered how the guy got invit-
ed anywhere, even a war. 

"What's the matter, Windstrom?!" I yelled back at a stupe-
fied man with no tools for humility. "Someone else's 
knowledge of Lord Cipher got your tongue?" 

"Fuck off," He replied in a breath pushed through lips by 
pride alone. Very faint. "Cheer. Right cheer," 'Irfaan announced 
as he walked backward away from where he 
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pointed. Burke froze behind the soldier sheepishly. Some-
thing about 'Irfaan's reactions to things really got to Burke. It's 
a very handy instinct for a predator to home in on the native 
and follow its environmental reactions. 

I stepped passed 'Irfaan, scanning his face for signals of 
what to expect. But I found that same fallback face: focused, 
reverent. As I turned inside the archway he pointed us to, I got 
a scant glance of the corridor we were heading down before 
this detour. The lake was gone. At some point the indoor 
lakeshore gave way to a tunnel wall, and I shudder a bit when I 
realize how little sensory awareness I'd had in the previous 20 
… 40 minutes? 

"Hurry?" 'Irfaan said like a suggestion, but his hands were 
rigidly and quickly waving us through the opening as his eyes 
began darting down the corridor. 

When Seth finally sauntered his way inside, the Iraqi 
rushed in, bumping the group, "Sorry to say. Sorry," he said, as 
if a waiter spilling soup. Then, with a swoop of his arm over his 
head along the smooth curved tile ceiling, he tripped a latch 
and a screen slid down behind us. That motion seemed to trig-
ger a row of lights; rather, a single string or stream of light that 
crept parallel along three grooves between the tiles. It was like 
the grout was suddenly liquid light flowing 30 meters ahead of 
or behind us, whichever direction we went. After about three 
minutes it became clear to me that the lighting scheme made 
sense, for if this grout lit the whole passage at once, it would 
seem way too daunting a trip. 'Irfaan seemed to know where he 
was going. 

"Why the hurry back there?” I asked him, tugging his el-
bow. 
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"Bork to here?" he said, hearkening back to our successful 
exchange earlier that afternoon and how he knew where Burke 
would end up. 

"Right. Yes. OK. Burke to here," I repeated affirmatively. 
Then he stretched his right hand down to the floor and in 

an S-shaped motion across to his left, said, "Bork to there and 
water. No people, no door." Those descriptors, his gestures and 
the series of expressions on his face told a story of a very intri-
cate system of deep water that would have obliterated us 
where we stood a couple minutes ago. Hence the rigidly wavy 
hands. 

"You know, Erfin, it's OK to insist we hurry up if we're go-
ing to be flushed into the gulf," I said with a half-smile, 
knowing he understood maybe three of those words but got 
the intent fluently. 

"Far over misty mountains cold – to dungeons deep and 
caverns old – We must away …," Burke began singing, which 
made me realize how far ahead 'Irfaan and I had gotten from 
them. 

"Hold up," I commanded 'Irfaan, then leaned against the 
corridor wall to let them catch up. "Where does this go? Is there 
anything we need to protect or is this just some ancient sanita-
tion thing?" I was too tired to call up Arabic words or 
pantomime my meanings, but he seemed to get what I was ask-
ing. 

"You guys must be double-timing it," Burke said as his 
band of escort corridor lights met ours. 

"He seems to know where he's going. Where's Seth?" I 
asked, noticing the void behind Burke now. 

"Sir?" he replied. 
"Captain Windstrom. Where is he?" I became perturbed. 

The fatigue was giving way to a claustrophobic anxiety, and 
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the last thing I needed is to deal with was Seth going rogue. 
"Seth!" I shouted behind and around Burke's back into the flat 
black wall. There was not even an echo. 

Like the way the lake floor reversed the anatomy of the 
wave to a sip, the shape of these corridors, even the subtle lifts 
of angles in the individual tile columns, seemed to either pull 
waves along or negate them entirely. How could humans in 
6000 BC develop sound-eating, wave-reversing architecture? 

"He must've turned back. I guess your Alan Turing 
knowledge embarrassed him more than I thought," I realized. 

"Who?" Burke asked. 
"Turing. Earlier you told Seth, er, Captain Windstrom that 

you were aware of Enigma, the WWII British code break," I be-
gan to assemble the memory. 

"Whaaaaat? I don't know the German thing, but ‘Enigma’ is 
the game I finished last year and Turing’s the main character.” 

"Huh. So they're weaving math and science icons into vid-
eo games. Kind of an edutainment," I began. 

"No, it's not science. It's set in the bayou. Turing's the Croc-
odile King and you gotta get home through like these Swamp 
Hunters, but they're more like SCUBA divers only with straw 
hats.  But if you get cheats…." 

I didn't like stopping him in his world, but I hated the idea 
of hearing any more. Some ships have to go down, though, so 
the enemy doesn’t know you’re onto them.  "Got it. Enigma's a 
bayou thing; you sure they're crocs and not alligators?" 

"Yep. I beat it pretty quick too," he completed proudly. 
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Chapter 20: Daughters of the Revolution 
Special Agent Emvie 

 
1984 | Washington D.C.  
Pope Stephen VII Academy for Girls 
 

The professor's aid, Tim Gab-Something, nervously 
chalked the chapter numbers on the board. "Is that a 6 or a G, 
professor?" one of the visiting boyfriends asked, making his 
girlfriend laugh. In the past weeks that Professor Clemente had 
been a no-show, the class devolved into Beelzebub's hive. Tim 
turned and blankly looked up at the empty chairs behind the 
laughing couple as if he didn't know who said it. 

"It's a 6, class. Read chapters 4, 5, 6 and 7, not 4, 5, G and 7." 
Tim slowly turned back to the board with zero change in his 
expression and, as he locked eyes with me on his way, I 
squeaked out a laugh. 

I didn't think the couple heard my laugh until leaving the 
building and the girl mumbled "Bitch" to me under her breath 
as they brushed past. 

And I only remembered that specific shunning at Pope Ste-
phen VII Academy for Girls because it was the night I met Tim 
Gabhar. I got used to the shun, even good at it, thanks to Sister 
Campania, who once described me as an "ethnically exotic girl-
nerd." It may have been accurate, and to her credit, she did it 
only once. 

The rub? She said it to a class of uncomfortably attractive 
16-year-old WASP daughters of senators. I was out that day on 
a skill program track my Dad insisted I complete before fully 
matriculating to Pope Stephen's. Sister Campania came to class 
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looking for me, but the girls acted as if they'd never heard of 
me, thus forcing Sister Campania to describe me. 

This class held a coven of girls who, for the first two weeks 
of my attendance, tried several different nicknames on me. In 
some parts of this animal kingdom, it was a way to disarm and 
begin to bond with another; at the Steve7 farm school for brides 
of Christ, it was not. 

They sought a cute name with enough subtle-yet-seething 
bigotry to double as a No Access Code to Cool. 

Like the men and women from whom they sprung, these 
Daughters of the American Revolution knew exactly what was 
theirs. It was a melting pot built on an ideal, but when you 
came here from elsewhere, it was clear who paid the security 
deposit and wanted it back. 

So a nickname that solidified that ethos around an "ethni-
cally exotic girl-nerd" would make daddies very pleased 
indeed. Then Sister Campania delivered it to the class like piz-
za to Spicoli. 

"Eegen" (Ethnically Exotic Girl-Nerd) was born that day. 
The acronym-turned-name, like NATO or SCUBA, was cute, 
viral and, when deciphered, held a trove of bigotry about me 
dating back longer than their ancestors. The name game lasted 
16 months, until that coven tragically uncoiled. 

Just as I was conjuring scenarios to catch Tim's eye like that 
again, to see if his dry wit was real or accidental, my right 
shoulder was shoved from behind, sending me against and 
along a parked car. Lucky for me it was a ’70s Buick, so I had 
plenty of time to slide to a recovery. Unlucky for the Buick, my 
keys were hanging out of my purse, leaving a wavy, almost el-
egant tilde-shaped scar in the green paint of the hood. 

My accidental assailant went from a flash of corduroy, 
books, and argyle to Tim, the professor's assistant. He fell 
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around me in a heap, then leaped to his feet in a squat as if to 
catch me if I fell. It would have been a cool move were it not 
really dorky-looking, and all his fault to begin with. 

But his recovery was truly chivalrous. He spent half the 
block apologizing, until I found a way to redirect him. 

"Where's Professor Clemente been?" I asked with an over-
exaggerated inflection, as if I was really interested. 

I didn't like Clemente or his class, probably because 
Clemente didn't like women or facts. He actually called my 
Marduk paper "Summarily Feminized," to which I then sug-
gested he and Marduk get, "Summarily Fuckinized." I'm just 
glad it was a Mesopotamian Religions class and not English. 

"He's on sabbatical actually," Tim replied, with an instant 
shift in demeanor. 

"Oh? I heard he was sick, so that's good to know I guess. 
Where did …," I began, but he continued. 

"Dr. Clemente wasn't well. He was due for his sabbatical 
anyway so has taken it, and feels much, much better now." He 
seemed to rush that memorized line out to make room for the 
question or whatever it was that prompted the last three 
minutes. "I read your paper on Marduk,  the uh, Fifty Names." 

I couldn't really let things like that go; skips in demeanor or 
timelines. Suddenly I was interested in Clemente. Where did he 
go all of a sudden? I was so glad the old prick was gone after 
our last encounter that I didn't want to jinx it by asking. 

"What do you mean he was ill, then went on sabbatical? It 
seems unfair to have to use one's professional repose as sick 
days." I knew this guy had an agenda, but I wasn't going to fall 
in without a fight or a game. Besides, this argyle sock-wearing 
dork was kind of cute. Very clean, with a familiar smell. Sexy 
and familiar. Maybe I slept with someone who wore that co-
logne? 
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"I'm afraid I don't … I could ask the Dean if …," he started 
in a manner off-script. 

"Fifty First Name of Marduk." I corrected. "Fifty First." I 
jumped back a few moments in our exchange. 

I shouldn't have done that to this guy. It was a kind of con-
versational martial arts I used to mess with covens and 
weirdos, but this guy didn't deserve it. He'd been tripping up 
since the Buick, and I was just continuing his fall. I placed my 
hand on his shoulder, pretending to need it as I maneuvered 
around a tree, and it seemed to ground him instantly. 

"Right, right, sorry, and what it was I wanted to ask you 
…." He moved between me and where we were going. "But 
wait, Fifty First?" He held eye contact with me while his hand 
slipped into his shoulder bag for my paper. 

"Yes. In Marduk's autobiographical fiction piece, “The 
Enûma Eliš,” he is praised with fifty names that proclaim him 
Creator of All, right?" 

"Right. That much I know. I should be clear that I'm not a 
Mesopotamian Studies grad, I'm filling in for the professor is 
all. I have read some of Sitchin’s works and …." He motioned 
to a bench a few yards away. I hesitated and did a quick look 
around the campus. I knew there was no threat, not with his 
lanky gait and my black belts, but a girl doesn't want to seem 
too easily seated. 

"Sure," I said, and started toward the bench. "Sitchin's a 
puppet,” I stated to avoid the whole Cuneiform translation is-
sue, not to mention another redaction of truth commissioned 
by the Brotherhood. “What’s your field?" I continued, to second 
my own motion. 

"Agriculture. Genetics. I've got a minor in Archaeology, so 
when the slot opened ...." He ellipsed his sentence to move be-
yond the subject, which I allowed this time because none of 
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those things interested me. At all. "So is the fifty-first name En-
ki or Enlil?" 

"Neither. Did you read the paper?" I asked, as an ire began 
to rise in me. 

"Most of it. I'm doing research on Enki's other son, Du-
muzid – the shepherd god and the roots of the agricultural 
society in Iraq, er, in Mesopotamia. So I read those parts a few 
times," he said, as if that made it OK. 

"Somehow it always gets back to the boys. Fuck," I said to 
myself, both exasperatedly but also satisfied, because he just 
confirmed the paper's thesis. 

"Sorry? What did you say?" he asked while flipping back 
through the pages. 

"Not Lord Enki, not Enlil, not Marduk, Dumuzid or Anu," I 
said, rattling off a list of the most commonly guessed fifty-first 
names. "Nin." 

"Inanna," he said even more assuredly. 
"Ninmah," I said flatly. "A.K.A. Ninhursag." Tim's expres-

sion looked so genuinely intrigued that it put me right in that 
indignant place that wrote the paper in the first place. "Inanna 
braved the underworld; she shed the seven trappings of god-
hood and risked it all for knowledge, which is badass – but no. 
The one name Marduk couldn't take was Ninmah. Enki's half-
sister and co-scientist." 

 
"Enki is Ea, right? Prince Ea?" he asked while scribbling in 

the margins of my paper. 
"Yes. Later. And that's the point too. This same story has 

been telephoned so much we're confusing names and positions 
and relationships while sifting through a story that has been 
purposefully confused. Even before Marduk, Ninhursag's stat-
ure as an equal creatrix was being diminished by Enki and 
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Enlil's rivalry. Enki couldn't have even created the original hy-
brids without her womb. Her ‘clay’ was a key to gestating and 
reproducing these early attempts at sentient workers." 

"Right. Until the first hybrid could be made to reproduce; 
our Mitochondrial Eve," he continued, muttering the story de-
tails from there as he scratched lines under parts of my text. 

"You seem to know a lot for a student of goats." 
"Goats and ... goats? Sorry, what?" he said, looking up from 

the page. 
"I said you seem to know more than most Aggies should 

about the Sumerian creation account," I said, cocking my eye-
brow to look for a tell. 

"Oh. Well, I've read ahead in the syllabus, knowing that 
Clemente will be out for a while so ... and genetics research ...." 
Again ellipsing us on. 

"OK so, were it not for Enki's mother, Namma, he would 
never have awoken from the engur to partner with Nin to cre-
ate your ancestors, right?" 

"Right." 
"The feminine is not only an equal partner, she is the insti-

gator. But because Lord Enki gives us knowledge on the sly 
and pisses off his big half-brother, the rest of the story is about 
the dual natures of two men: one a sneaky do-gooder with an 
Earthling fetish and the other an asshole. What about Ninmah?! 
Anyway, the point is that even with Marduk's blatant attempt 
to delete his father's legacy and the goddess altogether, in order 
to claim authority he had to adhere to one loophole: the matri-
lineal royal bloodline." 

"So you're saying there is an injustice in the mythology or 
the reinterpretation of that mythology?" he wandered to a 
question. 
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"Yes. An injustice is a great way to put it, but it's not a rein-
terpretation, it's a deliberate misinterpretation of all the key 
Sumerian stories: the flood, creation, even the exodus, and it 
occurs every era, every Passover, when we give a nod to the 
Mal'ka and here at Steve7 with a cursory glance at the Marys 
while completely missing their archetypal significance," I stat-
ed. 

Then, as if off the top of my head but really from deep in-
side that paper this guy obviously didn't read, I recited, "This 
institution we all feed off of, the Catholic Machine 

of Patriarchal Fuel, has been chugging along quite nicely 
now that the gunk in the gears has been removed – the Gnostic 
Christians." I paused for effect and to gauge whether or not any 
of this rang a bell with him, but he was staring at my mouth. 
"Both the Valentinus and the Sethian Gnostics believed that the 
primordial is serenity – the feminine – and that the male is orig-
inally passive until moved by the thought of the feminine." 

"So you don't see these gods as living, breathing beings but 
as psychological archetypes?" he asked, looking over the rim of 
his glasses. 

"That's not what I said. I'm speaking of Sophia. Beyond the 
craftsman ... our ‘creators’ were corporeal beings, yes. Quite 
real. Too real and too self-obsessed. Like Me- Generation par-
ents; they birthed us and went right on with their swinging 
lives while our ancestors, the priests, or favorite hybrids or 
whoever, were allowed to hang around and watch as these 
gods' petty dramas played out. Like complaining to your kids 
about their uncle before they're 6 is going to taint their feelings 
about their uncle, these gods aired their laundry while our spe-
cies’ root consciousness was still forming. These god dramas 
became our psychological archetypes. Not the other way 
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around." I was losing breath as the ire turned to adrenaline, be-
cause this guy was really listening. 

He scanned the ground as if for more words. "Do you think 
any of their dramas or these stories, maybe even their general 
characteristics, were contrived to become parts of our psyche? I 
mean, if you're starting a whole new species, you need to im-
print their source DNA with some templates of how to react to 
the environment, right?" 

"Right, but no. I don't think they gave a shit, frankly. Or, by 
the time Lord Enki got a conscience or grew a pair." I burst out 
laughing at myself with that sentence. Tim had only a surface 
understanding of Lord Enki and his Apsu – his sweet water – 
so I wouldn't even attempt to explain my involuntary cackle. 
"Sorry, I just thought of something else. I mean maybe by the 
time Enki and Ninmah decided to enlighten us, we were too far 
along in the worker-brain template to reset. Kinda thing," I 
added to blunt everything. 

"Hmm. OK. And maybe because it ... Eve or Adapa or ...," 
he began, but I had to interject. 

"Not Adapa. Adapa was Enki's favorite hybrid son, but 
Adapa couldn't reproduce. Eve and Adam were a different case 
study than Adapa." There was so much more about "Adapa the 
Wise" and this common mistake with Adam and others. I 
would usually just let that data fly to overwhelm and control 
any burgeoning relationship, but not tonight. 

My arsenal of intellectual weaponry felt silly. This guy was 
really listening, and he seemed to really dig me. And I like that 
in men. "So while Adapa was ‘wise,’ he couldn't eat from the 
tree of life, so ... kinda screwed." 

"Or not!" we both said together, laughing. 



 

168 
 

I nearly said, "Nothing like Antediluvian creation myth 
fuck jokes," but I suddenly had a self-editing feature with this 
guy. 

Tim's eyes widened from his laughing squint. "That's why! 
We're based on a common template, and that's why we get the 
repeating themes; Cain and Able or Isaac and Ishmael. Not be-
cause they're a phenomenon of repeating events, but that their 
involuntary roles played out or applied to situations prepro-
grammed?" 

"Or just recast, and in some cases completely rewritten ac-
counts of incidents – rewriting the goddess out at every turn. 
Cain and Able weren't quarreling over who Daddy liked more, 
they were fighting over their half-sister to produce a matriline-
al heir," I said in a resolute manner to let him know I was done 
with this topic, paper, and fight. For now. 

We spent a few hours walking and talking about origins 
and redacted truths, and when we stopped for coffee I had to 
check in with myself. Because earlier today this guy was a 
vague fill-in for a boring class, and now he was in 3D and had 
morphed from my pursuer to my prey by 9 p.m. 

"How long have you been at Steve7?" I asked as segue, 
while the waitress poured our first cups. 

"Steve7," he repeated with a smirk. I guess staff and assis-
tants don't refer to this hallowed institution of Jesuit-flavored 
learned girls how the learned girls themselves do. 

"Since Clemente," he answered. "Do they teach about Pope 
Steven the VII yet or ever?" he asked, leaning back in his chair 
and taking off his glasses to clean. I suddenly understood how 
Lois Lane and Jimmy Olsen were duped for so long. Tim 
looked completely different without glasses. He wasn't cute. 
He was downright dashing. 
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"What? Sorry." I looked past him to pretend like I wasn't 
distracted by his looks, rather some other personal question or 
note to self. 

"The pope the school's named after. I didn't see any classes 
or even syllabuses that touched on him. Weird, right?" he said, 
but more as if baiting me than sharing a mutual realization. 

"Oh, the guy was a fuckin' whack job," I said quietly while 
sipping. Tim choked his sip into the back of his nose and con-
vulsed forward, then back, with a laugh that was louder than 
any word I'd heard him utter all night put together. 

"Holy shiiit," he said, progressing from full throat to whis-
per and eying off the other patrons who were acting like they 
weren't looking. "What makes you say that?" he asked, holding 
his grin in his eyes but leaning forward, as if to challenge what 
I was about to say. And that was the only mistake Tim made 
that night. Or ever, as far as I'm concerned. But he didn't know. 
It was gospel in our home, but "You don't challenge Emvee." 
The springy-haired, swarthy daughter of a soldier turned dip-
lomat in a world of Euro-American senators' daughters is a 
snake pit of a way to go. You lean at me, I let it rip. 

"Only that …," I took a really deep breath and raised my 
eyebrows, "Vicar-for-a-year Pope Stephen the 7th, 896 to 897, 
had a grudge with the dead and a fetish for justice. To squash a 
beef with the last pope and uphold the ruling of a longer-dead 
pope, he invented the Cadaver Synod – an ecclesiastic trial and 
a cadaver – a dead body." My eyes narrowed on Tim and I took 
on a dramatic tone, as if telling a fairy tale. Only this was no 
fable. The guy was a fucking whack job. 

"Steve7 dug up that pope's corpse and set it on the papal 
throne. The pope's corpse, with some help from a teenage dea-
con behind the throne, defended itself against the screaming 
tirades of the prosecutor, Pope Stephen VII, esquire." Tim lost 
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the staring contest with that one and laughed back into his 
chair, hugging his corduroy arms and waiting for more. I went 
on about the school's patron pope while my other mind went 
further back. 

The family mantra, "You don't challenge Emvee," used to 
be a warning about my combative response style. When I mel-
lowed out around 12 years old, it became more of a cue for me 
to rattle off some esoteric fact. And when available in my eidet-
ic brain, I would throw in some really obscure reference to 
whatever the subject was being called out. 

Dad and I conspired many times to impress his guests and 
military attachés after dinners. He'd call from the den, 
"Emvee?! Charles, whom you met with the red tie, is from the 
Swedish Embassy." I'd pause for two beats to take a deep 
breath and begin an encyclopedia-worthy summary of the two 
elements Dad yelled from the cigar cave. I'd integrate the origin 
of the red in his tie and the Swedish Dalecarlian horse or Swe-
dish fish or whatever the two pieces of data brought to mind. It 
was a cognitive gift turned parlor trick, but what it was most 
for me was a connection between me and my Dad. He would 
give me a copy of his guest lists in a blue envelope on the first 
and fifteenth of every month of the dinners we would host. It 
was my job to look up all the people on the guest lists, research 
their home countries, positions and any weirdly specific piece 
of trivia that would make a tipsy, cigar-addled dignitary 
vaguely remember that he had a really interesting evening at 
our home. 

I never had the heart to tell my father that I cheated. 
We would smile mischievously every time he handed me 

that sealed blue envelope with the two-week dinner plans. We 
acted like spies, even when alone in the townhouse. He'd peek 
around a corner, "Pssst. Agent Emvee. The Blue Gorilla Sings at 
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Midnight," or some equally random hybrid code words, and 
pass me the envelope under his arm with a "Shhhhh" and a 
wink. As he a capella'ed the “Mission Impossible” theme, I 
would slink away to my room and the closet and the box where 
I placed the envelope, unopened like every other one in there. 

Meeting Tim that night, that way, struck a chord. The way 
he was so genuinely interested in my words and ideas, the way 
I thought he was challenging my knowledge, only to learn he 
was searching it to add to his own – my Dad made me feel that 
way. 

Even though I was five or nine or sixteenthirty, when he 
asked me to explain myself, he wasn't testing me. He was 
learning from me. He would say, "You're closer to the memory, 
sweetheart. To where we were before all this." 

Dad wasn't a religious man. He was raised Roman Catho-
lic, educated a Jesuit, and moved in upper church circles, but 
he was also a Bar Mitzvah and knew how to sing parts of the 
Qur'an. And my brother and I too. 

As my Girl Scout tent sang "Supercalifragilisticexpialido-
cious," I hit the harmony and subsequent dishonorable 
discharge with 

"Rosiriscrucianscarabdiscordemplisticmalta." 
So while I will always be thankful for the alternate and var-

ied upbringing my Dad gave me, I will certainly have a copy of 
“Mary Poppins” in my future home so my children do not be-
come coven fodder. 

As a diplomat with a Citadel PhD and bars on his uniform 
in colors I've not seen in the natural world, it was really Dad's 
religious life or religion life that was his business. I used to 
think all religion was born out of parents' fears of scaring their 
children about death. And I still don't know if Dad was an 
atheist, but his directing his daughter's existential attention on 
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her before-life and its blank mystery instead of her afterlife and 
its many colored horrors was the most religiously compassion-
ate maneuver I knew of. It made my life and my drive based on 
answers of origins, not endings. I never spent a day depressed 
about the future or my mortality, because it never crossed my 
mind. 

He fed my intellectual curiosity and trained me to be a 
usurper. Every afterschool class, camp or seasonal program 
was a stretch physically, mentally or emotionally, but never 
two or all three. Ultimate fighting – speed chess – Cuneiform 
translating – and all the while, I took. I took his attentions. I 
took his directions. I took his little blue envelopes and only ev-
er opened the one. The taking is what I had to give. 

When I look back now, all the training and extra-
curriculars he demanded were preparing me for something my 
Father never wanted for me. As if he feared that one day I 
might ask him what the family business was, he put me 
through all those things that I might never want to know. If 
you found that your path required needing to know how to kill 
a man with a Bic lighter, you made some bad career choices. 

Tim, on the other hand – he identified, shadowed, groomed 
and entered me. "Old Spice!” I yelled, making both patrons 
freeze mid-sip. "You're wearing Old Spice." I then announced 
over my shoulder toward the two schlubs at the counter and 
the waitress who looked like she knew it already, "I figured it 
out! Old Spice. Not an Old English man. 

Thank God! Dad's an Old English guy, and that would 
have been too weird." I summarized my findings, and my relief 
that this lanky dork whom I was warming up to did not share 
my Dad's taste in cologne. My detective prowess made up for 
my lack of clandestine skills at the time. But Agent Tim Gabhar 
entered me into the CIA before I left Steve7. 
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It wasn't the marksman training at 9 or the technical climb-
ing and rappelling at 12 aversion therapy my Father employed 
that didn't work, it was the same gentle and genuine interest in 
me both he and Tim took that wooed me over to the darker red, 
white and blue side. And if I'm as honest as an oath-making 
American soldier of intelligence can be, rappelling was my 
idea. Shooting camp was my idea too. So was going back to 
Tim's place. 

Once an entered apprentice of the CIA, at least from the 
"Special Activities" wing of the Science and Technology section, 
a girl had a lot of access to "sealed" public records of sitting 
congressmen. You see, like skips in demeanor or timelines, I 
can't really let things go. Especially gum snapping, sixteenthir-
ty Brownie-shirt covens of the Revolution. So while they were 
home on Thanksgiving break their senior year, two of those 
senators' daughters learned that they'd be repeating the semes-
ter and their secondary education once transferred to 
Immaculate Conception Catholic School in Queens; a stone's 
throw from Rikers Island Jail Complex and their Daddies. 
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Chapter 21: Monster Messiah 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
As if the Angel Muerte is pulling me toward heaven, I feel a 

tug on the top of my head. Teeth. Salivation as opening salvo. 
The first bite of a copper tip-tinged blood-brain barrier that 

wasn't anymore. And here we go. 
_____________________________________________________ 

 
"Damn this is deep!" Burke yelled, but right in my ear. 

"Hey!" I winced at Burke as I recoiled from the shout. 
"Oh. Sorry, sir. I, I just realized, sir…." He fell right into 

submission. I've been in this ethos of the military a long time 
but, unlike Seth, I am not comfortable as an officer getting 
"Sir'ed" and saluted out of nowhere. 

"At ease, dude," I laughed. 
"Hehe, 'dude,'" he repeated my surfer slang. "You're alright 

chief, heh, 'dude.'" 
I laughed and then jumped up as if I had a predetermined 

task to attend to, but it was really a way to avoid the next set of 
natural questions when two men hit a stride like that. The 
"Where ya froms" or "Where'd you grow ups" were daunting 
challenges to me ever since I could remember. 

Son of a military man, I was born overseas and lived in six 
different cities and bases by the time I was 9. I learned how to 
make friends fast and leave them faster. One casualty of that 
lifestyle was the quick answer to questions that for most people 
are easy, like what's that accent or where's your father? 

There were subtle nuances to being a military alien child, 
as opposed to other types of kids who came into class halfway 
through the year from somewhere else in the world. You de-
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veloped little things that made you different, and that also 
made them uncomfortable. In 3rd grade gym class, for instance, 
my shoulder wasn't branded with a hole as wide and as deep 
as a dime from vaccinations – or whatever was being done to 
kids' shoulders in the ’70s in the states. In Landstuhl, Germany 
they either weren't doing it, weren't doing it to me or weren't 
doing it that way. And I couldn't imagine the kids in the states 
got any different or less than Army brats overseas. I didn't have 
the brand, so I was immediately identified and ousted. In the 
military, there were no clear race divisions – every kid looked 
like somewhere else, as war is a great integrator, so military 
brats sought man-made differences. I didn't realize my best 
friend in first grade was black until “Roots” came out years lat-
er. That difference doesn't register with military kids. Not even 
in the ’60s and ’70s. It was as if we were pre-programmed to 
seek out niche-difference and rid the herd of it. Yet these differ-
ences – any change to our experience that we adjusted to – only 
assured our survival. So I was never able to reconcile that 
seeming disconnect in our configuration. And, as I looked back, 
maybe it wasn't the vaccination brand or lack thereof that got 
me shoved. Maybe it was the blank stare as I pondered the ge-
netics of the moment there by the monkey bars in front of those 
7-year-olds that earned it? 

When a military family finally melded into civilian life, it 
was a culture shock. Pressed men no longer waited to salute 
you as you rolled home from the commissary, and suddenly 
buying gum incurred a tax. 

I came to believe that military people were just different. I 
didn't realize until my early teens that people chose this life. 
Whenever we'd move to a new base there would be noticeable 
differences in the weather and the accents on the radio, but 
every U.S. Army base had a specific, regimented and predicta-
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ble culture. Halfway through the third grade, my father was 
stationed in New Mexico at Kirtland Air Force Base – famous in 
the military universe as a top five Russian target during the 
Cold War. It was a high watermark brag on the blacktops of 
other base schoolyards, but an uncomfortable reality when it 
was the last base your father was stationed at. A persistently 
uncomfortable reality too. Every Tuesday at noon the skies 
above Albuquerque would fill with the whining air raid sirens, 
testing the population's readiness while reminding us what it 
would sound like should Brezhnev push first or if Gabriel were 
to blow early. 

Father was military intelligence, and the first time I heard 
that Pavlovian joke about it being an oxymoron, I didn't get it. 
Still don't. Maybe it was watching these men and women "so-
cialize" with my parents all those years or the oxymoronic 
irony of the asshole who first told it to me – a liberal professor. 

Military intelligence's Army branch, indeed every service 
branch's secret twigs, had a post at Kirtland – the Holy Seat of 
Sandia National Laboratories. This place, where no building 
rose above four stories and no hole was shallower than 40, to-
gether with the fabled hollow Manzano Mountains at its 
Eastern gate; this was the principal nuclear weapons installa-
tion of the United States Department of Defense after World 
War II. And it was the minds and vaunted access this nonde-
script place attracted that gave New Mexico the secret 
distinction of having the most advanced-degreed people per 
capita than any state at the time. Yet most Americans couldn't 
tell you which state sat between Arizona and Texas. And before 
long, you realized New Mexicans liked that almost as much as 
they liked how non-locals couldn't spell Albuquerque. 

Sandia was the nexus of American military intelligence and 
civilian genius, and vice versa. And the fact that we knew San-
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dia's alter ego during the Cold War meant our current most 
valuable target – the Me of that secret culture was somewhere, 
even more inconceivable to us than Albuquerque to a 1940s 
Bostonian. The attention on Albuquerque and Sandia Labs only 
helped the locals as Kirtland was no longer a Hot Target. At 
best, it was in the "Nice to Bomb" column. 

Not then. I eventually recognized that the innate nature of 
New Mexicans in general and Albuquerqueans in specific to fly 
under the radar was probably why it was all there. Like the 
conspiracy theories of the Secret Society of the Illuminati hid-
ing inside the Secret Society of the Masons, the U.S. 
government hid its secrets in a place no one wanted the atten-
tion and no one could spell. 

We were living in base housing, thus on American soil, 
though not technically IN New Mexico. Just as when I was 
born, I was on American soil and not IN Germany. So I could 
have legally run for president, but given the choice between 
that and going to school off-base, I preferred combat. My first 
civilian school was technically across the street, but for my in-
tents and purposes, off-base. Though stationed in ABQ, my 
father would get brief deployments from a few weeks to six 
months. Where there was a base and civilian population, he 
would take me along. My mother stopped coming along after 
the second deployment. 

Every time I was placed in schools off-base, and it was a 
culture shock every time. We like to complain about the ho-
mogenization of strip mall America, but I can tell you as a 
tourist in my own country, the only thing any of us has in 
common as Americans is just that. The word. 

I was 13 when I realized that my being forced to assimilate 
into surrounding communities instead of fostering relation-
ships with fellow Army brats was on purpose. As a parenting 



 

178 
 

choice, it was a tough one. It was ultimately good for the char-
acter and well-roundedness of the child, but what parent who 
loves their child can really make that decision? The well-
roundedness may come at the expense of a secure, nurtured 
person. At least, that's the rationale any thinking parent can 
confidently come to. But I know of none who have – including 
my own parents. 

It was late and I was mind-fighting the model planes I had 
strung from my ceiling. As the blackened cotton balls billowed 
from the nose-diving German Messerschmitt and the P51 Mus-
tang banked away, I heard my father talking with a man called 
"Eliot." "Eliot Who's Afraid of Tigers."  

I had overheard one of their conversations when I was 6 
and apparently came and asked, "Who's afraid of tigers?" Eliot 
quickly said he was, then laughed as I was ushered back to bed. 
From that uncorrected question on, "Eliot Who's Afraid of Ti-
gers" started visiting after I was asleep. But that night I heard 
him say fervently to my father, "Then you make her under-
stand." 

This man, who I saw maybe twice – and both times leaving 
– escaped description. I got vague flashes of a stocky, dark-
haired man with glasses, but that pretty much described every-
one in the mid-’70s. My father was speaking lower than he was, 
and although this man wasn't a soldier – that much was clear 
given his build and sideburns – Dad seemed somehow subor-
dinate to him. I only ever saw men of my father's age or 
younger salute him, often without him noticing, yet here was 
this civilian man, smaller than Dad, seemingly telling him how 
to talk to my mother.  

"And give him these." I heard a rustling of a grocery bag 
plopped on the kitchen table. In that bag was a collection of 
books that would periodically change the trajectory of my life. 
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There were 17 books ranging from “The Hobbit” to “Tantric 
Yoga.” Each book was enthralling and led brilliantly to the 
next. But there were lulls of years between books, and even 
those lulls seemed planned.  

For when I would finally pick up the next book in the se-
ries, I realized that I would not have been ready for it any 
sooner. I still needed a handful of books before I would feel 
ready for “Tantric Yoga,” but whoever designed this Rogue 
Scholarship for me – whoever "Eliot" was and why he cared 
about where I went to school, what books I read and in what 
order – seemed to be onto something. When I looked at the last 
few titles coming my way, I had no idea how “Cosmic Trigger” 
would lead to “Morals and Dogma,” then John Keats’ “Lamia,” 
before I arrived at “Tantric Yoga,” but it sounded like a happy 
ending either way. 

"Cheer," 'Irfaan announced at a spot in the corridor that 
looked like every other temporarily lit spot for the past 15 
minutes or so. "No Bork," he said holding his hand out to 
Burke's chest. "Is sorry to say to no Bork is cheer," he said quite 
matter-of-factly, as if he wasn't an unarmed prisoner flanked by 
two unnecessarily armed kill machines smelted in the furnace 
of the U.S. Army. Burke stayed put, even bowing out a bit as he 
stepped back. 'Irfaan's dress shoes made more sense on him 
now than any other garment, as he stood next to the corridor 
wall. When Burke had fallen back into the shadows and my at-
tention turned back to 'Irfaan as if ready, he whispered 
something in Aramaic, I think, and like the screen that slid be-
hind us before the flush, the wall slid up a meter wide. Very 
bright. Too bright to see, and when I winced back, my maître d’ 
was no longer there. 

My eyes adjusted slowly. The detail through the doorway 
started filtering in from my periphery. The center of my vision 
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was still white hot as the back of my retinas healed from the 
burn. First the floor: slick, sage and textured with the finest pat-
tern of hexagons or webbing or some patterns that changed as I 
looked at them. I placed my left hand on the door frame, noting 
the difference in temperature between the two parts of my 
hand – the palm on the corridor wall, the fingers cupping the 
new wall, which was warm, soft and smooth. I looked at my 
fingers and an ether-like mist swirled around them where they 
touched the wall. Suddenly everything else in the corridor felt 
frozen and biting. Like that sense of being followed down the 
hall at night as a kid going back to my room, my adult self 
honestly rushed through the doorway before the imagined 
ghost grabbed my back. 

And for a moment, between the doors of both places, there 
was one mind. And it was that mind we touch only a few times 
in a life. For me, the first was when the jump-master gave me 
the first nod and I hurled myself and my instinct out of a per-
fectly good airplane. My father, who was a thousandaire in 
jumps as an Airborne Ranger, gave me one piece of advice be-
fore I did my first jump: "Enjoy the fear, because you'll never 
feel that alive again." 

"E-Engurra." I heard 'Irfaan speak once more as I got my 
composure and stood up straight. Slowly. The first sensation 
was a scent – clinical, sweet, clean and pennies? Then, with my 
vision still in whiteout, I heard a hum. A tone. Not machinery. 
There was a pattern, though, I thought. My mind locked into 
that process I do when triggered by a word like "pattern" or 
"code"; I lost all else and started counting the points and inter-
vals. I think this is like Burke's instinct to mirror the native, 
maybe a survival tactic of mine, because if I could discern a 
pattern, I could link it to an intelligence, and therefore reduce 
the potential threat. If there was no pattern, then it was chaos 
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and natural and, therefore, omnipotent and an incalculable 
danger. So locking into patterns is my threat assessment, and I 
figureed that out in one mind as the other still sought an algo-
rithm. 

In a series of sounds and tweets and digital audio debris, a 
string of words came together that I started to make out. "… 
and this is why … to rise and prepare for what's already 
here…." It was the voice of a woman, a sensual but nurturing 
hiss of words – none discernible, no language I'd heard – but 
then it began to sound Aramaic, I think. 

While the circle in front of my sight contracted quicker and 
I could now gauge the size of this place – a basketball court or 
an elementary school gym were the first references. The voice 
continued, and while there was no discernible pattern yet to 
the tone, I did begin to recognize a pattern in the voiceover 
languages. I started hearing sounds and inflections familiar to 
anyone today as caricatures of these peoples: Celtic, Latin, Vi-
king or Norse, then Italian. Once her sultry voice went French, 
which is a universal combination, I knew next was English. The 
voice was tracing the chronology of dominant languages on 
Earth, sort of like we did with the record we put on Voyager 
before sending it out to space. 

My vision cleared like so much blown mist, and this room 
was round. Smooth, tiled like the pool but smaller, finer and 
seemingly fluid tiles that, as I looked around my feet, seemed 
to re-tweak themselves and send that information out. Under 
the tone, which seemed to vibrate my ass bone, I could swear 
little hive-like things were uttering. 

I made a 360-degree scan of what looked like an oversized 
men's room, then kitchen, then laboratory. The counters were 
over my head and I couldn't see what sat upon these counters, 
only the flickering of utensils or things … just things up there. I 
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felt a tickle on the bottom of both feet through my boots and it 
felt like I sunk a centimeter into a gel floor. Looking down, I 
saw the hive-like patterns around my feet quake and produce a 
ripple that stretched out toward edges of the space. The room 
adjusted. That is, it seemed as if the floor calibrated my stature 
and the room, its counters and seats and wall screen shrinking 
to fit my size. It all happened so fast on me that I lost my shit; I 
buckled over onto my knees and spit up some black water. 
Now on all fours, my drawn face hanging down heaving, I 
picked up my right hand and looked – the hives were now 
whispering on my palm and I couldn't feel my heart   
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Chapter 22: Madame Priestesses 
Special Agent Emvie 

 
Alexi's ankle beeped low, letting us know we had 30 sec-

onds to get ready for step one of our seven-step plan. All she 
did on that beep was take off the ankle watch and hold it over 
the toilet bowl. I thought the same thing on our first run-
through, but these monastery bowls are more like toilet tu-
reens. A wristwatch and all kinds of evil would easily descend 
the seven rings from these portals. 

Aside from the handful of bread in my pocket, the only 
other tool I’d whittled down to being absolutely essential – and 
waterproof – was my laser ruler. I would have time to eat that 
bread before the underground water step Alexi theorized, but 
my laser ruler was absolutely essential for what I hoped to find 
that night. And thank God-dess the thing was nun's nunny-
sized. We were smart in our passion. You have to be in this 
business. A soldier sleeps when he can; an agent sleeps with 
whom she can. It's an unwritten Right of the Field Agent. 
There's a lot of grey between turning and fucking an asset. 

Alexi and I knew by then where to tuck our hands in these 
contraptions to exchange shivers while not sacrificing our read-
iness. It was the most passionate and satisfying four minutes, 
and because we couldn't close it, that four minutes was still 
open. Since then every tension or sexual urge was tinged with 
Irish lips, a tamarind tongue and a tide that was forever com-
ing in. Except one. 

"One," she said, and we took off our veils and bandeaus, 
giving our heads full mission peripheral. 
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She turned back to the blue dining hall and Joan's finale 
while I looked to the orange Eden girls. All week at the beep 
the Eden girls were led back into the room nude, with white 
hoods over their heads, and as they entered, a sister would take 
off the hood and each would do the reverse Dance of the Seven 
Veils as they raced to their habits giggling. 

Not tonight. 
I peered to the doorway where the novices would be ush-

ered in, still aroused and excited to see the nubile forbidden 
fruits come in. The door opened slowly, and for the first time I 
could see into the room where the sisters had been taking 
blindfolded nuns all week. It was bright, piercing orange and it 
looked like what I came here for – a throne room, but not papal, 
or even Zoroastrian; this throne room was adorned with lions 
and bulls, but the primary image, the centerpiece above the 
too-bright-to-see room, was a winged lion. 

"Two!" Alexi hissed, which triggered us to pull out the em-
bedded ear pieces, rendering us unable to communicate 
through the ether. 

Our muscle memory carried us outside the stall door and 
into the corridor. We paused at the Dining Hall. Joan slid 
through the door, hugged Alexi, then whispered, "Omnis vo-
luptas mea, amoris et ritualia," then put her hands on my 
cheeks. Warm, soft, firm. She lightly grazed my lips, then my 
forehead, with her thumb. 

"Surrexit Inanna," she said, then kissed me lightly on the 
lips. "Surrexit Inanna." 

She smiled again at Alexi and moved past us. Alexi 
watched her leave for a second, then looked at me. Smiling, she 
wiped my forehead with her palm, then showed me her open 
hand. It was smeared with blood. Joan had made of her tide a 
sacrament, and I was anointed. 
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"Three." And we both ripped out our coifs, freeing our 
necks completely. We both rubbed and sighed erotically with 
the air around our necks. Then it hit me. "Wait!" I said, surpris-
ing both of us. "The Eden Gym; I saw into that room." I was 
clutching Alexi's sleeve now, and hard, as that memory and my 
mission fused. “That's what I'm looking for! That's the throne 
room!" I whispered severely. I didn't care that she now knew 
my step eight of this plan. We had hit the Rubicon of this mis-
sion, and knowing the end game of each other's country would 
not affect either's success. 

"What? LGV said you were here for the wheels," she re-
plied, confused, then surprised at herself for divulging that she 
had any idea what my mission was. 

"Wait. What? Wheels? Who's LGV and why would anyone 
know why I'm here outside of CIA?” 

She just glared at me, frozen by her utter failure of protocol 
and having no reference for how to react to this eventuality. 
Because in our companies, this is not an eventuality. An agent 
of her prowess and seeming seasoning did not let loose a su-
pranational confidential piece of intel like that. But she did. 

"What are you?" I asked with a new brand of anger. It was 
not the anger of a rival classmate, but a bigger, more important 
national security anger. I immediately went to that place in my 
American ego that other countries talk about behind our back. 
"I am CIA you G2 motherfucker, and you are my guest in Iraq." 
This brand of anger was exhilarating, though misplaced. 
Minutes ago I had submitted to this woman's lips and now I 
was lording over her like some, well, goddamn American. 

Though obnoxious, arrogant and juvenile, like WWI, 
WWII, trains and cars and computers and birth control, both I 
and America had a point. 
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I stared down Alexi after my fiercely whispered tirade and 
awaited her retort or apology. I got neither. "Fucking go then," 
was what she said. Like France and England. We burst out 
laughing, then she turned my shoulders back toward the way 
we came, saying, "Step seven" which meant we'd link back up 
later in the plan. 

"Four!" she loudly whispered down the corridor after me, 
and I could hear the cardboard material of her guimpe fling 
against the walls. Losing that breastplate suddenly made eve-
rything in front of me more accessible. Everything about the 
habit intended its wearer toward submission and prayer. With-
out it, women got ideas and could run. That indignant 
Comparative Religion major, who won every intellectual ar-
gument with professors and their assistants with facts or a 
blowjob, was back. Everything since that first night with 

Tim led up to right here. In that vainglorious moment, I re-
alized she had successfully diverted my attention from her 
knowing anything about my mission. Everything, while vi-
brantly possible, was now precariously set. A weeks-long plan 
was vanquished, and an allied agent was now suspect, but the 
very reason I was here was just a few yards away. 

There was a passage between pillars that could access the 
Eden Girls Gym, as no community room there was really 
blocked off entirely. Just inconveniently. And to squeeze 
through, I needed to lose the garment even more. The hip rope 
held it all together via strategically placed loops, and it was 
thick. So one well-meaning tug and the habit fell away like silk. 
This step wasn't until there was water, so while it would have 
been difficult to explain the loss of the headgear, explaining my 
walking the corridors in a smock and breechcloth would have 
been an exorcism-level event. Before sliding between the pillars 
that would bring me into that golden orange room, I looked 
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back and saw the fist of bread. With my laser ruler tucked safe-
ly away, thus no more hiding places and no way I was leaving 
it, I shoved the entire thing in my mouth in a tactic I'd later coin 
"Operation: Chip Monk." But much later. 

My fingers slithered first around the last pillar and my 
nails glistened pink and white before my eyes were bathed first 
in a flash, then dried to a sublime tableau. The location from 
where I spied this place was the same viewpoint from where I 
spied this place in every imagination, daydream, night dream 
and term paper doodle since I first said the words "Inanna." It 
was like coming up on the Lincoln Memorial from behind his 
right foot, behind his throne but nowhere anyone would deign 
to look at a king or a president – or tonight, a goddess. 

Prostrate in reverse – upside-down from a kneel and facing 
the throne – were 15 people naked as the day those sweat-
pooled navels were clipped – women, men and both. Splayed 
before the throne – and I could see now in the reflections of the 
glass in that chamber – was Sister Joan astride a single source 
of red-orange light. Her moon dance was her warmup, for now 
her wet naked body was swarming with young men trying to 
obey and not enter her. 

The moon was refracted through the base of her throne, 
and the light made us glisten and the air made us listen to the 
screams as desire devoured our fears. 
  



 

188 
 

Chapter 23: Golems Don’t Grin 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
There is a signal from one of my punctured retinas to my 

awareness and, although through a burnt rose-colored lens and 
black on the edges, I still see. The crystallized frozen amoeba 

on the surface of my eye frames the night, presenting me an ar-
ray of snowflakes. And because the broken but clear drive-in 

theater of my eye tissue is as cold as the flakes, they stay. Na-
ture intended toward her own structure without help. And now 

I wonder if I got something very wrong. 
_____________________________________________________ 

 
 
"I, or who this I is now, knows only now and long before." 
"What?!" I asked to an echo that beat me to it. "I am…," I 

began to recite my name, rank, and serial, but none of that in-
formation came to the front before I was interrupted. 

"You had children so you were, is all, lord," came a voice 
that was far too familiar to be sexual. It was the one who cali-
brated herself through the millennia of Earth's languages to, 
"Be here now," which she said with my thoughts. 

I was seated. How? I don't know, but this one-size-fits-all 
room thing is all-encompassing. I could have stood if I had 
thought about it, and every twitch to my position for comfort 
was scratched, then supported, like Dr. Scholl’s fucked a mas-
sage chair; a self-aware and submissive massage chair. 

As I settled into my peak position, and as if in a theater, the 
room dimmed to the most beautiful dark blue and green hue as 
the hive patterns on the wall before me glowed at the seams. 
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Only when my eyes and my comprehension could handle it 
did the next set of scenes advance. 

Extreme nature. Soaring in a more-than-real aerial over an 
early, moonless earthly landscape. Many, many volcanoes, and 
as the crust began to harden near the poles, the earth was 
struck from beyond by something taking an apple-bite chunk 
of her into space. The debris that was hurled into a wider orbit 
with our sun or beyond spun in place but around its host. I ex-
pected to watch this galactic roadkill become our moon, but it 
started to become a ring instead.  In a flash, I saw the moon 
built. In the fast-forward spins of this movie, the debris that 
was going to be a ring around the Earth was seemingly collect-
ed around a tetrahedron sphere cage that arrived there from 
behind me. In a relative instant it became our grey, dead and 
asteroid-pelted moon. 

I watched it try to spin along with the earth’s gravity, but 
then, as if a tether ball, it halted and stayed still. Locked in 
place with one face toward the planet, its backside sparked and 
fluttered with lights that spread and ebbed in a consistent pat-
tern over time. This was no dark side of any moon. 

Surface Sapiens fought, died and worshiped this orb as di-
vine watchers for millennia, until the imprint failed to an 
intellect. But it was our intellect that failed us. Our fear kept us 
from asking, and we willingly looked down while a solar sys-
tem went under construction. 

The early earth cooled and a perfect circle band of lush 
green marshland formed instantly on the edge of what I now 
know is Pangaea – the Earth before its continents broke away 
and floated across the crust. My view rose as if into orbit, and I 
watched this misty ringed garden stretch with the pull of the 
continental plates. I saw the area fight back Ice Ages and a 
complete submersion of that entire area by water. Finally, it set-
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tled into its familiar state, which we call The Fertile Crescent. 
This is why the tiles in the pool house were askew. At the time 
they were laid, they were probably perfect. 

Then, at an angle closer to land yet upward, I saw rings. 
Through the thick vapor sky; glistening rings. This couldn't 
have been Earth, and that break in what I expected, however 
unexpected all of this was, tore me out of the moment.  

Rings of water. 
I pitched and yawed to see a series of clips showing early 

humans gathering fruit, and what looked like trapping but 
wasn't; they were freeing animals from traps. The view panned 
upward again and I marveled at how, as if choreographed to 
the ages, these rings of water collapsed onto Earth in her tor-
sion-spun baptism by deluge. Over and over again. 

I'd become aware that the tone of this place had a pattern. I 
noticed it before the gel chair, but the visual distractions were 
too many. There were seven distinct tones. They'd repeated 
three times since I came up here … came up here? Up from 
where? And just as my attention skipped, so did the tone.  And 
that was my primer. I was the pattern. 

This tone was a slave to my attention and only shifted fre-
quency when a pattern of thought reached a zenith. Like a 
biofeedback response, I could follow a stream of consciousness 
to an end.  Or not. 

The logic of a thought process is math. Allowing it to inter-
rupt and split and be tweaked by outside stimuli is music. Is 
art. Is Sapiens. 

"Sapiens," I said to myself and my creator when the voice 
spoke. "He's waking," she said with a whisper, as if about a ba-
by. 

"It is waking," I corrected her, and now in a new mind. I 
suddenly knew this floor and these walls, and what was magic 
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a moment before was now and again an outdated laboratory 
with ancient, glitchy hiveling surface technology. There are no 
new technologies approved for insertion anymore for Homo 
Sapiens, and I was already flirting with a blood treason, but I 
decided then to add supplanting this hiveling technology to my 
list of offenses. In time, and were it not for the twisting of the 
Brotherhood, more lucid men would have found the primer for 
this technology in the calcium copper silicate of the blue ink 
with which we saturated Ka-sen's Dynasty. 

Picking off a thumbnail-sized chip of hiveling countertop, I 
placed it where The Spin was least, and where the fabrication 
of a container was simple to do and to watch. An envelope. A 
blue so different it would be a burr in the third consciousness 
of a lineage with one duty: to get this envelope into the hands 
of my next landing. A son or a daughter of my blood should 
attain not only this lordship and serenity but this "miracle" of 
science that would cure a hangnail for their gods. It was yet 
another crime, but small and for us. "It is for the Creator Good," 
I mused to myself aloud. 

"Did you call to me, lord?" Nin whispered, as her presence 
became visible to my new and most honest state of being. I 
loved this moment when my sweet Nin came into my field. But 
it was that sweet spot that got me into trouble between places 
as a distraction and too often new hybrids, so I turned to my 
work that was waking up. 

The small pool of black water was quaking with the 
twitches of an animated little being. A tiny version of me, but 
better. I held back my emotions and managed all my expecta-
tions, for those were reserved for one of these little fellows who 
stayed. For this process. 

That mandate to ease the burden of an opulent people with 
the potential of an invented one was a punishment. But for 
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whom? A sacrificer must be tranquil, uplifted and free from 
egoism. This would be the written code, for I alone knew, more 
than all of them, that these did not exist together naturally. 

"Oh, he is much more beautiful than the others, clever 
prince," her voice swooned lustfully around the watery crib. 

"No. Not this now, Nin. Not this now," I hissed, glaring 
down as the tiny one stretched and pulled at the water and the 
air – physical triggers that should ignite the template so that 
this one could read the environment before it reaped him. The 
voice and her essence vanished before my "no" sounded, and 
the tone turned a solemn wavelength that made the hivelings 
dance in and around the baby. Pink seams. Violet nodules. 

And its eyes opened. Half its face had turned into the wa-
ter. I wanted to turn him so his first visual imprints weren't 
black Abzu and green hives, but were I to turn the head, every 
daughter's daughter would seek that turn. The process was 
well underway. Only the exact sequence of genetic triggers 
would result in enough complexity to host a template-able 
mind, something to populate with archetypes and instincts. 

We wouldn't be able to avoid being mythologized as this 
species evolved, so we had to take care at each imprint. For 
now, we sought a man-beast that would learn but not desire. 
This was my half-brother's edict, for which I am obliged. This 
was my half-brother's mistake, for which I will be blamed. This. 

"Clever prince," I scoffed. "There's 'clever' and there's 'bril-
liant,’” I said out loud to myself and my creator. I knew what 
was needed was what was forbidden. 

"Your hand is forced, lord," she said with trepidation. She 
was alone among all who could return once cast out and be 
welcomed back. 

"Yes. Yes," I said simply, as agreement and permission to 
come forward. 
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Her voice coiled around my legs. "All who judge are 
agreed…," she said at the top of my thigh, "… loooord…" 
soothing me in gratitude, "… upon your necessary crime, lord. 
Your righteous supplanting, lord." 

The glory of my cleverness for creating these docile serv-
ants had faded, and now the birthing farms stood ready for 
revolt. Nin whispered to me a secret that would free her sisters 
and let loose a new species on this planet. There were conse-
quences for these beings with every one of our conveniences. 
To serve the matriarchy, I had to release the sisters by allowing 
Sapiens to reproduce as hybrids. 

This is an Earth crime against my brother's law. And the ju-
risdiction is not ours. Yet neither are the souls. 

The creature splashed again as its lids opened, but sooner 
than the template for environmental imprinting had embed-
ded. It did not know how to react to what its brain was 
experiencing through its eyes. For they were not "seeing" or 
sorting the stimuli in a way a brain of such complexity requires 
to adapt and associate. He – rather, it – was not "seeing" me; it 
was succumbing to my light. 

And in one, deep, full gulp of air for life, he got neither. 
My resolve had hardened, as their sensory awareness got 

more delicate with every birth. But this time was not like then. 
This all happened over and over, and always like this, but there 
was a node coming – a twist in the fractal of this pattern that 
would make the tone of the whole fabric shift. These grand 
philosophical reaches were another tool of my detachment 
from what was suddenly a bloodshot-eyed choking purple 
mass of earthling and scraps. 

"Let them breathe," she said right inside my left ear, her 
words oozing warmly into the center of my brain. She knew 
my place. She knew my wonders of how I might connect these 
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toys to my Pineal gland and all its dimension-shaving poten-
tial. "Give it to me … give it to them … let them breeeeaaathe," 
Nin hissed in ecstasy, and the divinity of that action that I nev-
er took became clearer than ever as the monster died glaring at 
me for help. For forgiveness for whatever sin it must have 
committed to deserve such horrific pain, confused because it 
was just near the edge of reason, and reverent for the same rea-
son. I found the white blade made of beast tooth – a symbol 
and a tool of my favorite son, Dumuzid, that was mercilessly 
shaped to extinguish mistakes. I slipped the tooth into the nape 
of my monster and turned off the pain and the light. 

Nin cried away as the hivelings flew a grail to me with fa-
miliar blood. "The gods, those who decree, a vizier's ghost have 
given to you, sweet water lord." She finished and vanished like 
the light that was almost in that creature's eyes. 

I knew this blood was of a god slain, an essence sacrificed 
while tranquil, uplifted and free from ego. 

But am I? 
 
It was my hint, my planted seed in the minds of less-clever 

minds, that germinated into this offering. An offering on a 
dare. A resurrection on a whim. This vizier's ghost was the 
spark of life that in us meant mere hundreds of thousands of 
years, but for this toy, this machine of blood and bone, this was 
immortality beyond our wildest enlightenments. And if not, it 
was the end of an expedition, a stature, a station and another 
horrific death only this time of a soul too. 

"These monsters we birth, Sister Creatrix…," I whispered, 
lifting the hybrid's chin up with my finger. "… these golems of 
clay and slaughtered gods…," I prayed to myself, "… were we 
one, to us then, what would we be?" and I set to start it all 
again. 
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I turned from my failure, still coughing away its existence 
in the black water so full of life and in the care of the hivelings 
so full of attention, like needy little pleasers awaiting our next 
intention. These inanimate sheets of blue hives made conscious 
enough to want to give over millennia lost their stasis and be-
gan to want to please too much. This place of creation, though 
forged by royal builders for the clever prince, had corners 
where the surfaces were confused by their angles and tried to 
detect the intention of the other surface to the point of molecu-
lar breakdown – pleasing others into nothingness. 

There's a threshold where the robot becomes the slave, but 
once a slave, awareness is born. Like the engineers of these 
hivelings, I needed to find the sweet spot just before the self-
awareness of a slave, but just after the blind programming of a 
robot. 

"Wise one," I said to the room, knowing full well he was 
there. He was always there, and of his own free will. My broth-
er would have him intend toward worship at best; he had no 
idea this one had intended toward his own perfection, and with 
very little coaxing on my part. "I need you to be a courier, emis-
sary and attendant once more." 

"Yes, lord," he replied simply. Softly. And in a reverence 
that filtered all words after. 

 
"This, the vizier's blood. As sacrifice it may pay back a debt 

Sapien knowledge has forgone." I placed the clay cup upon the 
counter, which ferried it to a secure staging deck. I took Du-
muzid's bone blade, which the hivelings began handing me 
before I was aware of my intention. "I need to know, Wise 
One…," I began as he walked toward me, confused but rever-
ent. "… I need to know what is sacrificed were I to …," I slit 
along the top of my forearm, then angled the wound toward a 
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saucer-grail the hivelings had made. "This blood will wait until 
cycles return at this node. You understand," I said, moving my 
eyes to his, which burned an orange-hazel. 

With great temperance, the queen hivelings ferried the 
blood along a shallow aqueduct built as it flowed toward the 
place where The Spin was not, and where a node could touch 
in time. The centers of The Spin looked like cups and could be 
caught on either side. 

The place where The Spin was not was a single space that 
could be used as a pivot across temporal time. To retrieve mat-
ter from these spaces it required the shedding of every faculty 
that would allow a conscious being to be aware of the action. 
Even the Royalist of Matrilineal Blood could not escape the 
stripping of all to touch the place that did not spin, The Place of 
Nodes. It is where the DNA of a Lord of the Earth and a blue 
envelope with a flake of hiveling could be set to be found as 
long as a primer was tagged. 

And I began, "Protein is unique short glycoprotein, the or-
ganism is Sapiens cytomegalovirus HHV5gp…,” then the 
hivelings took over dictation to pre-render equations for every 
step I took and intend to. 

 “HHV5gp124…US6….” They muttered the equation out of 
sequence, or what sounded out of sequence to me due to the 
quantum processing, but I admonished them to check auditory 
order, and my assertive tone made them want to please harder. 

"I will stream you into this node, Wise One and you will 
remind my blood in cycles from now. You understand," I stat-
ed. He nodded, as we'd discussed this before. I could not risk 
another god slain or another hybrid unborn. My blood was dif-
ferent. Pure. Royal. Thus, it should require no sacrifice. If I; if 
my ghost was able to return and I was again here from this 
blood as Sapiens, the ghost was, and would be manifest with-
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out sacrifice. If you were able to bring me here, then we will 
know that no more gods need to be slaughtered and that Sapi-
ens is neither robot nor slave, but god." 

I reached out my hand and the queen hivelings raced to 
put the final details on my gift – a Caduceus amulet. My fingers 
would crush the thing, so I waved the queens toward him and 
they raced to finish it. They'd been forging it since I spoke his 
name, since before I thought about giving him something. 
These queen hivelings were the ones required to forge matter 
such as this, and to do so they had to detect our intention even 
before our subconscious. We didn't realize there would be 
queens until someone really needed something, and not having 
them threatened the engineer's interest in hivelings. Cows are 
still here, thanks to co-evolution. These muttering blue flakes 
exist because of co-dependence. 

"These queens are indeed exalted slaves. And I notice they 
don't suffer the degradation that the pawn hivelings do. Higher 
function seems to increase longevity," I said, and then was im-
mediately embarrassed not to have considered who was in the 
room. He knew my advice might have saved his very life, but 
we might never know, and we both paused when we came to 
that question. The queens placed the helix-snake-wrapped sigil 
in his hand. The wings, still unfurling, pierced his hand, but he 
unflinchingly pulled it to his heart. 

His eyes burned with the fire once stolen, now owned. 
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Chapter 24: Celtic Spring 
Special Agent Emvie 

 
Her Official Directorate of Intelligence Station's report 

would chronicle "Alexi's" success there that night. Although the 
details would be skewed and her protocols would be tweaked, 
they would still be redacted beyond really understanding what 
happened. But there would be a big enough void in quiet re-
flection and unrelated anecdotes around which those agents in 
both companies would understand in classified recognition. 
The report alluded to "ancient water reserves" for which the G2 
was in cahoots with Canada, of all places, to secure during and 
in the aftermath of Desert Storm. And as coalition partners, 
both had full access to our spoils until such time as someone 
noticed. 

By the time Alexi had doubled back after her Step Eight, I 
was apparently in the throes of some throne mysticism orgy, 
and the entire place was drenched in an intoxicating mist. 

We later determined it fluoride-based, and at that concen-
tration those who were misted turned docile, malleable and 
horny as hell. I didn't feel as docile as some of those young men 
and women looked and acted, but they had been there a while. 
I couldn't help but grab and stroke every bit of flesh that 
crossed my hands, but my mouth still held a foreplay of bread 
waiting until the last moment for nourishment as long as pos-
sible, in case I needed it. And my eyes stayed fixed on the door 
– the other side of the door I spied from the stall. This ornately 
mirrored throne room was quite close to the surface of the 
mountain and the monastery. Indeed, it was still in full use by a 
cult of anything but pure-souled Catholic nuns. 
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I'd had my heart broken by the Church time and again, but 
never, never have I known a sister of the calling who wasn't 
tranquil, uplifted and free from ego. This monastery never had 
a come-to-Jesus moment because Jesus had his own Lizard 
King gig going on out west of here at the time. And his early 
followers didn't fall into the strategy until much later. 

Alexi appeared in the back of the Eden Gym. I could see 
her peering around a pillar, where some breech-clothed and 
hoodwinked triage nurses from the Eden Wing played giggling 
Florence Nightingales to naked, sex-weary and dead-eyed nov-
ices with oxygen and cool towels before blindly guiding them 
right back into this church of lust. That's what Alexi was seeing 
when she understood the triage training from the stall. The 
blindfolds made it a game for them; the hoodwinking made it a 
sin of omission. But who's? 

This fluoride mist made four out of five of us involuntarily 
but quite happily sprawl out as wide as our limbs would go to 
seek out pleasures I can't describe. When my determination to 
do one particular act on one particularly alluring Armenian – 
which is redundant – became obvious, Sister-Goddess Joan 
caught my eye; more dangerously, she caught my intent, thus 
my awareness, thus my ability to recount all I'd seen, touched 
and tasted. She motioned to her wings and I was immediately 
descended upon by large blonde men who easily hoisted me by 
my breech cloth and hung it and my listless body out of the 
scene. 

Alexi had seen my new distress. Some of what was going 
on here she and Irish intelligence knew well about, but they 
looked beyond the heresy and the erotic gore of this place's his-
tory to secure water rights for a conglomerate that looked like a 
Canadian but acted like an American.  
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Her mission complete, she had no duty to stay. I gave her 
no signal to help, but whether it was an unwritten code of con-
duct between allied agents, the heart strings of a lust 
unrequited or the effects of the fluoride, she wanted in. But she 
wasn't alone. There was a man with her. And he had a feather 
on his neck. She pointed him in one direction, then entered the 
throne room, and quite officiously.  

She looked to Joan, who lifted her head from the novice's 
wet torso. She flipped her head and Alexi's attention toward 
me, hanging on the wall like a flesh coat. The fluoride mist was 
thicker now and the bodies strewn across the wet, soft floor be-
gan to move slower and less determinedly. The bread in my 
mouth caused me to have to regulate my breathing, which is 
why I assumed I wasn't going to sleep too. 

Alexi pulled a cloth to her mouth and nose and walked to-
ward me. She looked really angry, and although I know she 
was acting for Joan, it was so convincing that I method acted 
my way into shrieking away from her. "Shut up, you impos-
tor!" she snarled loudly, making Joan smile before burying her 
head right back into the folds of young women on her lap. 
Alexi pulled out a rope and tied my wrists behind my back. 
"Act drugged," she whispered into my ear before shoving me 
toward the two guards who were standing behind the pillar 
smelling or snorting something. As one grabbed my arm, I 
stumbled around to seem as listless as the rest of them. The 
other whipped his finger along a tray and rubbed the dust 
around his nostrils. I'm familiar with the gestures and etiquette 
of cocaine use, but these men were rubbing this powder on the 
outside of their nostrils – not their gums. A bump and skid and 
the tray flipped a cloud of spice across me. Not cocaine. Tama-
rind?  
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As they pulled me out of the room, I snuck a quick glance 
at all the guards, and none was affected by the fluoride mist. 
This cheek of bread I'd ferried around that night was why I 
wasn’t a listless sex animal on the floor right now. Deep dive 
analysis would later reveal that the steady stream of tamarind 
in my veins counteracted the effects of the fluoride. My objec-
tive was met. I had the proof I needed to recommend the U.S. 
sanctioning of a UNESCO team here – and the technical kid-
napping and assault, no matter how much these nubile novices 
seemed to be consenting to right now, was more than enough 
reason to storm the place for the international courts later. 

There was more to the interplay of fluoride and tamarind. 
Those erotic mists seeped into the throne room based on some 
lunar cycle. Not magic; basic gravitational physics, really. A 
tidal pull let loose some machinery back there that the stewards 
of the valve considered divine. But over millennia, the system 
had developed kinks that flooded too much natural fluoride 
into those halls and souls, as in Sodom, and no longer drew 
fresh water up and down the crescent. 

The miracle of Monk Mar Mattai that caused the king to 
put that monastery there wasn't. The leprosy Princess Sara suf-
fered from must have been a type susceptible to fluoride 
treatment. For all his praying over that woman's evil infection, 
it was the mist of a natural chemical settling on her to treat her 
symptoms. In the 360s, it must have looked very much like a 
miraculous cure. So like me in reverse, the princess was saved 
by the very chemical that my spice kept from hurting me. May-
be chemistry and coincidence are just fancy words for divine 
intervention? But what Joan and her cohorts were doing to and 
with these young women wasn't pleasing any gods. Fluoride 
calcifies the Pineal Gland – the seat of the soul, the third eye, if 
you will – and both physically and spiritually these misguided 
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Ishtar worshipers were giving that third eye an irreversible cat-
aract. But fluoride is known to speed up puberty, thus assuring 
that these girls were ripe for the offering. I'd heard the idea that 
Hell isn't a place, it's a distance from God. And this place, 
whenever Cruithne – our second moon – would tangent close 
enough to let loose the tamarind-polished machines that didn't 
only drench a fertile crescent, but pulled these young souls 
deeper away from the only place they'd ever wanted to be. 
These novice nuns, these hoodwinked maidens left their homes 
and their crying families to commune with a god to give light 
to their villages by proxy. Instead, they had become sex slaves 
to an absent goddess and flopped around this ancient fish 
house in a pool of sweat, cum, and a sacred tidal blood. 

As the guards got me out the door, one of them let go of 
my arm to release the next gate. Just then the rope Alexi tied 
around my wrists sprung loose. The guard screamed and let 
go, thinking the rope was a snake jumping on us, which al-
lowed me to bolt for the next gate, slam it behind me in their 
confusion and keep descending this corridor to what I hoped 
was either a start or an out.  
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Chapter 25: That God is Legion 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
The seasoned coyote kills at the throat, where it finds the 

thickest, warmest blood of any lamb. Once my skull starts 
knifing back with deep cartilage and splintered bone, the fe-

male leader goes straight at my neck. And it tickles profoundly. 
_____________________________________________________ 

 
In an ominous but intimate boom, the backs of my eyes 

heated up and the hot sand dove into my throat. I felt a thud in 
the center of my back that ejected the tiny rocks and my confu-
sion in one sharp thrust. "Go, go, go!" I heard Burke scream at 
the pilot, and I came to in time to snap my harness before my 
legs fell out of the open bird. "Whoa, chief!" Burke screamed, 
grabbing my belts and pulling me back in. 'Irfaan looked like a 
carabiner and webbing belt gremlin huddled in the jump seat, 
clutching his shirt and staring east. "Glad you're OK, sir! We 
were sure you got caught in that last swell!" he exclaimed over 
the rotors. 

"The swell?!" I was lost. This was the first spell, the inaugu-
ral moment chief, doctor, dad Emit Archer would space out. I 
had no imprint, no reference for how to react when I came to 
from these. I remembered fainting when I was a kid after mov-
ing a heavy dresser in one of my new rooms on some base. 
When I came to from that faint, I not only had forgotten how to 
breathe, I had forgotten where, when or who I was. The only 
thing I knew now about that moment was, despite the panic, 
there was such clarity of thought that, had I chosen to, instead 
of remembering how to breathe as a 9-year-old with a head 
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rush, I could have chosen to be a 36-year-old with a hangover 
or a 76-year-old with an aneurysm. Time was my choice; the 
physical effect in me wasn't. These over-and-above conscious-
ness moments, these existential traumas, were my first hint into 
the idea of the fractal of time. The ongoing now. The constancy 
of the impermanence. 

"Chief!" An unfamiliar voice interrupted my internal narra-
tive. 

"Dammit!" I said, half scared awake, half scolding myself 
for not being more present. "Lucid Agil…," I began my mantra, 
but it worked before I finished. Say what you will about youth-
ful bravado, if you can use it to sharpen a positive mind tool for 
yourself, there's nothing more annoyingly effective. "Yes? Who 
are you?!" I shouted, pretending my "spell” was something 
else. This guy wasn't Army. Lanky, bespeckled. "Argyle?!" I 
shouted, pointing at his socks with my chin and grinning. 
"What the hell is CIA doing on an antiquities jaunt?" 

"Chief, I assure you I'm not," he stopped himself before 
committing to what my glare made obvious would be known a 
lie. There's a look I could call up when I wanted to cut through 
someone's bullshit. The "Look," as Seth so creatively coined it, 
won as many poker chips as bras it lost, and this bookish-
looking fellow in short sleeves and Wallabees was either one of 
two things: "CIA or Peace Corps!" I yelled. "Decide right now 
buddy, because where we're going…." 

"Is same there," 'Irfaan chimed in from his nylon and alu-
minum nest. "In Mosul is same if UN, Kurd, Peace Corps or 
Yankee Sam!" he said, looking at the man with a kind of dis-
dain he should have had for me all this time. This nerd was no 
threat to him. I was the one with the gun and cuffs who had led 
him around by the belt for the past … day? This is where “Lu-
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cid Agility” had its first glitch. Anything in and around that 
time was anything but. "King of Bad Winds," he finished. 

"Tim Gabhar, CIA. Chief Archer, it's a real honor, sir!" he 
shouted at me, trying not to look at 'Irfaan, who eventually 
turned back to the window and the darkening eastern horizon. 

"Timbargyle?!" I repeated incorrectly. 
"No sir! Well, yes sir almost; just Tim!" he shouted. 
"All I hear is Argyle!" I replied, having decided what to call 

him. "Tim, sir! Call me Tim!" 
"Argyle, what's CIA doing on an antiquities jaunt?!" "Tim is 

actually shorter than that nickname, sir, just Tim!" 
"Answer my fucking question, Argyle!" I repeated, and 

with a genuine angst this time. 
Tim held out his hand and I immediately knew what de-

gree and latitude this guy had earned and haled from. I saw 
that, once 'Irfaan looked away, he looked into my left eye quite 
specifically. I watched his hand do a set of subtle gestures that 
elevated us both above language, land, god or king. Dancing 
hands of brothers of one father, twin sons of different mothers. 
Argyles or not, Tim Gabhar had my indivisible attention. 

"Switch!" I yelled at Burke and waved my fingers between 
him and Tim. In a few latchings and hoists, Burke was huddled 
up against 'Irfaan, seemingly consoling him. I missed a lot 
more than what just happened and how I got here, apparently. 
Near three days I went missing before that last 10 minutes, and 
for the next 20, Tim briefed me on all of that and the mission 
we were speeding north toward – Mosul, where some intelli-
gence officers failed two key checkpoints. "Where's Seth?!" I 
yelled for all to offer answers. With that, Burke shot me a gri-
maced look, then a protective smile toward 'Irfaan, who 
suddenly looked even more upset. 
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According to Tim's recount and Burke's nods, somewhere 
along the way while exploring those tunnels, we were swept 
away and separated by a rush of water. I must have been 
washed up and out the whole time. Seth employed a search tac-
tic based on work he did along the border of Pakistan and 
Afghanistan, only then he did it from Nevada. As founder of 
the Army's first Unmanned Aerial Vehicle program, Seth gave 
Uncle-Yankee Sam a huge tactical advantage. His fetish for di-
verting then-electronically hijacking drones was even higher 
value anti-data but cost the unknown budget at least half a mil-
lion dollars every time he practiced. Twice that if there was a 
camera on board. He later admitted to me that he, "spent half a 
million dollars" each time. He wasn't trying to save face, either. 
He was letting me in on his little revenge from the inside. Seth's 
strategy was always cancer. Get in. Embed. Twist and grow. 
Military school, the U.S. 

Army, Tolkien and the Church. They transferred him out of 
the original UAV and offered him Guam or whatever cush sta-
tion away from flying machines he wanted. Instead, he chose 
the most colorless, off-putting and driest climate and wit he 
could think of by demanding this post with me. 

I was suddenly nervous for him once I realized I hadn't 
seen him since I thought he was humiliated, but then Tim filled 
me in. 

"So LGV gave Windstrom orders to rally all local teams – 
troops only – to search for you. Seth … er, uh Captain 
Windstrom requested…." 

"What's LGV?!" I interrupted. 
"Oh, sorry – the lt. general!" he explained. "See, the captain 

requested drone assist instead of troops but lost comm…." The 
helo banked right and deeper east than north, which startled 
Tim. He regained his composure. "On his own, that is, without 
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orders the captain…," Tim stalled and motioned to 'Irfaan, who 
had melted into his belts entirely, "… and your prisoner 
there…." 

"'Irfaan!" I correct, as if offended my maître d’ was called a 
prisoner. "His name is 'Irfaan!' I said proudly, while looking for 
'Irfaan's eyes so I could give him a nod. But before I could find 
them, Tim continued. 

"'Irfaan Kish here cost Lady Liberty one million dollars!" he 
shouted, then immediately clamped closed his lips as if it could 
retract the sound from the sheepish Iraqi. "Windstrom man-
aged to track and divert three birds to scan the perimeter. It's 
the only way we found you, actually. We would have started in 
the west-southwest where we calculated the water flow." I was 
nodding as if I had any idea of what he was talking about, but I 
did not. I only knew that if I acted as messed up as I felt, I 
would lose command at the moment. 

And I'm no expert, but I'm pretty sure that here in Iraq the 
U.S. Army outranked CIA. 

Turned out that Seth could summon the winds from the 
north and west with two hands, and deftly, but when his sig-
nals attracted the south wind's drone, like a confident father 
handing his son a model plane remote, Seth handed his make-
shift joystick to the nearest set of hands – which happened to be 
the smooth and quite well-groomed hands of an Iraqi. But, for 
as clean as they were, they could not avoid the mess of a half-
million-dollar bird and its four-hundred-thousand-dollar eye 
crashing into a five-thousand-year-old dune. 

Seth might have taken the blame for 'Irfaan, who had had a 
shit week, and because he'd built a name around that kind of 
thing. But the benefit and the curse of drone works is their un-
canny knack for filming everything in a 360-degree holographic 
way that kind of takes the fun out of the Blame Game. 
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After being fully briefed on our mission in the mountains 
behind Mosul, which was two hours north, I worked with 
'Irfaan, who was panicked about what was going to happen to 
him when he went before the lt. general up there. Seth was 
pulled into action before he could defend 'Irfaan, and all this 
LGV knew was that an Iraqi prisoner got ahold of a drone and 
flew it into his own homeland. This Sunni, Caduceus-iite man 
somehow embedded himself instantly among us soldiers, as if 
he were an exchange student about to fly home, but his face 
and demeanor, although strange on him, were the most appro-
priate in appearance since we’d found him. I felt sorry for him, 
suddenly and deeply. I stopped wondering about the speed at 
which he became familiar to me and just began going over 
what he could expect when we got to the LGV's outpost. 

My father would do this with me every first morning of the 
new civilian school in whatever part of the country or world 
we were in. It was the only time he ever drove me, or drove me 
to school. It was the first morning every time, and it would en-
tail a series of questions – always the same – sometimes in 
different orders, skipped or asked twice, as he scoured the 
streets on our way or flipped through his planner. I secretly 
wished he would get transferred more often just so we could 
have that one drive. I didn't know why he insisted on that one 
first ride along with me. I would have preferred two or more of 
any other day in whatever place. 

"What base, municipality, embassy status and number?" he 
would ask first, to which I would reply correctly to the first 
three and swap the last two digits of the phone number he 
wanted to be sure I had memorized. It always made him smirk. 
He knew that my swapping the digits meant I was confident 
enough in the data to flip them and to be flip. 
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By the time we began to descend, 'Irfaan looked at least 
prepared, if not calm. This was a very smart man; it was clear 
by how quickly he picked it all up. Who would be at the gate, 
how to get them to laugh, and what offerings to accept and to 
refuse out of respect? And that undertow of fear and kindness 
in his eyes wasn't going to work against him here. This was a 
zero-sum game for egos. Humility was a one-way offering here 
and no amount of pride in self, country or office would matter 
in the presence of an American general. Two stars might suffer 
a custom, but when that third star was pressed upon an Ameri-
can, it completed a holy trinity that could cast lots and decide 
whole countries' fates. Least of all a frumpy prisoner kite 
crasher. Suddenly, though, his shoes looked to me more suited 
for a lawyer. 

We touched down in a compound south of Mosul and the 
MPs pulled 'Irfaan off the chopper. 

"I got the captain, sir!" Burke yelled, tapping his helmet to 
let me know to turn on my ears. "Back in two minutes sir!" 
With that, Burke and Tim jumped off the chopper and started 
running toward the barracks. As Tim slunk down to a crouch, 
Burke raised his arms, knowing full well the blades were out of 
reach. But Tim quickly jumped and pulled Burke's arms down 
to seeming safety. That whole two seconds showed me that 
these two were not strangers. And when Tim reached into 
Burke's vest and pulled out that blue envelope, to no resistance, 
I knew three days wasn't all I missed here. 

Seth came over the radio, though he sounded hushed. 
"Speak up, man! I'm in the chopper!" Though almost whis-

pered, there was a timbre to Seth's voice that I could zero in on 
that gave it priority over all other sounds. 
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“You and Burke stay back. Just send Agent Gabhar," he 
said, but he didn't release his walkie button, which meant he 
was in a situation where the static or my voice was a problem. 

"What about the two agents up there? Trying to lose a 
third?" I asked, frustrated at the lack of information and my 
own grasp on the moment. 

"Emit. Burke. Stay back. Send Agent Gabhar," he recited, 
then clicked off completely. 

"Shit!" I concluded. I patted the pilot's shoulder and asked 
if he heard that. He shook his head "No" and spun his finger in 
the air to explain the rotor wind. "Looks like you're just taking 
Argyle,” I began, but then I saw through the helo windshield 
one of the MPs shoving 'Irfaan roughly toward the barracks. 
"Hey! Easy soldier!" I snapped harshly at the MP. "He's a coop-
erative and high value!" I said, climbing out of the bird as if it 
was 'Irfaan's intel, not his dignity, that I was concerned about. 

"You are must go to her!" 'Irfaan yelled to me once he real-
ized I was staying behind. "Seth says it's all clear!" I shouted. 

"No sir! No! Bork to here! Bork to here! Inanna to here!" 
was his way of saying "Trust me." And because he was so pre-
cise when predicting Bork's wave return, I paused and got right 
back on the chopper.  

'Irfaan could see I trusted him as the rotors tore up the trees 
faster. He looked at me as if for forgiveness for whatever sin he 
must have committed to deserve America. He had no idea 
what fate awaited him in that Army-issue corrugated steel 
throne room. And although I gave him a confident, self-assured 
smile as they pulled him away, I didn't know either. I didn't 
know who LGV was or how he treated cooperatives. All I knew 
was 'Irfaan seemed one of us, and instantly. As if before. He 
was smart, and in many ways smarter. It occurred to me how 
agile a mind, how lucid an awareness he must possess. 
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Faster certainly. And now, he was being tugged by MPs yet 
still mouthing a whole memorized sequence of salutations and 
niceties in a foreign language to save his ass. "Erfan!" I shouted, 
and motioned my head toward the medic tent. 'Irfaan followed 
my gaze and was, at first, confused. Then his face, body, and 
soul relaxed to reverence. "Be as sagacious as serpents and as 
guileless as doves!" I shouted from lord knows where. 

The big red Army serpents slithering around that cross on 
the Medic's tent meant Lord Enki was raised. At least believing 
that helped 'Irfaan, as I traded smiles with him as Burke and 
Argyle jumped back into the helo and we rose toward some 
monastery up that mountain. "Nineveh!" Argyle pointed back 
at Mosul. To me, this place was a war-torn swatch of horrors 
and the occasional humanity. I didn't see what he was seeing. 
Maybe I was unable or not ready to. 

"What was that bit about birds you had the prisoner … that 
you had 'Irfaan memorize?" Argyle asked, holding onto his 
belts like a grade-school backpack. 

"Twain! It was a Twain quote I thought the LGV would 
appreciate." 

I knew he wanted me to repeat it there for him as well, but 
I preferred the cognitive dissonance of not doing that instead. 
It's like giving someone the last word. When you give it to 
them, not only is it not satisfying for them, it's a nagging need 
to complete.  
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Chapter 26: Blue Utterances 
Special Agent Emvie 

 
It was a Teacher In-Service Day – which meant to a 12-year-

old girl an early Friday and a jump start on the game with 
Agent Daddy. Before bounding up the steps to home, I noticed 
a chalked hopscotch game in front of my house. When did girls 
play hopscotch here, and why not with me? I practiced the 
skipping a few times, then backward and sideways and finally, 
in a descending pattern using the primes like at the skill camp, 
but adding a spin every other calculation. When I hit the bot-
tom and yelled "Phi!" I heard the snorts of partially held 
laughter from across the street. Two girls were laughing at my 
poor hopscotch skills. I stared at them and slowly lowered my 
chin to look evil. They freaked and ran off. I had just answered 
my own question. 

I pushed open the red doors that both pleased our Asian 
guests and made ours the first noticeably different townhouse 
on this tightly quaint street in Alexandria, Virginia. Dorothea, 
our maid, rushed toward the back room as I came in. I was so 
early I must have startled her out of whatever it was a live-in 
maid did hours before the owners came home. 

"I'm home Dottie!" I yelled, and swung my way by the 
kitchen, spun by the pantry and the apple Pop-Tarts, "to keep 
the doctor away." I sang in some public-domain melody before 
gliding down the dark wood halls toward the library. "He's ear-
ly," I said aloud when I notice the blue envelope on his desk. 
Our next dinner party wasn't for three weeks, but it seemed 
he'd already gotten the next list set. 
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I circled the desk, sat and spun around in his huge leather 
chair, which swallowed me in a hug of Old English cologne 
and nicotine. My spin settled to the side and in front of his 
most-treasured bookcase. This room was wall-to-wall books, 
but this case was the only one with glass between the shelves, 
and trinkets, artifacts and boxes on and among the books. This 
bookcase didn't display the books it held as much as the totems 
and keepsakes of mysterious memories my Dad alone replayed 
over and over. 

I would come in and see him just like this, sitting sideways 
staring at this one section of books in enclosed shelves the size 
of a doorway. The rest of the library was severe in its decor: 
dark black woods and darker red pillows and book sets. But 
this section was painted bright green blue maybe 200 years ago. 
When the original paint was fresh, it must have put any teal 
satin finish from the 1980s to shame. Yet the only books that 
made sense in that once-cartoonist stage set were a turquoise-
covered book about knights and a red copy of “Mary Poppins.” 
Everything else looked dauntingly esoteric and scary to me, 
even when I grew up. Dad called it his "God Books," and I was 
not to touch them because they were very old. 

So as a further defense against my Girl Scout troop's deci-
sion to discharge me, for chanting 
"Rosiriscrucianscarabdiscordemplisticmalta" instead of "Super-
califragilisticexpialidocious," I would like to point out this 
particular imprinting on a young American girl with a blue go-
rilla fetish. To me, Daddy's "God Books" were not to be touched 
because they were very old. He left the church before I was 
born. For all I knew, God was Dad's boss who died back when 
things were cartoon-colored and there were actually three 
Marys who figured prominently: a mother, a whore and a nan-
ny. Can a girl, a person, be held responsible for not adhering to 
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an environment for which she has no common imprinting? 
And why would the Girl Scout mother, or the Pope, for that 
matter, assume I was hell-bound or that "Rosiriscrucians-
carabdiscordemplisticmalta" was satanic? Some of those 
references predated his or her invention. 

I was more than willing to chant whatever incantation 
these Brownie-shirts wanted to in order to fit in. I just didn't 
have the references. And my being accepted in wasn't my 
Dad's chief concern. He shuffled me between academies and 
skill camps so often I never had girlfriends or sleepovers or any 
of those mysterious suburban rituals where girls teach each 
other these things. 

Instead, my Dad seemed to actually delight in setting up 
these awkward rifts between me and society. All I wanted was 
a badge and someone to braid my hair, and all he wanted to do 
was see the looks on these poor normal people’s faces. The 
chant wasn't the problem; that was just the funny anecdote we 
used to tell people why I'm unique. The chant was just the last 
straw, apparently. 

This den was a less-than-subtle Christian underground 
sleeper cell. The woman, who welcomed us with half-woven 
baskets or partially threaded leather pouches at the door, 
quickly cast off those props the moment we girls were all in-
side. Then came out a Bible. King James. The one with the 
famous typo in Exodus 20:14, "Thou shalt commit adultery." 
For years, I thought this was what Scouts and Brownies were – 
Bible study with neckerchiefs. I guess when the lady scolded 
me for using the organization’s own three-fingered salute be-
cause it "was the devil sign," I should have gotten a clue. 

But when she got to the part when Adam and Eve put on 
loincloths because they "were ashamed of their nakedness," I 
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asked, "Weren't they mad at God when they realized they were 
naked and he never told them?" 

When the Scout mother spoke to my father in private that 
afternoon, all I could hear were the muffled, meek recountings 
and my Dad's periodic bursts of quickly controlled laughter. 

As we walked out through the gauntlet of confused 8-year-
old Daughters of the Revolution snapping their gum at me and 
marking me as an outcast, my Dad stopped, turned to the 
woman still down the hall in shock at his utter nonchalance, 
and said, "Madame, you've been handed a pantheon, not a cov-
en." 

I turned his chair another quarter to sit behind the desk of 
the man who earned all those plaques and medals and certifi-
cates on the wall. I wondered why he put them back there. No 
one knew how much he'd done until they were leaving. 

Then I fiddled with the blue envelope in my fingers. This 
one was heavier than usual. It wasn’t the simple piece of paper 
with names and countries on it to woo our dinner guests – the 
ones I never opened. One day I would have to tell Dad how I 
never opened the lists, and all our parlor games were really just 
me without the answers. 

Truth is, the first time we devised our dinner party caper 
and Dad first passed me the envelope and the blue gorilla 
password, I was so giddy to be conspiring with him that way 
that I lost the first envelope. And it stayed lost until the next 
day.  

All night I was escaping to search for it in vain. Finally, the 
moment came when Dad called out, "Emvee, Eliot here is from 
Edinburgh, Scotland," he paused. I froze, then in a beat and out 
of nowhere I yelled back, "You mean Edinburahhh." I exagger-
ated the correct pronunciation, then threw in a bit about Sean 
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Connery going to school there and how cool and what a coup it 
was that a Scot was the queen's James Bond. 

Well, this combination of weirdly specific information 
about my Dad's guest's home and pride was a famous turning 
point for me, my relationship with him and the blue envelopes. 
When I found the unopened envelope the next day, for fear of 
jinxing my luck the night before, I didn't open it or any except 
one: this one, on that early Friday in my Dad's library. 

We had gotten so good at our dinner party caper that we 
were beyond jinxing them, and this envelope was different. 
Maybe there was a card or some special thing that was flat and 
heavy but, squishy? I suddenly got scared that every envelope 
he'd given me in the past months had some special message 
over and above the guest list, and by not opening any I'd lost 
affections, so I ripped open the one in my fingers for the first 
time. 

The paper of the envelope along the ripped edge fluttered. 
That is, the paper along the tear seemed to be reacting to it. My 
hand slipped between the paper and the thin, heavier postcard 
item, and as I did my fingers tingled and it seemed to hold onto 
my palm like a baby does a finger. I freaked and flung it off my 
hand, which sent it gliding, then it stuck to the glass of the God 
Books. 

This was no guest list. This was no blue gorilla game. I did 
the only thing that made sense to do at the time – I took this 
weird, living piece of green-blue paper and placed it in the 
green-blue book in the green-blue bookshelf. If anyone ever 
looked for it or asked, it seemed like using color as a primer 
would be one way to explain finding it. 

I slit open the back inside cover and slipped it between the 
bindings. It slid in there like silk, then fused to the surface like 
part of it. To me, this weird, slick, then sticky, hivey and mum-
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bling thingy was a reason not to open the blue envelopes and 
jinx anything after all. The only thing I remember about that 
day aside from where that thing was hidden was Dottie taking 
me to see “The Omen.” Had I known it would ruin Gregory 
Peck for Dottie, I would have chosen “The Shootist.”  
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Chapter 27: Eliot’s Afraid of Tigers 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
I feel hugged. It's the best way to describe it, though I have 

no reason to feel anything physically. The body's chemical 
tethers – and now even its pronouns, apparently – give way. 

My body. The body, what then? I feel movement. There's 
movement. I am movement. I am dancing and I am seeing 

through mesh. I'm wearing a helmet? There’s a mask over my 
head and there's drumming. I know this memory. I am 10. My 
mother is clapping her hands, but she's not looking at me, so I 

dance more wildly. Sky cities … west mesas … three sister vol-
canoes. I sneak away from her and put on this heavy blue mask 

– it will go with my bright red shirt. She doesn't see me, so I 
lean toward her, but the weight of the thing drives me head 

first into the dirt and into the feet of the real Kachina dancers 
in the village square. I pull my head out of the mask and shout 

to mother "Ta-DA!" The children are confused. The women 
look. Why this memory? 

_____________________________________________________ 
 

The Zia flag-decorated parchment read, "The Science 
Teachers of New Mexico present an Award of Achievement to 
Emit Archer. Manzano High School." 

While unique in that nothing erupted and no plants were 
subjected to heavy metal music, my Science Fair project really 
wasn't worth the attention it received. It was an experiment 
based on the idea that people – specifically fellow students – 
were either right- or left-brain dominant. More simply put, and 
not necessarily so, some people are logical, some emotional. 
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Some are like Mr. Spock, and some Captain Kirk. And it was 
that quirky example in my student questionnaire, meant to be 
funny, that caused the necessarily smart girls in the booth next 
to mine to teach me the word "ambiguous." 

Turns out people are dominant one way or the other, and 
our educational system ignores half of them, and aggressively, 
but that social observation certainly didn't warrant either the 
four-year scholarship to New Mexico Tech or the blue ribbon 
from the Air Force Academy. But I was 17, and suddenly there 
was a whole other set of girls with ambiguous hairstyles but 
very unambiguous urges, so I never questioned the wisdom of 
the Science Fair judges. 

Before taking New Mexico Tech up on their money, I de-
cided to travel to Scotland. It was something I'd wanted to do 
all my life, and I knew that once I went to school, it would 
mean a hunt for work soon after, so that might be the only 
chance. Per mom's orders, I was finally clearing out the third 
closet in my room – the final resting place of torn boxes of Risk 
and Stratego, and Lava Lamps that never seem to break but 
never get lit again.  

While scanning the Risk box and recalling past glories, like 
the Battle of Kamchatka in 1979 or The Great Madagascar Mas-
sacre of '81, a bright teal hardcover book slid down some 
records and into my right rib. It was one of those pains so sharp 
you only feel it in certain positions. If it were a constant, dull 
pain it would seem healthier than this. Something got un-
nerved at that angle by that corner of that book at that moment. 
But it was the next book in my series. And I hadn't thought 
about my 17 book club for years. And there it was, right before 
I left this closet for good and right before a bunch of weeks 
with a bunch of time to do nothing but read a book about 
Knights. But a closer look revealed that it was a book about a 
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family with the last name Knight – my family, by way of my 
mother and back to very deep green holes in what is now Skara 
Brae, Scotland. It was a detailed listing of all my genetic ances-
tors through the women, and they culminated as most 
surnames do in antiquity as meaning what the person did. My 
mother’s mothers were knights – Celtic dames, apparently. 

This book took me beyond any Gregorian calendar. The 
documents reprinted in it – the recountings and translations of 
ancient records – spoke of a people when the Moon was what 
the world spun on. And while I couldn't, without deep scholar-
ly analysis, determine the age of this lineage of women to me, 
the book was using sigils that predated Babylon. Of that much I 
was sure. Besides brains and women and Scotland, until I was 
18 my passion, thanks to Eliot (who's afraid of tigers), was pa-
gan religions, the Mystery Schools, and the occult. Because of 
that whole set of Wiccan girls one summer, I knew sigils, sym-
bols, and arcane lexicons, and these were older. 

This is the book that my cousin called me about coinci-
dentally the day I was flying to where she was: Saudi. She met 
me off the plane, and although she was maybe 12 years old 
when last I saw her, those bright orange curls seemed to slither 
in and out of her required head wrap like snakes. "Copper-
snakes!" I yelled in a sudden burst of nostalgia and memory of 
this little leprechaun of a cousin who I lived with briefly on one 
of Dad's assignments in Ireland. She shot me that same look – 
firm, but too elvish to be threatening – that she did when she 
was but a wee lass. We both smiled broadly, and after just 15 
minutes of catch-up on as many years, she hugged me, thanked 
me for the book and was off. "I'll need that back, Copper-
snakes!" I shouted after her in the terminal. She lovingly 
flipped me off in that way only the Irish can get away with. "It's 
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part of a set." But she was gone and I had finished the book an-
yway. Still. I needed that one back. 

In that childhood closet were whole semesters of life neatly 
stacked as if done and done. I flipped through the mustard-
yellow-covered script of my senior year play: Edgar Lee Mas-
ters' “Spoon River Anthology.” 

"YE young debaters over the doctrine of the soul's immor-
tality, I who lie here was the village atheist, Talkative, 
contentious, versed in the arguments of the infidels. But 
through a long sickness coughing myself to death, I read the 
Upanishads and the poetry of Jesus. And they lighted a torch of 
hope and intuition and desire which the Shadow, leading me 
swiftly through the caverns of darkness could not extinguish. 
Listen to me, ye who live in the senses and think through the 
senses only: Immortality is not a gift, Immortality is an 
achievement, And only those who strive mightily shall possess 
it." 

I don't think I ever really comprehended that when I was 
memorizing it. It was one of three, maybe four parts I played, 
so memorizing the order of the words was hard enough, much 
less any subtext. 

This character was called "The Village Atheist," and I re-
membered that I vied for this particular role because of 
Denmark. Many are unaware that fewer than two out of 10 
Danes believe in a god, or that they are among the most content 
peoples per capita on Earth. 

As it turns out, the Drama class welcomed a Danish ex-
change student that semester who I happened upon while she 
was doing yoga backstage one afternoon. Truth be told, I hap-
pened upon her before I learned anything about her 
mythology, but another fact about Denmark: their women are 
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fucking sexy Elvish sirens who make you wonder why Danish 
men don't believe. Enter Freyja Achtland. And how. 

Within days, I knew exactly which Nordic and Gaelic dei-
ties to have my coven invoke for me unwittingly. These forces 
would be cloaked as "Jungian archetypes" when I spoke to 
Freyja about them. The way in was to woo her amber-dripping 
head first, and so … so be it. One god is dead. For a time. And 
no doubt willingly. 

But this character, this Village Atheist, had a change of 
heart. Apparently. I took Masters' character name for granted. I 
knew my Dad was an atheist, so I made sure he came to this 
play. Now I wonder if he thought I was throwing a god in his 
face like some rebel monk without a cause, and not attempting 
to connect with him through a shared blackness. 

I remember feeling for months after my father died that my 
drive was gone. There was no one left to try to impress or make 
proud. Then I flipped to realizing that need for validation 
moved to Jax. But my ego moved to Coba, then Spain, then 
Turkey. So the ego that needed validation got it as a digital 
spotlight instead of the one place it was for real. 

Not in pixels. Sons aren't impressed by analytics and reve-
nue metrics. Sons are impressed by a presence alone. One way 
or the other. A lack of that presence results in a new imprint-
ing, which is natural and chaos, and therefore incalculably 
dangerous – like mothers. 

My mother wasn't afraid of tigers. 
And that afternoon, I would come to realize that Eliot was-

n't just "afraid of tigers" when I was 6. He was afraid of what 
Iraq's up and coming likely next president had imported to 
plant along the "Euphrates and Tigris" rivers. Mercury-coated 
seed grain. 
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And this Saddam Hussein was a player. A Brando fan. And 
next in line – the key demographic for CIA. And as a strong 
Arab-supremacist Ba'athist Nebuchadnezzar  wannabe, ten-
sions along the border with the Persian Empire, played tonight 
by Iran, were inevitable, so he became our Military Industrial 
Complex's core artist. 

This is where he and my father's worlds and professions 
crossed. Eliot was CIA. Dad was Military Intelligence Corps. 
Looking back now, while Eliot was able to tell my Father how 
to speak to my Mother and enlist me into his strange book club, 
he apparently wasn't able to convince M.I. to intercede and 
prevent Iraq's 1971 Poison Grain Disaster and the reported 
deaths of 650, which is commonly known to be a tenth of the 
unreported. For a moment, I pondered whether my bursting 
into the room that night and demanding to know "Who's afraid 
of tigers?" might have interrupted Eliot's pitch. As if a towhead 
in red footy pajamas could have been the pivot point for 7,000 
lives. I imagined Eliot's case was stronger than that. 

I always seemed to find a way to pull the blame back to 
something that I personally did unknowingly, but never due to 
a deliberate choice. It's like a pattern or a code or the six de-
grees of separation thing, perhaps. When you look at anything 
close enough you will find patterns and coincidences and con-
nections. I remembered tripping on ’shrooms with two of the 
Wiccan girls that summer. Well, they did the tripping. I pre-
tended to so that I could pretend to be fascinated by the 
intricacies, then compare the skin on both their thighs as if lost 
in psychedelia. Before I could convince either or both to Play 
Married, one of them said, while pulling apart a leaf, "What if 
God just puts things where we look to give us something to 
do?" 
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"And if we don't look or explore or dare ourselves to be 
bold…," I started, glaring at the grass and gripping their thighs 
as if lost in epiphany. But right before I went into the bit about 
how "denying pleasure is the real sin," which always made 
fairy-laced lasses succumb to my carnal crusades, her comment 
triggered a new pathway in me, and for the rest of the after-
noon, despite their own intentions to deny sin, I got lost in a 
contact-psychedelia. 

"This was the mirror moment," I said aloud to myself, sit-
ting back against the cardboard box of childhood. "What was it 
again?" I continued, while looking at the floor for the memory 
of that afternoon's final answer. "We fall in love with the per-
son … no … we really only ever fall in love with the one or few 
people who … shit." It came from a stream of consciousness 
triggered by that sexy witch's question about God giving us 
something to do. And my awareness broadened while it 
shrunk to realize that we are attracted to people because of 
who they think we are. And for me, there was so much eman-
cipation in that realization that I stopped exploiting witches 
and fairies and card- wielding gypsy girls. Instead, I turned 
toward those women who were projections of the kind of 
women who would be attracted to who I wanted to be: The 
warlock artist who would first woo with his prolifically hiero-
glyphic abstract artwork, then swoon with chemical tinctures 
designed to open minds. That afternoon. 

 I decided that day that I was going to be a soldier, then a 
scientist, then famous, and that would get me the women who, 
like Kim Vogel, would see my good side. And to test whether it 
would be worth my time, the mortal risk and the school to be 
these things for these women, I resolved to spend my senior 
year achieving each in microcosm. I would place at the Science 
Fair as scientist. I would place at the state championship in 
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some specific battle-oriented sport, and I would become prom 
king. Should any of these micro-victories fail, I would know 
this was a false vision. It wasn't. 

You now know my unambiguous science wins and prom 
king for what they were, but aside from high school football – 
which I went AWOL from after taking an Anatomy elective, 
Human Animal – the only battle-ready training I could see to 
grab at this civilian teenager reserve was a spear. The javelin. I 
wasn't the biggest physique on deck that brisk Saturday morn-
ing at Tingley Field. I was, however, the most techniqued. 
Those who decree proclaimed me the third-best spear chucker 
in the Land of Enchantment that year. 

It is liberating and scary as shit when you realize you are 
the writer and the protagonist in your own story. And it's not 
because of the responsibility. When you begin watching your-
self and your choices from the third person, you realize very 
quickly that one needs to be really interesting to be justifiably 
paranoid. 

After an afternoon of storing my past and readying my fu-
ture, I took a shower and let it be a ritual shedding of a 
boyhood of scattered places and specific people. Then, as if the 
universe wanted to test the resolve of my letting go of my past, 
when I emerged for dinner, there at the head of the table was 
Eliot. And although he and his sparse presence navigated the 
synchronicities of my life, I had never broken bread with the 
man. And that night we made up for it. 

By the time I glided off to bed, my next phase had already 
begun. Scotland would wait. New Mexico Tech would wait. 
And they still wait. 

For the next few years, I was sent to retrace every base ci-
vilian connection I had made and the status of every embassy, 
and each digit was repeated to me like an episode of “This is 
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Your Life.” Only what was my life was also my father's mis-
sion. And my father's mission was his son. The reason he 
would drive with me that first day every time was as a marker. 
My father was a tracked man. By riding with or driving me on 
my route the first day in a new locale, my father let whomever 
it was who needed to know where to be when I was. I began to 
recognize these anonymous men after three posts. Bert. Ernie. 
Oscar and Snuffleupagus. And if it mattered, I'd explain why, 
but suffice it to say, you'd get it if you saw them. 

Dad was important in a way that seemed to have little to 
do with the U.S. Army, yet every post had two things in com-
mon: Each base was embedded in a civilian population, and it 
was always between the 40th and 30th parallels north. Every 
one. 

Except Ireland.  



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

227 
 

Chapter 28: Hell’s Bells & Buckets of Blood 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
This one coyote keeps circling my remains. She's familiar 

to me, but not from my post here. Somewhere else. Sometime 
else. No blood on her jaw like the others that fed on me. She's 

not here for my flesh. "God’s Dog" is whispered to me. But 
from where? I expected an owl or a raven, I intend toward this 

canid that stops circling and looks to me. Whatever me is. 
God's Dog is what the only other true native to this land 

called them. Aztecs used the godly name Coyotl, which the 
conquistadors, like most things they did in the name of a god, 

mangled to coyote. 
_____________________________________________________ 

 
"Windstrom's gone, sir!" Burke shouted, as the three of us 

skidded from the clearing where the helo was whipping sharp, 
stinging rocks. "Whatever happened to nine of spades, sirrrr-- 
on of a bitch!" he screamed, as one of these monastic shards 
smacked his trigger finger, sending half his nail into the dirt. 
"Mother …." Excruciating to see, but we were in mission mind, 
so I palmed his helmet's forehead. 

"Listen up soldier, you got nine others! Don't be greedy!" 
With that, I pulled his shoulder in front of us and pushed him 
toward the entrance as I choreographed this mission in the five-
minute flight up this mountain from Mosul. 

Like physical phone tag, Seth was returning to the outpost. 
The LGV placed him in charge of drones and air and me in 
charge of ground and, well, underground ops, according to 
Argyle. 
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"Emit! Why are you ... stay back!" Seth's crackling voice 
rang over the headset. 

"Come again?" I snapped, while the three of us shot torches 
down what looked like two corridors. I motioned the two 
ahead as I doubled back a few paces to get the signal back. I 
peered out the entrance into the sunlight and strained my eyes 
to see a glimmer of a drone. I don't know why. It's like pushing 
an elevator button twice, I guess. If I got a shine off the wing, it 
wouldn't affect my connection and would mean bad stealth de-
sign. 

"Emit. Listen, you've got …," his transistor voice cut out 
again. "Go Seth! I'm here. We're here and in …." 

"Hang back, Emit, there's a transport …." 
"Seth! Come again. Guys!" I yelled back into the corridors. 

"Guys?! Seth, I gotta go radio silent." Suddenly worried about 
my men, I shut down the radio and dropped the extra weight 
and provisions there inside the entrance. They must have dou-
ble-timed it down that corridor, so I did a quick scan with my 
laser ruler and decided to solo it down door number two. With-
in a few meters, I picked up the scent: sweet, figs? All we knew 
was to look for female agents, CIA and G2, and they'd missed 
checkpoints. I couldn't get Seth to confirm the reason for the 
call-off, but I was trusting 'Irfaan at this point. I hit a good 
stride, as the hall was on a steady decline and the cool air made 
it a nice breeze – then I struck copper. 

My night-vision goggles showed me a cone of light and a 
wall flipping. I didn't realize what was flipping until I hit it. 
The something was crouched and didn't see me coming. "Hells 
bells and buckets," she shouted after being run into by my 
stride. Before she even caught her balance, a firearm was 
cocked and pressed against my forehead. "Who are," she 
stopped dead, widened her eyes and pulled in. "Emit?" 
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"What?" My head lamp was askew, so her features weren't 
quite discernible. But her hiss, and that sprig of orange cover-
ing her left eye, gave her away. "Copper Snakes?" 

"Call me Alexi, you fuck, and what are you doing here?" 
"Take the gun off my forehead and I'll tell you," I said in-

credulously, as if we were kids and these were toys. 
"Bang, bang, I got you," she said, pulling the barrel back, 

then kissing the round red circle where the bullet would have 
come out. Instead, the shooter embraced me warmly and we 
held tight as if above where we are. "Guess what?" she said, 
like she used to when we were kids and she'd secreted away 
some adult curiosity. "You said it was part of a set." She handed 
me my bright teal book about Knights. 

"Thanks," I said, pausing to look at it briefly, then wryly 
adding, "But you didn't need to come to a war zone to return it, 
Copper … Alexi." 

We realized quickly that these meaningful coincidences 
weren't. Without knowing it, we'd reported to the same CO 
since before this tour. I was just so embedded in the effort to 
justify securing these sites for the possible UN team that I was-
n't aware who was directing us where. Alexi was here as well 
to assess the sites, but for the UK delegation. 

"There's nothing here, Emit. You may as well turn back," 
she said, almost pulling me back the way I came. 

"Hold on. I have to account for two agents. Who's the sec-
ond?" 

"Oh. M.V. is off mission and on a different report structure, 
but Seth confirms that this is a dead …." 

"So you've seen Seth? When?" 
"A couple hours ago I think. But we gotta get out of here, 

Emit." 
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Now I was confused. "If this is a dead site why do we 'gotta 
get outta here?’ Relax a second, it's cool in here. And we really 
didn't get a chance to catch up." Alexi seemed frozen, as if by a 
choice she was weighing in the split seconds between my ques-
tion and her wet, fat, minty lips smothering mine before 
pushing me away with a wink and a run. She tasted the same. 
Only this time, despite the roll and kiss, she didn't run back. 

"Ash the Nun!" she yelled behind her as she sprinted away. 
"What?!" I yelled after her. There was no echo, but I could 

hear the sound travel away. Like the angle of these walls, the 
micro-angles of their tiles pulled the sound along, so when the 
question hit Copper Snakes’ ears, or the next object that wasn’t 
a wall, the sound would be delivered full volume, then drop 
away. Like the wave. 

"Ash the nun, Emit. I'm sorry," she said to herself, but these 
tiles dropped her apology right at my feet before she banked 
away into another sound tunnel. 

"Chief Archer, come in," Burke's unsettled voice came over 
the radio. "Standing in a throne room, the moon shines through 
her." His radio dropped. The reception was remarkably good 
for as far down in these separate tunnels as we were. So it 
simply turned off. 

"Shining through her what?!" I yelled at the radio in a state 
of utter confusion between Copper Snakes’ kiss and bolt and 
Burke's dangling participle. I started to double back to follow 
Alexi or, at least, get over to the guys' tunnel, then the corridor 
shook me against itself, and the harshest screech of metal on 
chalkboards and every other godforsaken spine-twisting vibra-
tion shot through me, hurling me to a face-plant. Night vision 
was in pieces in the pitch-black corridor, so I gathered my gear 
and myself for a minute to assess the situation. 
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I began to recite my assessment, as if to the C.O., "Mission 
objective to extract two, that's deuce, intel agents: one CIA, one 
G2, both female." I scanned the blackness in my head for the 
memory of the keywords Tim/Argyle planted in my mental 
template. "Agents share one, duo-syllabic ID code … uh-huh … 
shit!" I yelled at myself for forgetting the easiest mnemonic de-
vice in the whole setup. 

I clicked the last invisible ring on the night-vision glass and 
strapped my gear back on. Alexi was the G2 agent, and she was 
accounted for and on her way out. I just needed to verify that 
the CIA agent was alive and could get back to Mosul. As I 
jogged at a less-than-Army pace down this smooth, cool, even 
damp tunnel, I heard the swooshing pass of F-15s outside and 
remembered why there is an Army pace. 

 
• • • 

 
That Hour 
Mosul Outpost | Nineveh Excavation 

 
The F-15s roared past the outpost, shaking the makeshift 

HQ as they marked targets and determined ordinance needed 
by the next sortie. 

"… and to quote your famousorite Yankee Sam from Mis-
sippi, Mark Mister Twain ...," 'Irfaan began in a reverent tone 
before the lt. general, LGV as it were, "None but birds should 
go out early, and then not even birds." 

After a three-second pause, the general burst out laughing 
in a yawl that shook the corrugated-steel interior harder than 
the jets had a moment earlier. His corporals joined in the laugh-
ter and 'Irfaan, confused, retraced his words to see what about 
them warranted this reaction. 
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"Who the hell prepared you for this reprimand, coopera-
tive?!" the general exclaimed while shaking his head and 
smiling. "OK, OK, Alfred. If Windstrom verifies your story …." 

"'Irfaan, sir," he corrected unnecessarily. 
LGV's eyes closed slowly mid-sentence and opened on his 

corporal. "This the guy that lead them to Ederon, Endron, Er-
duroo-the-fuck, corporal?" 

"Yes sir.'Irfaan Kish, known as an adjacent asset to CIA, 
says he presented his credentials as a groundskeeper at a site to 
the UN team last week after capture. They put him with 
Archer's team and …." 

"And we put Windstrom with Archer and there it is," the 
general connected the dots out loud. 

"Yes, sir, and the site he looks after …," he looked again at 
his clipboard for the name of 'Irfaan's most sacred place on this 
brown earth. 

"Eridu, sir. Lord Enki's Temple at Eridu. Sir." 
"Eridu," both the corporal and LGV repeated in unison, and 

almost apologetically, to match the reverence with which 
'Irfaan's demeanor shifted on the words. 

The general, from a gaze, ordered: "Get this guy up to 
Archer. Maybe he knows something, can translate something. 
Hey Alfred, you know anything about big water wells or some 
shit up there?" 

'Irfaan looked through the general, "I know only of the 
granddaughter. I've only ever known of her here in this place." 

"Granddaughter? Alright corporal, get him up to Archer 
and in exchange for any help, he can see his granddaughter or 
niece or whoever he fucking wants." 

"Yes, sir." The corporal uncuffed 'Irfaan, then put a flak 
jacket in his arms and spun him around to the door. "Let's go, 
Alfred. To the Batcave!" As LGV tongued the 1960s TV Batman 
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theme, 'Irfaan noticed all the plaques and medals displayed on 
the wall around the door. 

"I did not know what all have you done now until I leave, 
sir." 'Irfaan said over his shoulder, eying framed accomplish-
ments. His eyes locked on one emblem among all the emblems 
and crests and sigils of a man of war. It was the only emblem 
there not of the Uncle Yankee Sam, but from a private firm. 
"Twin Wings, sir. This is the Lord's brother's mark, sir," 'Irfaan 
said, stopping dead in his tracks as the corporal did too. 

"What's that, cooperative?!" LGV said without looking up 
from the pages across his ornately appointed, borrowed desk. 

'Irfaan pointed to a bill of sale that was stapled to a certifi-
cate of authenticity pinned to a bulletin board near the door. 
"The twin wings is Enlil, and this mark is …." He stopped and 
gazed at the Twin Feathers Holding Co. logo. "Windstrom," he 
said with a knowing smile that no one noticed. As he studied 
the paper's contents, the door kicked open, hurling in a hot 
Mosul wind, a blast of sand and a flurry of papers from various 
tops of things. 

"Speak of the Devil and the Devil appears," the general 
said, looking up from his papers. Seth noticed 'Irfaan immedi-
ately. 

"Everything settled here, sir? Did you get my communique 
about the circumstances surrounding the drone?" Seth grasped 
'Irfaan's shoulder as he passed on his way to LGV's desk. 

"Grab a pew. Relax a second. And yes, the cooperative has 
been just that and …," LGV broke up laughing again, which the 
corporals did also. 

"What?" Seth said, scanning the room and settling on 
'Irfaan, who shrugged. "Who prepared Alfred here for this rep-
rimand?" he managed to ask. 
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"Archer probably. I think so. He came up with Burke and 
…," Seth stopped, looked down and, remembering 'Irfaan be-
hind him, lowered his voice, "and Gabhar was with them too, 
according to Burke." 

"Does Archer know I'm here? That we're here?" LGV asked, 
circling the air to include more than just the U.S. Army in Mo-
sul. 

"No sir. He's unaware." 
"Right, sir." 'Irfaan answered for LGV. "Grab-hard is fallen, 

sir." He finished with the same overtone that caused a three-
star general to repeat with reverence, "Eridu." 

Long before Saddam invaded Kuwait, and before any hint 
of a need to secure antiquities here, Tim Gabhar, a.k.a. Argyle, 
a.k.a. Grab-hard, was here making friends and gaining access 
to and intel on every delivery to Eridu as America waited in the 
wings for Kuwait's cue. 

Tim was embedded deep in Kish, south of Baghdad, and 
quickly learned of 'Irfaan's high position as a kind of postmor-
tem groundskeeper for the Temple at Eridu. Over the course of 
a few months, Tim gathered so much information from two of 
'Irfaan's unsuspecting nephews that, by the time the sun came 
up on August 3rd, 1990, the only riches the Temple of our Crea-
tor offered were a daily watering of the ivy by the door and a 
wave pool. 

Tim "Grab-hard" invited the 14- and 17-year-old cousins 
Kish to several parties where Uncle Yankee Sam would foot the 
bill for paid-to-be-coy then willing-to-be-toys Persian and Ar-
menian girls. 

Just prior to Saddam's buildup in the south, Tim threw a 
party in order to get a sense of the number of troops that would 
be in and around Eridu at the time of the invasion. 'Irfaan's 
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nephews took ecstasy at the party; CIA/MI-MDMA, that is, 
straight from alchemists in Northern California. 

After two tabs each dissolved into 'Irfaan's nephews and 
two Armenian sisters, they celebrated their wide-open hearts 
by hugging each other wrapped in a row – heart to heart to 
heart to heart. And to puncture the moment and seal their bliss 
for all time, the younger Armenian sister, who loved one of the 
boys so very much, took Tim's Colt .45, which her foot found 
under his pillow, turned it around and, with both thumbs, 
squeezed the trigger away and pulled the bullet into their em-
brace. And because Tim loved the Colt so very much, he fed it 
only the most lethal multiple-impact copper rounds, which sent 
their love from heart to heart to heart to heart. It was a beauti-
ful idea, and she believed the bullet loved them too, as they 
laughed bleeding to death in a CIA front house in Kish, Iraq, a 
month before America really came knocking, but only hours 
before the war hit 'Irfaan and his sisters. 

He knew who Tim was even more so than Tim himself. 
And were he not who he was cycles before and would be again, 
this grudge would be timeless.  

The corporal kicked open the door to the hot, white Mosul 
wind. 

"Where's he going?" Seth called after him. 
"He's going up to meet Archer and retrieve his niece or 

some shit." The LGV answered. "Retrieve?" 'Irfaan asked. 
"Right. Shit. Listen, Alfred." The general took off his read-

ing glasses and leaned back in his ridiculously ornate chair. 
"I'm going to authorize a transport to get whatever family you 
have up there down here and out with us first thing in the a.m. 
See, by 0600 hours tomorrow, what's up there will be down 
here and what's down here will be up there," LGV said in a car-
icature of himself. He could see 'Irfaan's confusion, so he used 
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his best sound effects and pantomime for a large explosion, 
"Kkeeeeeer-Blllaaaaaaam! Get the idea, Erfan? So get your 
family out of there and we'll head to Baghdad 0400." 

"Sir?" 'Irfaan said confused. "Family? You see sir, when I 
said I only know of the granddaughter, I was referring to the 
Lord's …," 'Irfaan paused and tipped his head toward Seth al-
most in a bow, "… and his brother's daught …." Seth furrowed 
his eyebrows for the corporals and interrupted. 

"'Irfaan!" Seth said while standing and facing the general in 
a double-edged sign of respect, and to make the point that he 
was younger, stronger, and taller and now onto the gig. He 
turned to face 'Irfaan squarely: "All your debts have been paid 
here. All of them. Do you understand?" 

'Irfaan squinted, looked at the ground and then slowly up 
at Seth with a look that cut right through his bullshit and con-
firmed just who prepared this cooperative for this reprimand. 

"I am aware of a debt that cannot be paid, sir. However, my 
sisters, their husbands thank you." He looked around the bar-
rack that this army put up in an afternoon and furnished with 
items older than America. The design on LGV's desk was an 
ancient sigil of a bureaucracy that handled the finances of the 
prostitute priestesses of Nineveh. And never had the symbol 
looked less appropriate. "The documents sir, on the wall. They 
are proof of the throne, sir," 'Irfaan said to LGV while looking 
at Seth. 

Seth looked past 'Irfaan's shoulder at the board holding the 
pinned papers with the Twin Feathers Holding Company logo. 
It was an inventory and an invoice for 40 items – statues that fit 
perfectly around an indoor lake temple. On that piece of paper, 
and somewhere now far from this makeshift fortress, were bil-
lions of dollars and millions of years in combined treasure. 
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"Saddam has been to Eridu," 'Irfaan said aloud to himself. 
Seth knew what he meant, and stared at 'Irfaan firmly. In an 
instant, 'Irfaan's agile mind put together Seth, this setting and 
why Eridu was vacant of any refugees or treasure. 

Right after the invasion, while the U.S. Army was rolling 
toward Babylon, this private-label Army was scaring off 
would-be squatters or looters in their wake and flank. 'Irfaan 
was aware that Saddam Hussein had begun hoarding Mesopo-
tamian treasures and artifacts in the Temple at Eridu since he 
rose to power, but 'Irfaan managed never to be seen, thanks to 
his knowledge of the labyrinth there. For years, he would tell 
his nephews bedtime stories about the temple and the rise and 
fall of gods like Marduk or kings like Nebuchadnezzar and 
Saddam. Those stories that became a quiet ethos of mystery 
around this slight marsh Arab man who would disappear for 
weeks on end. 

Tim was using CIA resources not on battle plans, but to 
ferret out Saddam's loot. And this privately owned general in a 
neatly pressed but outdated uniform was somehow able to in-
sert himself into this role and between the UN and the Iraqi 
government. The overall strategy: assess and secure potential 
archaeological sites prior to inspection by UNESCO teams. The 
underlying tactic: loot, report as low-value history but high-
value combatant target. A win-win for capitalist mercenaries 
and shareholders of Lockheed Martin. 

These corporals, though, these enlisted men who were 
laughing at his jokes while taking his orders, were real Army. 
The three stars on LGV's breast patch, though inverted – like 
biblical typos and a first love's flaws – went undetected. 

At first, 'Irfaan feared Seth might not remember his blood. 
And then he feared he would.  
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Chapter 29: Casting Lots 
Special Agent Emvie 

 
Tim Gabhar was my first love. An unlikely first love. When 

it was unveiled to me that he had shadowed and recruited me, 
it would have been easy to feel betrayed. But all that interest he 
seemed to share in Sumerian tablets seemed quite genuine. 
And that's probably why he got assigned to me. 

The night he broke down and admitted to me that he was 
recruiting me, it was as if he was telling me he was breaking up 
with me, and for all he knew that may have been my reaction. 
But it was his apparent internal conflict that convinced me he 
loved me too. 

"I hate it," he said into his soup. 
"What? Sorry, I ran out of sage and all I could find was 

spice in the back there – tamagaron," I said, as if that were its 
name. 

"No, baby. The soup's good; it's a bit sweet, but no, not the 
soup. I hate it. My work.” 

"Oh well, just quit like I said. If it bums you out, move on. 
It's just filing or some shit, right?" I said, making spin art out of 
the pepper on the surface of my soup. We sat in the one-
bedroom apartment in Seven Corners, Virginia, located be-
tween Langley, where Tim was a file clerk, and the Naval 
Archaeology Branch where I did my research. 

"I'm not a file clerk, Emvee. I'm a recruiter for CIA," he said 
flatly over the rim of his glasses, as he did when serious. 

"Oh. OK. That's cool then, right. A promotion?" I eventual-
ly settled on that as the reason for his awkward setup. 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

239 
 

"No. I've been a recruiter for a while." He knew I wasn’t 
one to play guessing games, and my inability to suffer anything 
less than complete fact-based information unless it was enter-
tainment was probably why he took a few weeks longer to tell 
me than his handler advised. 

I don't remember how he said it exactly. Or my reaction. I 
do remember the little apartment living room where we sat 
suddenly felt like it had vaulted ceilings. Everything got wider 
and taller around me. It was such a shock, a betrayal and prob-
ably the biggest compliment you can give an American Patriot 
Girl, so instead of going dark, I folded open to a bigger sense of 
myself, my ability and my lover. 

I don't know if it was a daydream come true or if I always 
knew Tim's intent like the contents of a blue envelope, but 
when I found his Colt under his pillow that one and only time, 
I anticipated this. 

"Ex2014KJV," I said to myself. It was a way I reminded my-
self that I was in denial. That eight-syllable code only came to 
mind, though, after I realized it. 

That night was unlike any encounter we'd had together, 
and though I could only suspect so for him, for me it was oth-
erworldly. It wasn't even the sex that made it special; it was 
falling in love with a new man. We were elevated – graduated; 
initiated – into an echelon of national status, and when we 
kissed we were doing so in the name of America. And it was 
that platitudinous and that Pollyanna, and we were that young 
and smart and horny. 

If my Dad could have known, he would have been scared 
but proud, I think. He loved me so much that he tried to make 
these skills into games. Tim told me how his sister, who drew 
people all her life, became a nurse and was 38 before she real-
ized people would pay her to do portraits, and now she has a 
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gallery. And what Tim meant is that my Dad made me experi-
ence basic field agent skills as hobbies so I wouldn't conceive of 
them as work. 

But what Tim really meant by deciphering that complex re-
lationship between a girl and her Blue Gorilla was that he was 
listening to me. Like my Dad. He genuinely listened to me, and 
whether my Dad was skilling me up for a life of safety or Tim 
was struggling with how to tell me the truth about how 
uniquely qualified I was, I was loved and backed by two amaz-
ing men. 

I straddled him in the rickety chrome kitchen table chair 
and took off his glasses. "Tonight, Clark Kent is dead. This new 
recruit of the C-I-A is fucking Superman," I said in a new mind. 
And until these corridors below a monastery in Northern Iraq, 
I'd been in that mind. A single mind. A mind so driven that on-
ly this sight, this horror and those words that echoed toward 
me could have stopped. 

"Blue Ape!" I heard the words like a ghost from deeper in 
the halls. "Blue fucking ape. How hard could that have been to 
remember? Blue … it's a color, and ape is a fucking ape," the 
American man's voice continued. 

"Gorilla? Are you sure you don't mean gorilla?" I said light-
heartedly in as basic an American accent as I could to assure 
my friendly status. There was a pause, and I wondered if I had 
said it loud enough over his own dialogue, so I repeated, "I'm 
not sure, but are you looking for Blue Gorilla?" 

"No ma'am. I am seeking an ape, as it were, of a blue varie-
ty," he replied in such a flat, dry manner that he was either 
hilarious or an idiot. While I tried to formulate a reply in a 
similarly witty way, he continued, "Iraqi gorillas are actually 
union gorillas, so …." 
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"They're on break!" We both said together in such a sophis-
ticated comedic cadence and in such a B-side George Carlin 
manner that it transcended any Navajo, Welsh or Enigma code 
to assure us that we were both quite American. 

I met this chief in the dark, only lit by our wit and flashes 
of grey eyes, and I think he was blond. I'll keep one very specif-
ic memory, though, of this gallant officer who escorted me 
through the dark caverns before the most horrific moment of 
my life. After seven days of tamarind and copper, this man 
smelled of sweet water and honey. It was the perfect comple-
ment to my temporary biological flavor. I was still quite 
lascivious, and he stopped on our way when he noticed me 
smelling his shirt and actually audibly moaning "Mmm." I 
would have thanked god that it was dark and we'd never see 
each other again, but none of my embarrassment survived 
what lay ahead. 

"What was that boom and movement a while back?" he 
asked. 

"It must have been the tidal wheels Alexi was looking for," 
I realized as I thought about it. 

"Wheels? Like at Eridu? Is there an indoor lake here?" 
"I don't have any intel on that op. It's a G2 and Canadian 

water-rights deal or something." "Right – any sign of that?" 
"Shhh," I hissed softly and grabbed his arm. I had stopped 

hearing his words as the corridor led us back to the sea of pil-
lars and no walls. "It can get tight through here, so you may 
need to shed …." I suddenly realized I was wearing nothing 
but a breechcloth, and the pillars were starting to filter in that 
pale pink light of the sex church. Either what felt like at least a 
mile back to where the soldier came in, or just beyond this 
throne room, was the way out. If careful, we might be able to 
skirt the throne room unseen. 
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"What's that smell?" The soldier whispered as the leftover 
fluoride laced past us. 

"Cover your air passages. It's strong … and sexy as hell," I 
added under my breath as the scent brought my brain right 
back to that place of unmitigated pleasure. I looked back before 
the width of the pillars required me to look only sideways to 
see ahead, and I watched the soldier assess his gear and the 
passage. "Thank you, honey," I whispered with a smile, reliev-
ing him of his duty to escort me through the passages. 

"Agent," he whispered after me. 
As I snaked my way around the outer pillars of the throne 

room, I saw vertical frames of quite a different scene than just a 
few hours ago. The room was mostly empty except for the two 
guards, some half-sleeping, half-fucking heaps in the corners 
and some man now on the throne, hissing low. He was making 
accusations, it seemed, at someone on the floor in front of him. 

The guards reached down and hoisted the man violently 
up over their heads. His glasses flung against the pillar in front 
of me, ricocheting shattered lens pieces toward me. At my foot 
were twisted turtle-shell frames just like Tim's. Exactly like 
Tim's. 

In a smack, I heard his body thrown to the stone floor, 
twisting his leg and arm as badly as the frames. I clamped back 
my scream and dropped to the floor. And I saw him reaching 
blindly toward the throne – a man willing to be anything, but 
facing a man now hissing some ancient tongue at these guards, 
he was now in a bow. Then, in one guttural word that sounded 
like what it ordered, I watched a guard slit my first, beaten, 
corduroy love in the side by what looked like a tusk. As the 
tooth-white horn was pulled from him, it took with it his color, 
his light, and my denial. 
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That's the last and lasting image of how a first love ended 
for me. This is another reason I only pursue origins. And before 
I succumbed to the exhaustion and horror and fluoride, I pur-
sued one more origin tale that must have led up to Tim Gabhar 
dead here, on a non- combatant antiquities mission: This wasn't 
an antiquities mission. While I was there to find a reason to se-
cure this site for the UN to oversee excavation, the only reason 
Tim and this honey-smelling soldier would be here was to keep 
it open for a bombing. This coalition of para-militant bankers 
and black marketeers were smart enough to get in before De-
sert Storm and make arrangements with monasteries, historical 
sites, and other supra-political institutions to secure, assess, 
loot and destroy – and yes, necessarily in that order. And it was 
my knowledge of what ended up really being here – a throne 
room treasure trove – that led them here. 

Along with whoever this "LGV" character was behind it. 
These deductive pathways led me to another professional 

lesson. Alexi's G2 and Canadian concerns were not just driven 
by water pump technology. These machines once converted the 
Mediterranean salt water into fresh water so that, by the time it 
flowed up from beneath the Temple of Eridu way south of 
here, it was the purest, sweetest and freshest water Earthly 
possible. Quiet Canada and ingenious Ireland – with a smile 
and freckled fist – were politely preparing to own the rights to 
the only quantum of substance left on Earth more valuable than 
gold throne rooms. 

Once the man on the throne exited, the killers casually left 
as if they'd finished their workday, not my heart. I picked up 
his glasses and made my way over to Tim. I turned him over 
onto my lap and placed them on his lifeless, pleading eyes to 
see again that person he was to me then and up until a minute 
before. Every turning point in my life from the mysterious van-
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ishing of Dr. Clemente to getting my approval for this mission 
fast-tracked, meant that everything, all of it, was a calculated 
lie. 

CIA, G2, Military Intelligence, with Tim here now this 
meant one thing: I realized who this "LGV" was, and every part 
of me that felt anything for Tim Gabhar and his argyle way 
vanished like the last vapor of fluoride. 

This unholy alliance of intelligence and military never ends 
up on the side of not bombing something. Alexi confirmed 
there was no water save the nun leg wells, so I was the only 
one with a vested interest in saving this house of god. 

I suddenly knew who was responsible for all of this. Every-
thing. Tim. Alexi. Joan. The soldier and the rain of smart bombs 
were no doubt on their way. I knew how to get out from here 
through that Eden Gym and to where that bathroom stall was 
that we were seeing it through. 

"Give me your fucking gun," I snarled at Tim's lifeless eyes 
before flipping him out of my arms and face-down on the an-
cient stone floor. 

In a less-horrific moment, I might have stopped, retrieved 
my measuring rod and answered some lifelong questions about 
this throne room and the woman who sat here. Were these be-
ings larger than Earthlings? Was this a place of Nephilim? Was 
this place, like the ruins in Egypt, built for giants? But origins 
escaped me then. 

I pulled the tiny.45 out of his back-strap and remembered 
for a moment the first and last time I found this. I took it as a 
clue to my destiny then. I just didn't realize how precise that 
clue was and that it wasn't mine. I cocked it. 

"I've got to go kill my father."   
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Chapter 30: Coloring Behind Lines 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
I haven't a tether now. There is no animate tissue to hold 

onto my consciousness like a baby to a finger. The most imme-
diately new sensation is the lack of a back. Not just the 

physical back with all its burdens and stories; no back, to my 
perception. There is nothing behind me. I always wondered if in 
death we felt beyond the three dimensions. I don't have a sense 
of dimensions anymore, but I do feel as though reality has bro-

ken down the fourth wall – like the audience is in on it and 
they're no longer in front of or behind me. I know I should look 

up, but I can't. Perspective is quite 360 and quite on demand. 
The slightest hint of a memory of scent, and I can be there at 
any point along its cycle. Copper. Everything here is like cop-
per turning green. But the scent of copper seems to overwhelm 

to a bloom of something, not a scent. A taste. Like dirt. I'm 
tethered after all. Some taste bud somewhere in the incubator 
of a piece of jaw unchewed is laid away here. And so I taste a 

little while longer. And prepare for what's already here. 
_____________________________________________________ 

 
"I'm not sure he's going to find a career in the arts, Mrs. 

Archer." My second-grade teacher informed my mother of 
these occupational limits as I sat in Kim Vogel's desk, which 
was next to mine in the row to my left. My mother sat in mine, 
and while the teacher complained about my inability to be ab-
stract, it had no negative affect on me because I was too 
distracted by how different the classroom looked from Kim's 
point of view. Just three feet to the left. For the first time ever, I 
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wondered if I had a good side and if it was the one that Kim 
saw all day every day here. 

"This is an example of what I mean," she said, pulling a 
piece of lavender-colored construction paper from the folder 
marked in my fanciest script of plain block letters: "Emit Arch-
er/Grade 2/Mrs. Hall." 

My mother took the paper and turned it around. Twice. It 
wasn't because the "Abstract Drawing Exercise" I spent last 
Tuesday on, even working through recess, was too abstract to 
decide which end was up, but because I always signed my 
work upside down in the upper left. And I did it with my left 
hand because, for me, drawings were different from writing, 
and to put them on the same piece of paper made it mixed me-
dia. I worked in No. 2 pencil and Crayon exclusively at the 
time, so, to avoid being cast in the collage or mixed-media gen-
re, I made the required signature a separate art piece. I trained 
my left inferior hand to produce a superior likeness of what the 
superior hand could do. 

And upside down. It made sense at the time, and I later 
learned, while researching my Science Fair project, that what I 
was doing was keeping all of my mind's focus coming from 
one quadrant of my brain. 

What I thought was a preteen angst for artistic integrity 
was simply my biology utilizing a specific set of processes to 
address a certain task. A brain scan after a bunk-bed rollover 
that smacked my head into a toy chest revealed an uncanny 
anatomy of a young Army brat's brain that seemed to com-
partmentalize every function. Whereas the leading edge 
sciences were headed toward a holistic, indeed holonomic 
model of brain function, my mother's artistically disabled son 
was demonstrating a way of thinking things that, although ear-
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ly 1970s machines couldn't quite make out enough nuance for 
further examination, was not of this earth. Or was too much so. 

"These are very good. Such detail," my mother said, scan-
ning the paper up close, jumping from region to region, 
seemingly intrigued. 

"Well, yes, Mrs. Archer, but again, the exercise was about 
abstract art. Trying to get the children to express themselves 
abstractly," she explained. 

"Did you think that maybe this is abstract for him?" My 
mother asked in a tone I hadn't heard before then, but a lot af-
terward. 

"Isn't the word ‘abstract’ itself too abstract a concept to ex-
pect any look and feel from a student? If these lines were 
squiggly or smeared, would that be abstract enough?" This is-
sue was obviously deeper for my mother than a 2nd grade 
teacher's critique of my work. It had all hit a nerve with her. 
And were it not for what happened next, this memory would 
have been compartmentalized into a place with all the other 
parent conferences with civilian teachers who tried to dissect 
my choices. 

"But every assignment …" she opened the folder and 
fanned the many colored construction pages across her desk, 
"… is always the same." The teacher replied with exhibits. 
"These are clearly not abstract, expressionist, modern or any-
thing, Mrs. Arch …." She was interrupted when my mother 
flipped the lavender page around and pointed to the art. 

From where I sat, I couldn't see what she was pointing at 
precisely, but the shadow of her finger from the back was just 
left of center. 

"Do you see that?" She tapped the left of center thrice. The 
teacher lifted her glasses and looked very closely. "If that's not 
abstract, then what is? Forget all of this." She circled the page 
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and its surrounding linear hieroglyphs with her finger, then 
punctuated her point by tapping the center again. “There's 
your goddamn abstract!" 

She slammed the page on the desk, grabbed her purse and 
stormed out. Doing so upset the contents of my desk where she 
sat, and out of the under-seat cubby fell a pink piece of paper 
with a heart in pencil and "K+E" in curly letters. 

"Emit?" the teacher said, snapping me out of my blissful re-
alization that Kim Vogel was seeing my good side. "You OK?" 

"Huh? Yes. Good and thank you," I replied, still gazing at 
Kim's calligraphy like it was art. I automatically reached under 
Kim's desk to grab the phantom book, thinking the teacher just 
asked me to read a chapter. What she thought was a boy in 
shock over the blustering of his mother and teacher was really 
just a bliss state. Sure, my mother had just hit her limit for ex-
plaining to civvies why her son would only ever draw precise, 
hieroglyphic-like, technical shapes, and always surrounding 
them by what could only be described as an abstract pine cone. 

After that station, my mother stopped coming. She stayed 
full-time in Albuquerque. Later that night, I listened to her tell 
my father that she was done. That she "didn't sign up for this 
too." To which my father replied that she had and she knew she 
had. This sent my mother into a sob, and although her frustra-
tions were recited as muffles into the nook between my father's 
shoulder and chest, I could make out one phrase that couldn't 
be mistaken for anyone being afraid of tigers, "Fucking Eliot, 
fucking Eliot, fucking Eliot." 

There was a reason I didn't have a vaccination brand or a 
second ride to school or a knack for drawing things squiggly. 
And were it not for that day of hieroglyphs and pine cones, fol-
lowed by a mother's resignation and the promise of a first kiss, 
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I might never have found out what I was. And the weird thing 
was, at that time I pretended to be this anyway. 

If you've come into a new school from a different place in 
the middle of the year, you know. It's an excruciatingly difficult 
yet mandated rite of passage for a nomadic yet social animal. 
The way I handled it when I was in my early grades was to pre-
tend, nay, to believe, that I was the Bionic Boy. 

Little did these kids in the playground know, but they were 
in the presence of a scientific wonder. The Six Million Dollar 
Man was everything to me then, and as far as my imagination 
was concerned, Oscar Goldman got a bargain when they con-
vinced him to build a smaller model. Me. In my mind, as I 
tested monkey bars and assessed the lines waiting for swing 
time, I heard the technical sound effects of beeps and rotating 
ball bearings and micro-hydraulic levers that were moving an 
arm, my legs and an eye around. 

Rather than seeking cliques or fashions that helped me 
blend in with the various herds, my strategy was to stay alien. 
My tactic was being a part-machine watcher of earthlings. I 
now recognize the survival nature of that choice to prevent 
bonding with other kids that I would eventually be lifted away 
from, but it's a tactic that became a liability. Even after "settling 
down" in Albuquerque, that tactic had become a template that 
all my future relationships would be imprinted in. Rather, not. 

Except one. 
The reason for my alien imagination and parent confer-

ence-worthy behaviors was that, well, I was an alien of sorts. 
Not extra-terrestrial; rather, intra-terrestrial, if you will. 

It was very much like my being a tourist in my own coun-
try, an Army brat from a regimented military culture placed 
into the wilds of the American public school system. In this 
case, my innards, the stuff of my life, my very genetic code was 
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the brat. From a regimented template and series of deliberate 
imprints, my body, mind and theorized spirit were let loose in 
the wilds of your natural world. And just in time. 

The garish nun and her clever military intelligence officer 
cohort handed me back to my mother in 1968 with my mental 
template fully loaded, detailed and upgraded. Not a clone. Not 
a test-tube baby, and between you, me and this page, not bion-
ic. What I was, what I am, is the swan-song experiment of a 
kind of Dr. Frankenstein – a sister Frankenstein and her Lt. 
Colonel Igor. 

In the mid-1960s, there was a lot of interest in genetics be-
fore the debates on the ethics of cybernetics et al put a 
moratorium on the military intelligence corps' research. The 
research was illegal on American soil, including military bases, 
beginning in 1963. Two years later, a young military officer had 
the brilliant idea to take some flasks and petri dishes outside 
the gates to a clean room in Kaiserslautern, the German town 
where the U.S. Army's Landstuhl Base was embedded. The 
work would continue off-base, but I suspected it was officially 
though secretly sanctioned. 

The M.I. officer conspired with a female scientist-sister I 
know only by what my mother called her later, the "garish 
nun." Yet despite her nickname, she left little trace of who she 
was. The trail I was on in my 30s to find out more about her 
frayed into too many threads to follow. But thanks to this gar-
ish nun, my mother's womb and a mixed media work of 
earthling and scraps, I am here before you as if one. All the 
right pieces and, for the most part, favorably placed. 

However, instead of the beauty of the chaos that made you 
who you are, my origin was intended toward an order. My at-
tributes were tested and measured before being added as 
features to this thirty-six thousand Deutschmark man, smelted 
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by and for the darker red, white and blue. While this flesh-and-
bone toy soldier was on purpose, I did have what I believed to 
be a real soul, although I don't think it was a prerequisite. And 
I wouldn't know until I got the report of the ghost. But what I 
did have in hand right then was the reason I drew in such spe-
cific lines. It's the same reason the original Egyptians did. They 
carved in stone what they first saw on screens. 

For a son to hear his mother talk about how she was over 
him and his deal, then to later learn he was himself a Science 
Fair project, would seem psychologically devastating. 

But it wasn't, for three reasons: my mother was a Knight, I 
managed a soul despite them, and on the following day I was 
going to kiss Kim Vogel. 

Abstract expression wasn't the only common trait I lacked 
compared to other normal Generation X children. Boys any-
way. Latency. That is, I didn't experience what Freud called the 
Latent Period – that stage in childhood when "the sexual ener-
gy is still present, but it is directed into other areas such as 
intellectual pursuits and social interactions." I didn't have one 
of those. In other words, I was immune to cooties, as it were. 
Girls were never "icky" or barred from any club, group or cult I 
started – and there were a few. I assume now it was a social 
marker that was either overlooked, considered nominal or an 
asset.  

Whatever the reason, to me, instead of playing with Hot 
Wheels with the guys down the block in Fort Sill, Oklahoma, I 
was across the street at the brunette's house "playing married," 
which amounted to both of us shirtless on our backs on her 
parents' bed, staring at the ceiling. That's either the first time I 
was able to convince a young lady to "play married," or the fact 
that her mother came home and found us there was what kept 
it warm in my memory. Miriam theorized that the woman was 



 

252 
 

so upset because of how well we were portraying the mother's 
own sex life. 

Most of my game inventions were driven by this urge to-
ward bubble gum breath and no- more-tears hair. "Kiss and 
Roll" was a great pastime in that the girls would run to me, kiss 
me on the mouth then roll down the hill. The first to miss my 
mouth lost. Copper Snakes is still the reigning champion. She 
never missed. 

Then there was the time I calculated the "Eeny Meeny Miny 
Moes" between six people so that each girl would have to kiss 
me before any of these other hang-ons. And there were a few. 

I look back and see how I've either "Eeny-Meeny'ed" or 
"Mene, Mene-Tekel'ed" my way at every pivot point in my life. 
Whether strategically determining my wants or deciding to 
split the difference when I'm found wanting, I don't seem to be 
able to blame or point to anyone but myself for all choices. But 
sometimes catching a tiger by its toe isn't enough. People’s 
mothers get into the game and tell them to pick the very best 
one. 

My mother thought she was helping me avoid a life. When 
I was 9, against Eliot's wishes, they sent me to find Jesus in 
Mexico. My father knew that other sons of intelligence officers 
sent their boys here. It was a solid introduction to God, and it 
built character. Those years are a teal-colored blur anymore 
and I don't recall coming to Jesus there. I do know, however, 
that the Holy Ghost was the one who brought me. She decided 
I was the very best one. And you should always dance with the 
one that brung ya.  
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Chapter 31: Casting Lots 
Special Agent Emvie 

 
"Jesus was a badass, Emvee," my brother once said flatly. 

He was reading through the Gnostic Gospel or Thomas Bible in 
Dad's den one dinner party night before the men came in and 
"stunk up the place with smoke," as he described sharply. 

Whatever he said was cool. He was home for a weekend 
from the military academy, and compared to this time last year, 
he seemed taller, crisper and meaner. I don't know what hap-
pened. I do know Dad no longer had priests over for dinner, 
and my brother went dark. 

"I know. He was such a badass," I agreed, as if it was some-
thing I was just thinking about. "What is it about him that you 
think is cool?" I asked casually, as if I wasn't fishing or making 
sure I kept his attention. 

"It's like …," he closed the book and held it with both hands 
like a hammer as he leaned into me. Normally that would have 
made me pounce, but not with my big brother. As far as I was 
concerned, Jesus had nothing on him. 

"We know he was tripping out the rabbis around the time 
of his Bar Mitzvah, right?" he said, then biting his lower lip and 
squinting as if he was about to solve a murder mystery. Which, 
in a way, he was. "Some 17 years the cat goes missing, yet we 
have all these stories and oral histories of a man, very much 
like him, traveling through India, right?" 

All I could do was match his squint and nod knowingly, 
then periodically act as if I suddenly understood him. Neither 
were truths, but we were conspiring ‒ breathing together. "He 
was groomed, Emvee. He was trained just like Dad's doing to 
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us. He was supposed to deliver a message of utter passive obe-
dience and love but got hip to the game, man!" 

Now he was bouncing on the edge of the sofa with every 
realization. "His baptism was an act of defiance!" 

"Hip to the game?" I asked, keeping him bouncing. 
"Yeah, Emvee. We are a docile, easily manipulated species, 

girl," he said. Then suddenly, for the first and only time I can 
remember, he looked compassionate. “They wanted to keep it 
that way, but Jesus got hip and turned the fucking tables." 

"Hey! What's going on in here?" Dad slurred harshly at the 
door. His guests were beginning to make their way from the 
dining room. My brother just glared at him. "I don't want to 
hear that language, cadet. Do you understand me?" he asked in 
a sudden militant manner. 

Dad was always more agitated when this set of guests ‒ a 
delegation from Iraq ‒ was in D.C. This is the fourth time 
they'd come in as many months. And each time they brought 
many gifts: big ones that got signed for and never seen, and 
small but very heavy ones that my Dad never opened. He just 
thanked them, shook their hands and had me carry the gifts 
back here to the closet in his library. 

"You hear me, cadet?" my father insisted, darting his eyes 
down the hall for his guests. 

"Yes, sir," my brother said, standing up straight in a dou-
ble-edged sign of respect and to make the point: Who here was 
younger, stronger, taller and now onto the gig, man? 

We looked nothing alike, me and my brother. He was the 
spitting image of Dad, and I guess I favored whoever my Mom 
was. He was my half-brother, so ours had always been a loose-
ly affiliated family, but everyone seemed to be very good at 
whatever it was they did, and whatever it was they did tended 
to have national security implications. 
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"Close that, Emvee," Dad hissed, pointing his chin at the 
closet door. 

I loved that closet. Not because of the mysterious boxes 
from the faraway, but because it was full of my father's uni-
forms. But instead of the mothball stench of his younger 
fatigues in the attic, these uniforms were always neatly pressed. 
He wasn't an Army man anymore, but he could Clark Kent 
these at a moment's calling. 

I jumped over the sofa like a cat to close the door, then 
shoulder-rolled and ducked behind my brother. That way I 
quickly completed Dad's task while mocking his seriousness 
for my brother. 

"Let's go, Emvee," My brother said, hoisting me up and 
over the sofa. 

As he airplaned me out of the room and banked, Dad 
whispered, "Pssst. Agent MV, don't forget about tonight's tar-
get," followed by a scotch-pickled kiss. 

I remember that night vividly, as I felt I had two of the 
most magnificent men in my world vying for my attention. I 
was glad we left when we did, though, for I would not have 
been able to face those men, Daddy's guests, when my brother 
told me who they were and what they did. And I realized 
much later, that was the last blue envelope night. The last time 
before the American Soldier said "Blue Ape" that I even 
thought of that night, and the last time I saw my brother. 

We settled down the hall in an alcove to watch the Wash-
ington Masonic Memorial tower light up, as we did often. My 
brother, who as a Bar Mitzvah and an officer-cadet seemed to 
be using Jesus to rebel against both of those things. But I didn't 
care which messiah was used as a device, as long as this mo-
ment stayed. The pink-gold Masonic tower intersected the 
twinkling city and pulled my eyes closed. By the time, I heard 
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Dad call from the den, "Say, Emvee," I had fallen asleep in his 
lap. 

"Wake up Emvee. Daddy needs his talking monkey," He 
said, lifting me by my shoulders and sorting his creases. He 
started walking down the corridor like a gorilla, making me 
laugh out loud. He looked back at me once more, and when 
Dad turned away toward his guests, he darted back to me and, 
kneeling, whispered, "Whatever he tells you, teaches you or 
trains you to do, be sure to do it better than anyone, Emvee. 
And don't join M.I., Military Intel. Promise," he said firmly. 

"I promise," I said resolutely. "But really? Be all I can be." 
Before I could finish, I noticed blood along the seam of his crisp 
white cadet collar. "What happened?" I reacted and immediate-
ly pulled the collar away from his skin.  

Before he snapped it and himself away, I could see the dark 
blue crest line along the bleeding traces of a new tattoo. "What 
is it?" I changed my question as my eyes widened with a new 
kind of fascination; blood and art and brothers and rebel-
messiah conspiracies. But why the heck not M.I.? 

"Feathers. Wings," he whispered, looking over my shoulder 
to be sure no one else noticed. He kissed me between the eyes, 
stood straight, turned on his heels and gorilla walked down the 
corridor and away from my childhood. 
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Chapter 32: A Velvet Dagger  
Chief Emit Archer 

 
As the female leader deftly rips at my lower abdomen ‒ my 

naval ‒ I let go. Or whatever I am right now lets go. Like her 
teeth snapped the string of my soul balloon, but I hover. With-
out wincing or distaste, without any nostalgia for a body that 
served me well, I feel only a contentment for having left behind 
something tangible, carbon, useful, nourishing, or at the very 

least, degradable on Earth. 
_____________________________________________________ 

 
There was no getting through that forest of pillars with my 

gear, or any chance of leaving it. "Agent," I whispered as loudly 
soft as I could, but not before she slipped into a lighted area. I 
caught just a glimpse of her as she went. Bright. Dark. Stun-
ning. Strong. This agent seemed to know her way out, so I 
doubled back a bit to try to connect with Burke and Argyle. 
Radio silence seemed unnecessary, as this place was empty. I 
did still hear a low rumble, and it was a pattern of increasing 
speed, but subtly. As I rounded one of those sweeping bends, I 
ran my fingers along the wall. Like the caverns under Eridu, 
the tiles seemed flexible, responsive somehow to my momen-
tum. I thought of the little silver fans along the wall in the train 
tunnel at the Denver International Airport. The air pushed 
ahead by the train would make them spin before we got to 
them, but these seemed to respond to where I planned on go-
ing, not to my wind. 

"Chief." A whisper fell into my ear as I passed, making me 
skid to a stop and spin around. "Chief." I heard it again and 
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now I could see Burke's bloodless face tucked into a doorway 
along the passage. He was staring at the opposite wall. 

"Burke? What's going on? Where's Argyle?" I asked, situat-
ing my pack and kneeling to tie my boot in automatic 
preparation for running to the eventual chopper. "I've account-
ed for both agents. We just need to confirm their departure and 
we're good to go." I was so occupied with my boot lace and the 
recount for next steps that I didn't notice his being. 

His expression was not one. It was his being that was dif-
ferent. "You OK, soldier?" I asked, rising from my boot. His 
head stayed perfectly fixed on the wall as his eyes turned to-
ward me. 

"You have nice manners for a thief," he strained to say, as if 
each word was pressing on his lungs. 

"What? Burke, what's going on, man? Sit down." He slid 
down the doorway wall, his eyes not moving, but wide open 
and seeing. I shifted over and grabbed his arm, which was wet. 
"You're soaked, man. Did you guys find a water source after 
all?" I lost my stream  of consciousness, as his wet arm was 
suddenly sticky when I let go. It wasn't water, it was blood. 

"Burke!" I suddenly realized. I shook him and felt a shiver 
from the base of my ass through my legs that threw me for-
ward onto my knees. Regaining my position, I could see he was 
trying to ask me something. "What? What?" I said softer with 
my ear against his mouth. 

"Is there going to be a book …," he asked. His face and eyes 
seemed to come back as the kid I knew, but he was choking on 
himself. 

"Stop, Burke. Don't speak. I'll get a medic down here." I 
held him in my left arm and searched my pack in the dark for a 
first aid kit. 
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"… a book about the Hobbit?" he continued. He was de-
termined, so I stooped to focus on him. 

"What? Once more, then silence, soldier," I ordered. 
"Is there going to be a book about The Hobbit?" he asked 

with an excited look in his eye that was worth hanging onto to 
try to bring this boy back. 

"Yes! Yes! They're writing a book based on the cartoon," I 
began in his world. I jumped back when looking up behind 
him, and I saw a nun. She was tall, and she was staring at the 
same piece of wall that Burke was. 

In a breath, a convulsion laid me out flat on my back. I was 
frozen there. I couldn't move. I didn't want to move. 

I could then see that the nun was holding what looked like 
a small horn or tusk, glimmering wet. The night-vision and 
half-light came together, and I realized it was blood. Burke's. 

She turned her head from the wall toward me, but her eyes 
remained fixed on the wall, which seemed to dance wildly in 
front of her. She dropped the bloody white horn, which 
bounced and stabbed my forearm before landing in a spin. 

She reached her hand toward the wall and as if told to, 
then snapped her eyes to mine. I felt my neck freeze hot. Turn-
ing toward me, she opened the folds of her robe. It was at first 
an apparition of the Holy Madonna. Then, widening her reveal, 
her torso at this angle reflected the wall they were gazing at, 
which then glistened a reddish orange. She seemed to want me 
in. But it became a wet, bleeding flower. 

"Am I … I am … drugg…" I screamed out through a whis-
per. As a gathering darkness surrounded me, I reached for this 
flowering and murderous nun, but the corridor walls stretched 
outward and took the nun, Burke and Mosul/Nineveh with 
them.  
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Chapter 33: It’s a Blind Machine 
Special Agent Emvie 

 
"The Enûma Eliš is a lie!" I shout-whispered to myself as I 

began to count the ways and whys I felt such a primal anger. 
The Enûma Eliš is the title of the mythological rewrite for his 
own glory by Lord Enki's problem child, Marduk, the patron 
god of Babylon who plagiarized, abridged and altered our true 
origin tale to make himself better than his father. His offenses 
and eventual obliteration of the goddess was the very Table of 
Contents of my term paper. And, although no overt foul words 
were hyphened between others, the paper was deliberately 
worded for a tenured professor who was going to hate it either 
way. I used to think it was that language and sassy intent that 
attracted Tim to my mind. Now I know the truth. A truth. His. 
He may have ended up reaching for me, but he started out aim-
ing for me. 

Retracing my and Alexi's steps from last night, I headed 
back toward the sisters' shower room and that stall where the 
holes were. "Holes!" I continued, finding terrific irony and met-
aphor in this righteous indignation state. "Holes to watch nuns 
masturbate to moons … holes for peepshows of novice virgins 
becoming neither … holes that swallow nuns." 

The corridor walls seemed to be moving, so I stopped, put 
my hands on my knees and lowered my head. "What am I?" 
The question was gibberish blurted out unconsciously from ex-
haustion, but it was actually quite a poignant one. 

I was not a nun, I assured myself quietly. As my heart rate 
slowed, so did my anger. "What the fuck am I?" I asked again, 
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and sat against the corridor wall to regain myself while waiting 
for an answer. 

Tim's .45 in my hand caught the light bouncing on the 
walls, and only then did I remember where I was going and 
what I was going to do with this. "You son of a bitch," I said 
aloud to the man this gun was looking for. My father. 

I had burned all the sentimentality I had for Tim in the last 
half hour, even though he was my first love. Yet my father ‒ 
the man I thought lovingly trained me away from this job, who 
pretended to reluctantly accept Tim as my lover and whom I 
played spy-girl with in the afternoons and prodigy girl-wonder 
with in the evenings ‒ didn't get a second of reprieve. 

For all his guilt, Tim was just a player on a stage set by my 
father. As was I, my brother and every coach, counselor and 
missing professor along the way. There is no reprieve for a man 
who betrays his daughter. 

My body began to catch up with the past 24 hours. If I let 
myself, I would collapse right there and sleep right through the 
bombs. 

Bombs. 
My head snapped up. My mission mind kicked in. I loved 

this part. Thanks to that son of a bitch's training camps, I'd de-
veloped peak-performance-seeking tools and tricks, all to make 
sure I kept a promise to my brother to be the best. Whenever 
confronted by physical fatigue or mental doubt, I had triggers 
that helped me rise above, keywords and ideas that could hoist 
me over any finish line, out of any choke hold or into any 
awkward social situation despite myself. And "bombs" was one 
of those keywords. 

Like the heads-up displays of airplane simulators, a tem-
plate came down in my mind to identify, assess and determine 
what to do next. 
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"Time … it's gotta be 0400 hours. Sunrise is 06 – air strike 
likely by 0600." It must have been an optical illusion, but the 
tiles on the wall in front of me seemed to be matching the tem-
plate in my head. It had to be the aftereffects of the fluoride and 
the adrenaline, like how the sky seemed to expand away after 
sprinting 50 yards. That had to be it. I closed my eyes and fo-
cused again on my internal template. 

"Strikes within 2 ‒ nearest base Mosul ‒ evac at … shit. By 
right now." 

Realizing the futility of running to kill this man, compared 
to the dire need to save myself from smithereens, kicked in a 
whole other mind ‒ the one motivated by a little more than a 
brother's approval. 

I got back to the shower room. For the first time since yes-
terday, I saw a light. It was pale, and I realized it was closer to 
0600 than was existentially comfortable. Reaching behind the 
bowl in stall 11, I threaded up the Ruger, still secured to the 
wire. I swung it around my forearm a few times and tightened 
it into my hand. A quick pass at the hooks by the door and I 
grabbed a robe and shower sandals. I pulled open the huge 
door to the entry hall and looked back up into the black corner, 
where a camera was hidden. 

"Melt in copper, you fucking daughters of Ashur!" I said, 
and with both hands let fly their most forceful and fiery birds. 

Skidding down the road, I saw the workmen from last 
week. They were working as if nothing was going on around or 
under them. The seeming foreman saw me and yelled to his 
crew. 

They all turned and began cheering as if I was the first in 
some race I had no idea I was winning. But they recognized me 
as their omen-making nun, even in shower sandals, a breech-
cloth, and handheld robe. 
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"No! No! Stop! Please, you don't know, you don't know!" I 
shouted while pointing to the dark blue morning sky. "Bombs! 
Bombs!" They looked at each other and into the sky. 

A younger worker in back yelled, "Enki comes?!" 
"No. God no. Anything but." And I pantomimed missiles 

coming down and exploding, and pointed to their Datsun 
pickup aggressively. They froze, then looked at one another. 
Then, as if performing a choreographed exercise, two of them 
lifted me from under my arms to the cab of the truck. The rest 
hurled their tools into a pile, grabbed canteens or towels and 
filed over the sides into the back and ducked down below the 
walls. 

In a mile, the driver took a sharp right through a passage 
only a Datsun could fit through, and then down a sheer 30-
degree decline. What took 45 minutes in a bus on the main road 
took 15 this way. As we slid around a bend at the bottom of the 
slope, I could see the Army barracks tucked up into the hillside. 

"Let me out!" I shouted at the driver, who was squarely fo-
cused on a destination much farther south, and his squint let 
me know he had no intention of doing that. I kicked his foot off 
the gas and slammed on the brake, bringing the truck to a 90-
degree stop and hurling one of those poor guys into the Mosul 
dirt. 

"Sorry!" I yelled at the driver and the man dusting himself 
off just outside. I slammed the door and began running toward 
the barracks back up the road. The Iraqi workers yelled after 
me and pounded the sides of the truck, but I again pointed to 
the sky, and they gathered up their chivalry and high-tailed it 
south. Not a hundred yards away was the Army post, and I 
scanned the grounds for any movement or some sign that they 
had not yet evacuated. 
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From behind one of the structures, a dust cloud burst for-
ward. I jumped face-down onto my stomach, thinking it might 
be the first strike, but the sound caught up with what I saw, 
and it was rotor blades. As I looked up from the ground, the 
door of the main barrack opened and a stream of camouflaged 
men gripping their hats ran toward the dust cloud. 

"Wait!" I yelled, then exploded forward to sprint to safety. 
Sliding around the building, and before I could yell again, I 
heard a deep pop and saw the pilot of the helicopter fall out 
like a rag doll onto the dirt, still in a salute. Ducking behind the 
corner, I saw the bird wobble as it adjusted to having no one at 
the controls, and then I saw him jump into the seat and grab 
the stick. 

My father. 
Clad in a neatly pressed but outdated uniform, he steadied 

the helo, but I saw some of his men grabbing at his shoulders 
as if trying to stop him. My father held his firearm behind his 
ear and squeezed off four rounds that sent pink mist into the 
rotors. I saw U.S. troops fall out of the helicopter. When one 
managed not to die but to grab a skid that rocked the bird, I 
watch my father shoot this soldier in the face. And unflinching-
ly. 

I looked down at the Ruger wired around my arm. I no-
ticed a perfect spiral of blood trickling from the wire cutting 
into my arm since I first flung it around, an accidental but de-
termined tefillin. It cut me as if trying to remind me of divine 
intervention despite myself and my patricidal intentions. 

I knew how this would go next. 
Gun camp was my idea, and the situation reminded me ex-

actly why. Other weapons-oriented camps for girls began with 
archery, as if the only way to a girl's aim was through the Ar-
temis archetype. But there was one blurb on one pamphlet 
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from one gun camp that caught me. "Snake Load/Pistol Skeet 
Shooting." Skeet requires shotguns, but snake load could be 
shot out of pistols, and I had wanted to shoot snakes since I 
was 9. So that was how this would go. 

There was one more irony to call up about holes, and not 
the one he put in this little springy-haired Eegen girl wonder's 
heart. It was the one I was about to tefillin right through the 
fuel tank of that bird he thought was his Lord of the Eagles.  
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Chapter 34: The Grail Serves Sapiens 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
Carnivores without the baggage of self-awareness go rav-

enously for the genitals once the cavity is clear; a protein-rich 
digestif of nutrients. Yet while the scene below me is savage, 

there is only a feeling of appreciation. I think of the once-
squeamish myths of kings biting off the penises of their ene-
mies, and only now, without the base homophobic filter of a 
toddler society, I know that it means a new reign over an im-
potent past and the passing of vital nutrients for a new realm. 
I prefer this exalted perspective, for the alternative view of this 

scene would fucking suck. 
_____________________________________________________ 

 
In a heave that split my vision, my brain and soul inside 

out, I was back in that wide green-blue room or lab. It was 
spinning, and again I was thrust back to see the corridor walls 
in night-vision. I couldn't move my appendages in either place, 
but I seemed to be able to decide where to be. There was a 
wobble, like I was on a coin at the end of its spin as it slowly 
flattened. I consciously decided to land in the soft blue room 
because I knew how pennies finally smacked, and I chose a gel. 

As things settled, the hivelings presented to me my son 
Dumuzid's blade. The tooth of a beast, it was meant to warn 
wolves from his goats. 

"I don't need this but will return it if that's what I'll intend," 
I informed the muttering little surfaces that pulled it away. 
They never presented instruments before needed, so their an-
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ticipatory programming must have become confused by this 
nexus too. 

For the first time, I seemed to have full access to my sapi-
ens mind in this place. That mindset was at least two densities 
down, so I needed to be careful until they reconciled. 

"Awake. There is a Node Nexus at play," I declared verbal-
ly to wake the queens, so that they would also be aware should 
this transition fail. "I have access to lower density streams and 
my intentions may not be appro ...." I sat.  

They got it. After the word "awake," the queens began as-
sessing the meta-area for outside intentions. Any more words 
we said would be for us. 

My sapiens self must have been drugged, as it was the only 
way to bypass The Spin. And I suddenly knew what I meant by 
that thought in both worlds. I felt the organic connection and 
utter ocean vibration and density of those two worlds, and any 
other I wished to intend toward were entangled. 

And I knew once again that I was not alone. 
"Wise one?" I said, rubbing my eyes, not ready to be here 

yet. "Yes lord," he replied. 
"'Irfaan," I confirmed. 
"Yes," the same voice answered. 
"Just ‘Yes’?" I said, turning to my secret sage, my master-

piece. 
Adapa is my hybrid son, whom I created, raised, trained, 

and have given so much knowledge to that his own kind calls 
him Adapa the Wise. Before I discovered the slip knotting of 
codes necessary for self-generating principles for sapiens, we 
had those like Adapa: Wise, clever, resourceful and worshipful, 
yet unable to produce children. Before Adam there was Adapa; 
perhaps my best fashioning of you as a man. 
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"As sapiens, are we no longer reverent?" I asked, cocking 
my eyebrow but smiling uncontrollably. 

The warmth of realizing that it wasn't a dream flowed over 
me. As I settled into that rare place of two minds, I was at first 
giddy and began laughing. There's a comedy when two nodes 
meet, and tragedy when they split. I composed myself and 
looked again at my hazel-eyed hybrid Master of the House. 

"You're not smiling, Adapa," I said, further settling into this 
moment. 

"I am confused, sir. Er … lord," he corrected himself toward 
my higher title. "Do you not know, lord? Do you not know 
what has happened?" 

"I know we're in some monastery near, Mosul …," my in-
ternal reference for language in both places skipped between 
times, "… I mean, under Nineveh." 

Now that 'Irfaan was asking me questions, I had to be more 
conscious, but the surroundings matched a different mind of 
mine in a different time. I clinched my eyes and shook my head 
as if to throw the one mind off for a while. 

"Tim Gabhar has been slain, sir," 'Irfaan's voice continued. I 
kept my eyes closed to focus on this information in that place. 

"Agent Argyle's dead?" I asked quickly in the right mind. 
"Yes sir. And …." 

"Burke!" I said, now fully back in mission-mind. "I was 
drugged and I saw Burke … where was Argyle? Who's doing 
this?" I found my most commanding voice, but there was no 
reverb here. No sound came back. 

It was as if I was talking alone, and I opened my eyes to be 
sure I wasn't. The room had fused completely to me by then, 
and every instrument and staging area was perfectly in reach 
when needed. The lexicon of this place, the names and short-
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hand slang of the room, usurped Chief Archer's, causing a rift 
between me. 

"Lord. Please." 'Irfaan, who was now completely Adapa, 
my hybrid son and prodigy, looked quite sad now. 

"What is it, Wise One?" I asked, realizing finally that I 
needed to be here and now. But before he could answer, the 
gift of this timing ‒ two nodes connecting and my being aware 
on either side ‒ demanded attention. 

"Report to me of the blue envelope," I ordered in a deter-
mined state to get through this before addressing any other 
issue he may have. 

"It was once disturbed by her, but it rests in this cycle more 
secure," he assured me. "She disturbed it, you say?" I asked. 

"As a child, she mistook it for a game envelope, lord. But 
then she hid it in a book. It is a color primer, lord, and remains 
at your will." 

"What game envelope?" I asked. These objects didn't get 
words formed there unless they served. 

"Your marker expressed itself as a game in that the paternal 
would give her names in blue envelopes as part of a game." 

"And why is that here? Markers express themselves in myr-
iad ways until nodes. Why is this game envelope here at my 
attention?" Succinctness was a driving force in my thought pro-
cess, and because I was of two minds, I could analyze this place 
as never before. And I was getting angry. 

"She never opened them. She emphasized their expression 
by her own will, lord," he said in a resigned tone, as if this was 
so like her to do. But I couldn't quite get who "she" was, though 
I couldn't help but speak of her knowingly. 

"This needs to go." "Lord?" 
"This altered chemical reaction in my sapiens self ‒ in the 

Nineveh node ‒ it's making it difficult for me to track certain … 
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Inanna!" I shouted, which brought the whole pantheon of my 
family to the front of my new old mind. My precocious grand-
daughter. In that cycle, she was still, though in a different set of 
players. Warmer still, as this place once again eclipsed the 
monastery, and I decided to let go of that and the Burke and 
Gabhar horrors for the time being. 

"So the hivelings will get to me there, and by the next node 
we can upgrade this place thanks to their hyper-ingenuity, eh?" 
I said to Adapa proudly, but also slyly, for I knew the others 
whose decree would not sanction this supplanting. But they 
would benefit. 

The feeling of rebellion reignited the subtle anger that I felt 
while still between the two minds. It was a gnawing sense that 
made the hivelings stop preparing any staging areas I may 
have intended toward. They all stopped. The fluttering worker-
cells down-throttled where they were and the room dimmed. 

"Lord. Please." 
Adapa reached up and placed one hand on my shoulder 

while clutching his heart with the other. His hazel eyes looked 
cautious but hopeful. "There are two things to know, lord. Here 
and now." 

I felt Nin enter the space and encircle me slowly. It made 
me smile once more before losing it to Adapa's glare. 

"You are there and this means the ghost survives. Your 
ghost survives," he said, then closed his eyes and backed away 
in honor, as if paying homage to my cleverness. The blood, my 
blood, that spilled from my arm kept a soul, my soul here and 
there. No more gods needed to be slaughtered. No more sacri-
fices. 

"Sapiens is divine," I said in a declaration that shuddered 
the hivelings awake and probably quaked the parallels a bit. 
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"Lord, your creation has achieved potential beyond its 
gods' enlightenment. Sapiens is indeed divine, Lord." 

"Beyond its gods, you say?" I asked, puzzled. Then I real-
ized how. 

And I began reciting the formula as a eureka. 
"Their conscious evolution was accelerated … then stunted. 

We tore down their towers, confused their tongues, flooded 
their fits and starts, and then let loose our children upon them." 
That stalled me in a moment of red realizations, as if toy sol-
diers mowed down with building blocks described how we felt 
about those hybrid hominids. And like an abused nanny, the 
Earth was left with our children to play war and wreak a havoc 
unforgivable. "Ours is an opulent end of an organic system," I 
continued in my feigned soliloquy. Finding refuge in my clev-
erness was how I justified all of this and ignored the screams, 
cycle after cycle. I'd been poking the nodes with supplanted 
advancements as if my brother's eye and, for all my exalted 
traits lauded me by worshipers, there was never anything 
about what I had done there that was right. 

Except my Earth Crime. 
"Ours was a steady, relatively peaceful but natural evolu-

tionary progress, unperturbed by more advanced beings that 
tweaked us for their needs. This gives us thousands of your 
lives to live. But real progress is adaptation through conflict. 
Peace demands war. 

Enlightenment is their net result, while complacency is 
ours." "Lord?" Adapa said, trying to understand. 

"You've achieved it anyway, Wise One,” I concluded. "And 
no arms needed to bleed and no viziers need to die." 

In this split mind, I saw then what we were to them. Not 
what they'd made us. Not the magic angels they imprinted 
themselves with, and that we fostered. 
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"How dare we?" I, on behalf of sapiens, said to me and my 
brother, then turned squarely to blame him. "Your church has 
thwarted the conscious evolution for the petty pleasures and 
childish horrors of your mongrel spirit ‒ and I am your accom-
plice." 

I tried to inhabit my sapiens self as the indignation rose, 
but I knew I deserved to feel the guilt as myself most. I felt split 
between the shame of my godhood and the anger of my crea-
tion. 

"What have we done?!" I screamed, making the hivelings 
ripple into the back of my field of view so that all I could see 
was Adapa standing before me in an empty chamber, an enor-
mous and bright chamber. There was no ceiling, but I couldn't 
look up. It was too bright and there was a tone. 

"She has come," Adapa stated, then he turned and prostrat-
ed himself toward the north. 

"Rise, sapiens," I commanded, confused to my favorite; my 
masterpiece. Adapa slowly rose, looked up and walked toward 
the east. "Wait," I commanded to his apparition, which was 
leaving toward The Spin. "This cycle, this node …." 

"Yes, lord." I looked once more to Adapa and marveled at 
what he was despite us. He began to bow, but I caught his chin 
with my finger and lifted it up so he could see both his fashion-
er and his nemesis. 

And for the first time I could remember, with all the spin-
ning and landing and rotors and monkey bars and shamans 
and forgers ‒ both there and right here ‒ I was still. And the 
presence of my brother, unable to reconcile the state of my be-
ings, grew fainter. 

"Lord. Please," Adapa said desperately as he entered and 
understood The Spin. "Your sons Dumuzid and Negral … they 
have been slain, lord." And he left. 
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The moment was too still. 
There are split seconds that split centuries. There are gifts 

of the spirit that kill innocents, and there are horrors beyond 
description where sweetness can be smelled. But, I thought, 
here and now will never again be. 

When a node closes on the death of a child, nay children, it 
closes a way for the soul to breathe. 

"And Marduk … I need to get back to him and make him 
safe," was what my lips gave to my breath as the hivelings 
handed me Dumuzid's warning tooth blade. 
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Chapter 35: The Nūn of Babylon 
Special Agent Emvie 

 
The troops were dead. Corporals. But their radios were live 

and I was able to send out one of four hybrid Navajo/Welsh 
code-phrases that automatically halt air strikes in hot zones 
where agents and other assets are. That phrase prioritized 
communiqués and clearances all the way back to command. It 
was 45 minutes before any airlift, so I scoured the barracks for 
America's real gold ‒ water ‒ and found plenty. 

After getting down as much as I could, I circled the desk, 
sat and spun around in the huge leather chair, which swal-
lowed me in a hug of Old English and Nicotine. I was a little 
surprised at how little emotion I felt. Maybe I was in emotional 
shock, but I don't think so. In the past 12 hours, I'd watched my 
lover get murdered, and I tied him to my betrayal when I real-
ized he and my father had been using me and my mission to 
steal from and bomb these ancient sites right into Lord knows 
how many library closets. I thought about how I charmed the 
delegates from Iraq years ago at our dinner parties when this 
was all starting, and how that helped him. 

I heard the radio crackle. Inaudible. Could have been any 
signal sweep at this point. I threw a few breaker phrases back, 
but then the radio went silent. 

My spin settled in front of a bulletin board to his left. On it 
was pinned a tuft of paper with a feather logo like my brother's 
tattoo. 

And in an uncontrolled heave, every ounce of water 
poured from my guts onto the floor in front of me. It was my 
reaction to the memory of seeing something last night in my 
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fluoridean haze, the man with the feathers on his neck I hadn't 
seen since the last blue envelope caper in D.C. My brother. Seth 
was at the monastery last night. 

To begin to fit him into this web of deceit would not calcu-
late. Two of the three men who were man to me were no more. 
Seth could not be one. He warned me of my father. He warned 
me of military intel, but he didn't save me last night. And the 
tattoo I saw bleeding through his collar that final night was all 
over those papers listing items like "gold eagles head" and 
"winged disc statue," and all from below that mountain and all 
probably thousands of miles and centuries from here now. And 
I probably ferried some of them to the closet in my father's li-
brary. But Seth. 

And like a roadshow version of a crystal memory of my 
childhood, I found my fingers fiddling with a blue envelope on 
this opulent stolen desk. This one was open, though. And the 
page ripped in half lay beside it. 

"Ambassador Vittor Bellanti ‒ Malta ‒ General Adnan 
Khairallah ‒ Iraq." It was one of the dinner guest lists from our 
caper. Why he had this envelope here and why it was seeming-
ly a disappointment escaped me. Maybe he was hoping it was 
the envelope that spirited itself away and into the green-blue 
book when I was a kid? "It must be this scent that's flashing me 
back … wait." I looked over at the little sink and shaving kit in 
the corner with one toothbrush, one cup, a razor and a bottle of 
"Old Spice … shit!" The fact that I watched my lover get mur-
dered, then killed my own father, wasn't what was weirding 
me out. It was the fact that they both used Old Spice. That's 
when it got weird. 

I heard the skids of a huge military vehicle outside. I 
grabbed the papers from the board and picked up some boots 
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and fatigues in the back. As I headed toward the door for my 
lift, the radio burst again. 

"Please to come in. Please to come in. America man is hurt." 
The broken Iraqi-accented please hit all the right triggers to 
launch mission-mind: "American man hurts." 

I tightened the belt on the pants, stepped into the boots and 
headed out. Before I reached the door, it flung open with a hot 
wind and cold memory. 

"Where is he?!" he said, scanning the place without recog-
nizing me. "Seth?" I said, light-headed by the surprise. 

"Emvee?" he said, equally shocked. 
Before I could even hug or slap the son of a bitch, the area 

was buzzed by two F-15Es, low as if checking a target prior to a 
strike. We both widened our eyes as we realize the only sign of 
friendlies they could have tagged were us, and we were out of 
sight. We bolted out the door and scanned the horizon, but 
they had banked and were readying for a strike pass. 

"I don't understand! I TC3'ed this.” "You what?" Seth 
asked, glaring east. 

"I radioed in a Top Cleared Cancel Code!" I yelled at the 
fading contrails of those two angels of death. 

"Get in!" Seth yelled, running for the Humvee. In a second 
we were in and headed toward the main road. 

"Where are you going? Why aren't you going south so we 
aren't in the line of attack!?" 

"Main road! Nineveh Street! We gotta get to the monas-
tery!" he replied. "We've got friendlies up there!" 

"Turn around! I know a faster way!" I directed him up the 
slope the Iraqi workers brought me down. "We gotta send that 
code to command again!" I reached for the radio next to Seth, 
but he grabbed my wrist. "What are you doing? I need the ra-
dio!" I yelled. 
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"Don't bother," he said, glancing hard at me then back to 
the terrain. "Army isn't here, Emvee." 

"What do you mean? I saw corporals and … Dad." I said 
suddenly allowing the visual in of my father shooting those 
men coldly. "What was he doing here?" I asked, knowing full 
well the answer. If I asked and pretended to be naive, maybe I 
would become so. But every hunch and epiphany of the past 
few hours was confirmed by Seth between Nineveh and the 
steps of Mar Mattai. Everything. By the time the privately 
owned sortie of F-15s returned to level the "Army outpost" and 
every unprotected ancient mound and shard in that area, I 
knew it all. 

"Thank you," Seth said flatly, glancing at me, then peering 
back at the terrain. "Thank those Iraqis, I had no idea this 
shortcut existed," I began. 

"No. Not this. Thank you for not joining M.I., Emvee," he 
said quite seriously. 

"How do you know I didn't?" I said wryly, but also inquisi-
tively. Any time someone in this business makes an absolute 
statement, they’re either lying or sure that you don't know the 
truth. 

"Because I never saw you at the picnics," he said, smirking. 
"Are you mixed up in this thing? With Dad?" I asked cautious-
ly. "Yes," he said. Only. 

"So ... my mission for UNESCO, my whole fucking career," 
I began as the hundreds of tiny betrayals by my father, my lov-
er and my brother began to fill in the silos of my memory. 

"No, Miriam. Not like that. I am mixed up in this, but for 
you." His eyes closed a bit as if closing down an emotion. 

"For me?!" I said as the Humvee careened between boul-
ders and brush and the night before the revelation started to set 
in me. "I'm here for knowledge and to secure artifacts, not to 
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play pathfinder for you thieving murderers!" I hated to, but I 
couldn't help it. I cried. 

It’s something I never do, but that wall I'd built came down 
around my denial: that these men in my life really cared for me. 
"Why didn't you help me last night?" 

"I did. I always have," he assured. 
For the rest of the drive, Seth confirmed my suspicions 

about Agent Daddy and his closet of presents from the fara-
way. And while my father was shuffling me between scholarly 
camps and tutors in an effort to place me right here and now, it 
was Seth who put the gun camp pamphlets in my room. And 
by balancing my father's IQ works with MMA training, in a 
very real way, he did help me last night. 

Seth hadn't walked away from my childhood that night in 
D.C. He walked around and behind me. He kept certain people 
from ever entering my field of view. He even lobbied CIA to 
stop Tim from recruiting me at all. That was the holdup. Not 
Tim's feelings. And as more layers of security fell away, I felt 
warmer and safer. 

When I was a toddler I apparently had difficulty staying in 
bed. I would come out and surprise the adults in the wee hours 
and simply say "Hi!" Around this time I was also prone to fall-
ing out of my bed. As a safety measure, my father would strap 
me into bed with a snug webbing net. It wasn't until I was in 
my 20s that I learned the restraints weren't for my safety, rather 
for the adults' privacy. That shift from feeling cared for to feel-
ing like a burden was emotional whiplash. This was 
decapitation. 

The only rope I had to hold onto before this abyss was real-
izing that Seth was protecting me from the dark. The last thing 
I would ever feel was the need for a man's protection. I could 
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have and did kick the ass of a few boyfriends. But there is a 
place for these creatures to hold us. When asked. 

After a long silence, I looked up at Seth. "What happens 
now?" 

After a few moments, Seth gripped the steering wheel 
hard, as if bracing himself. "How do you feel about New Mexi-
co? Maybe going back to school?" 

"I meant like right now. As in where are those F15s and 
who in the hell can afford two private F-15s and their ordi-
nance?" 

"I could tell you, but then I'd have to ... Emit!?" he said, 
slamming on the brakes, then rushing to the steps of the mon-
astery. 

There was a little Iraqi man carrying a soldier over his 
shoulders. I grabbed a water bottle and jumped out too. As 
Seth hoisted the soldier onto his shoulders and took him to the 
Humvee, I handed the man the water and asked if he was in-
jured. 

"That looks nasty. Let me take a look at that," I said, care-
fully taking his wrist to get a look at his bleeding palm. "First of 
all, let's put this away. Don't want to need a tetanus shot too," I 
said, pulling a metal crucifix from his wounded hand and plac-
ing it in his breast pocket. I got him to sit on the steps and 
poured some of the water over the wound. 

I ripped a swath of fabric from the breechcloth I still had on 
under these ridiculously big fatigues. As I was ripping discreet-
ly, I noticed the name embroidered on my shirt. "VIDAL" and 
three little black, inverted stars strategically placed. There was 
little irony or coincidence when you realized it was all so care-
fully orchestrated. "Hold this on your palm tightly. Tightly like 
this," I instructed, then headed back to the vehicle to look for a 
real first aid kit.  
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"How is he?" I asked Seth, who was tending to the soldier 
in the back. 

"He's alive," he said stoically while checking the soldier's 
vitals and never looking up. "He must be the one that helped 
me," I said, picking through the supplies. 

"What?" Seth said, stopping dead in his tracks. 
"The soldier there … Chief …" I craned my neck to see his 

name tag, but Seth peeled the man's shirt open before I could. 
"The chief. He was in the tunnels and helped me find the way 
back out." 

"What did he say? Did he say why he was here, I mean?" he 
asked, seemingly anxious. 

"What did he say? Well … ah! Here they are. Bandages, 
gauze and … Neosporin!" I wrapped the goods in the front of 
my shirt and started running back to the Iraqi. "Oh … blue 
ape!" I shouted back, remembering the one, only thing that 
stuck out. 

"What?!" Seth shouted. 
"Blue ape. The chief said blue ape and that's how I knew he 

was a family." "How you knew he was a what?!" Seth asked, 
but almost nervously. "Friendly! That's how I knew he was a 
friendly!" 

I squatted in front of the Iraqi. "Here you go," I said, hand-
ing him bandages to hold while I started cleaning his hand. 
"These are pretty clean already for a …," I looked the man over 
to make sure he was military before I called him that. 

"Maître d’?" he finished. 
"Right. The shoes. I was looking for a rank, but that's prob-

ably better." He smiled, but as if about something else. 
"This cycle is going to be yours, high lady. Your grandfa-

ther has decreed," he said in a soft and sophisticated tone. 
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"Yep. That's right. Grandfather says this is my bicycle." I 
repeated his gibberish to stave off any shock that he may have 
been headed toward. "You're going to be just fine," I said to his 
spacey-looking glare. "Hey, and since you carried out a U.S. 
soldier, you might even get to meet Vice President Quayle in 
Saudi," I said, smiling at him assuredly and hoping to god he 
didn't understand my gibberish. "Let's get you out of here," I 
said, patting him on the shoulder and standing, but he grabbed 
my wrist. I knelt back down fast. "What is it? You hurt some-
where else?" I scanned him for blood. 

"I am good. Please," he said so sincerely and deeply that the 
surrounding seemed to fold into that space between us alone. 
He held my eyes for a few seconds while his watered up. Then, 
in the whitest grin I'd ever seen, he said, "This cycle, Marduk 
will be yours." 

"Marduk?" I repeated. This may have been gibberish, but it 
was hitting too close to home now. Marduk was the patron dei-
ty of Babylon and one of Lord Enki's sons. He was also the 
mortal and immortal enemy of Inanna, whose throne room be-
came Caligula's last night. "No thanks. You can have Marduk. 
The guy was a prick." 

"Trapped in a womb this time," he said and began to laugh, 
but a loud bang came from the monastery. 

"Did you hear …," I began, then I heard a louder bang and 
the clearly identifiable sound of a woman screaming. As I 
twisted toward the monastery to sharpen my hearing, the Iraqi 
dropped the metal cross in my gaping shirt pocket. 

"Is OK. Is not your concern," he said, as if someone let a 
shopping cart roll into the street instead of leaving a woman 
screaming for her life. I started running up the road toward the 
voice, which was now recognizably Sister Joan's. She was bang-
ing on the bars of one of the Eden view rooms, trapped by a 
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little wooden upside-down cross and her own inverted ideas of 
Inanna as Ishtar, for Pete's sake. As I got closer I saw her eyes 
widen, and her scream matched the hiss of a privately owned 
and operated missile that was smart enough to obliterate mil-
lennia of truth and any trace of my before-life.  



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

283 
 

Chapter 36: A Littler Death 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
This "just-afterlife" streams nagging yet vague and seem-

ingly mundane memories that should have evaporated once 
they came. I feel those here more than life's milestones. These 
flashes are anchored to something that is anything but mun-

dane. Glimpses of here. And again. I only understand now that 
the chemistry is gone. This is the space between the atoms and 
the molecules and the stuff of matter that intends us toward 

worship. Chemistry is church. Radio ritual incense. The stained 
glass artist isn't Lucifer, it is time. We're looking to the side 

instead of the alter. Or up. Not yet. 
_____________________________________________________ 

 
"He's waking up," was the first thing I heard. A female 

voice. Soft. She put a straw in my mouth and the water flowed 
into me like air under an unfurled sheet. It felt as though it was 
quenching every extremity. 

"Nin?" I said in a cracked voice. 
"Don't speak, chief," she said, placing her hand on my chest 

and looking over her shoulder at the door window. 
"Has he said anything?" Seth said to her as he rushed in. 
"Just min or nim or something is all," she said, trying to get 

the straw back into my closed lips. 
"Leave us," Seth said to her coldly while holding a glare on 

me. Even half-here I could feel her feelings being hurt by his 
utter casting off. Once the door slowly swung closed, Seth 
moved in real close to my face. "What do you remember?" I 
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squinted in a way that let him know he was being a dick. "I'll 
apologize later. Believe me, she'll forgive me. 

What do you remember, Emit?" 
He was rushed and kept looking back at the door window. 

There was a reason he needed to know what I remembered 
more so than I did right then. I traced the bed sheet pattern 
with my eyes, trying to bring back the patterns in my head, 
which suddenly became quite clear. "Eridu … nine of spades." I 
began rattling off the clear images that dropped into my mind, 
and quite confidently. I heard the rotor blades, smelled the men 
and fuel, and then I looked down at my hand, remembering the 
cut from grabbing the prisoner's necklace. There was a Band-
Aid on my palm, and when I lifted the gauze, the split had be-
gun to heal at the ends. "How can this … just yesterday… how 
long have I been out?" I asked, confused. 

"Since Eridu?" Seth asked curiously, and I nodded. 
"Four days. That's what you remember? Eridu?" I nodded 

again but was far more distracted by the fact that four days 
were gone. 

"What happened?" I felt like I was in a tunnel. Seth 
watched me wince as a series of scents rushed through my 
head, resting finally on a mint-colored book. "Where's Burke?" 

"You should rest, Emit. You're fine, just a concussion," he 
said, curling his lips to either look for an emotion or feign one. 
"Burke's gone, Emit. The site was destroyed by an air- strike 
and he was caught in the friendly …." 

The shock of the loss poured a stream of visuals through 
me that nearly took me right back out of consciousness. Burke 
survived the war but died on an antiquities jaunt? The waste. 
And all I had from the cradle of civilization and Eridu was a 
Band-Aid on my hand. As I sealed the tape across my palm, 
Seth slapped an envelope into it. 
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"Shit!" I snapped at the sharp pain that edge put through 
my hand, arm and shoulder. I pulled back to right hook him 
and found my arm restrained. In an action that hurt much 
more and did much more damage than the envelope, I used 
that hand to unstrap myself, and by the time the nurses ran in I 
had landed two solid blood-stained right hooks to his rib cage. 
Once settled, I collected the war-torn envelope from between 
the mattress and bed frame. It was a letter from UNM accept-
ing me into a pre-doctoral program. It took a solid three 
seconds to even think "lucid agility," much less reap its adoles-
cent rewards. 

Seth zoomed two more envelopes in front of my face. 
"Boom and boom," he said, as if I should know why. 

"What's in the blue one?" I immediately asked, as if it were 
the only one. 

"That's your mom letting you know all your shit’s been 
shipped back to ABQ," he replied. 

"Wait. This is a stamped letter. Why is it open?" 
"Now this one!" he said in a poor but ultimately effective 

attempt to distract me from his felony. "This is how your old 
buddy Seth is going to reap cash and souls, and in one of the 
few industrial complexes where their uniforms will cover 
these." He pulled his collar to the side, as if he needed to give 
me a visual aid for the meticulously detailed but fastidiously 
vague wings tattooed around his neck that were either ready-
ing to take him in flight or strangle him. 

"Let me guess, turtlenecks … Harvard?" I said. "Better," he 
said. 

"NMT?" And in an unnecessary and really bad Irish accent, 
he laughed out, "Call me Fadda Windstrom there, laddy. And 
maybe I'll save your mudder's soul when I'm done wit it." 
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And I noticed his envelope held what at first I assumed 
was a Caduceus logo and watermark. "Med school?" I asked, 
perplexed. 

"No, you invalid, better. Church," he said, as his grin nar-
rowed to a sardonic caricature and the crucifix on the envelope 
came into better focus. 

"Ah," I said, remembering the one requirement for his next 
post. "The collar. Thought you were an atheist." 

Seth's voice turned solemn, "Not an atheist. An anti-theist. 
There's a difference." 

As serious as that statement was, as nefarious as his rea-
sons were and as fucked up as was everything about the 
Temple of Eridu and all its silver blue forgetfulness, it felt good 
to fall back into the filters available to soldiers for handling 
their "situations." There's the lexicon where we swap words 
like "spray" for realities like shooting hundreds of lead bullets 
at humans and the rough and tumble badass approach to some 
of the most intimately frightening and horrific nightmares all of 
us have to sleep on and wait for. 

"Having a reason to cover your neck tattoo daily is no rea-
son to choose the priesthood as a profession, brother … er ... 
fadda," I said. 

"There are collars and there are collars, Brother Archer. 
And …." He paused and looked over his shoulder, as if at a 
memory to find a quote, "If you want to lose your faith, make 
friends with a priest." 

"So what does Gurdjieff say happens to faith when your 
friend becomes a priest?" I wondered. 

We sat there uncomfortably quiet for a while. I pretended 
to nod off so Seth could feel free to do whatever he wanted. I 
thought about Burke and another transport when Seth, to pass 
the time, recounted our old ant hill/mankind debate. 
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"Okay, here's the thing," he began with a fully engaged 
Burke. "To begin to even comprehend the lack of awareness or 
love our creators …," he punctuated with air quotes, "… our 
fashioner-gods have for mankind, think about an ant hill. Fas-
cinating. Curious. Amazing the amount of cooperative building 
that species is capable of. But what's even more fascinating is 
how they react to a firecracker or a bike tire skid. 

“One can appreciate the working and ingenuity of the ant 
without having one iota of compassion for the hundreds oblite-
rated for the sake of a ‘check this out!’ moment. How could an 
ant possibly have any self-awareness enough to even notice 
any loss? They just robotic-ally repair. Theirs is not an existence 
that really matters. They have no self- knowledge, they have no 
discernible benefit to us and if you don't periodically tear down 
their hills, there's no telling what they might do. Now if we 
could figure out a way to make these industrious little crea-
tures do something for us with all that digging, like ferret out 
precious metals in the ground or just tweak their genetics 
enough that they build fancy hills in fun shapes for our mus-
ings, then I guess that would be better than just watching them 
rebuild what we destroy. So instead of robots, with a few 
tweaks like giving them an urge to please us, a desire to be at-
tractive and a more internally competitive nature, we can make 
these ants slaves.” 

"And slaves are easier to detach from," I continued. Seth 
looked at me with a new expression. I've not seen it since, but 
he realized that, for some reason that day, there in that helo 
from Saudi, I finally understood his position. "Robots are inan-
imate, but we can't help but construe that as innocent," I added, 
punctuating with air quotes. Burke thought I was mimicking 
Seth, but Seth knew I was surrendering. "And we can project 
our better selves on the innocent. Slaves, though! Slaves are 
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property, customized to our needs. And, since they can help 
lead OUR purpose-driven lives, they become utilitarian. Tools 
with enough self-awareness that, as a defense, we project on 
them our flaws." 

Burke looked utterly confused. Again.  
"So are you saying we should tweak ants or what?" He de-

cided that was the best way to summarize all the information. 
Seth and I looked at one another and said, on three, in 

unison, "M-80s or the fuckers just rebuild."  
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Chapter 37: Glug, glug, glug… 
Chief Emit Archer 

 
A gratitude consumes me as I see now my Jack. He arrives 

at Post 40 in Western Colorado to the quiet safety I promised 
him. He'll unpack two boxes, one of which includes a necklace 
with a cross of coiled snakes once worn by the mother of gods 
and stained with the blood of divinity. The other came from his 
late Uncle Rafael, and it holds a chalice from a council that 
met in 325 A.D. Its twin, a perfectly matched, aged and scarred 
replica goblet, was found behind a case in a museum in Turkey, 
but that one is only decades old. Deeper in the first box are 
books ‒ 17 of them, but one in particular piques his interest. 
Green-blue. Knights. After reading it, his naturally curious and 
dismantling nature, which was once twisted into Babylon's 
arch-god of war, will unveil a strange sheet of patterns in the 
binding that seem to be uttering wonders of how best to serve. 
And it will be reverse-engineered there in the middle of no-
where by a mind more suited to advancing a race than negating 
a goddess. And by the time the broader economy absorbs the 
micro ones in the citizen compounds, and the United and the 
Confederate States settle into the other side of history, without 
a father and an uncle or brothers as rivals, Captain Jackson 
Vidal Archer will spin a new node where peace no longer de-
mands war, because hivelings know what we want before we 
need it, and shortening that gap cures a lot of ills. Without 
need, all we have is to imagine wants. And this must be it then. 
I understand our myths now. They are the grand confluence of 
an outer world and our inner dominion. Like astrology; the 
planets aren't causing the events, over time we just recognized 
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that they seem to line up the same way when similar events 
occur on this orb. And that's a key I now turn. Without chemis-
try, I have no intention. Nothing in me that needs. Nothing in 
me that requires attention or satiation. Nothing pre-
programmed to passively want, then aggressively need. The 
planets don't intend, they are. But there is a push. An un-
moved-mover, yet it is not behind this. It is before this. And up. 
An unconditional pull. And it is the contraction of a universe. 
We assume a pull is either a hug or a grasp, and our initial en-
ergy sequence determines how we react to it. We are either 
pulled or pushed, and we react in four different ways. Every 
time. But we are neither. We are coming and the source is need-
ing. All is flux, and flux requires opposites, and when we 
understand the binary nature of yes and no, up and down, in 
and out and that the difference between them is constantly vy-
ing for our attention ... attention? No. Intention. Life vies for 
our intention. Attention isn't conscious. Intention is. Could 
this be the mark of Cain? The intention toward perfection or 
correction only achievable after experiencing the zero? The 
down? The in? Day needs night. Light casts shadow. I think of 
the original imprint of our outer world on our firstly con-
scious, post-apple minds. Inanna descends into the 
underworld, she is autumn. Her fertile return. Spring. She is the 
solstice between them. Many miraculous myths ‒ maybe all of 
them ‒ can be linked to mundane astronomical events. Indeed, 
the seasonal and sun/moon cycles gods of the resurrection, 
Baal, Melqart, Adonis, Eshmun, Tammuz, Ra, Osiris and Dio-
nysus, and the later lower-billed goddesses astronomies ‒ 
Inanna/Ishtar, Persephone, and Bari ‒ were all related to the 
gravity of our solar system. The primary forces in our ances-
tors' inner worlds expressed "so below" by the spinning of 
spheres around a fireball "as above." Jack too. In a cycle past 
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as Marduk, his last and most tumultuous incarnation, he was 
the patron and war god of Babylon. A bright and fierce son of a 
fashioner of men who took his mantle as the last gasp of a 
dynasty as the Piscean Age closes its cusp. His dismantling 
mind, which is an extension of his father's mantling mind that 
might have been directed to dissect man's worse natures to im-
print upon them our better angels. But a blood feud between his 
father and uncle deterred him toward a war, a capture, a ha-
tred. A magnificent mind directed toward the dowsing of a 
goddess and all she is. Men can aspire to become messiahs or 
even gods, as they are all men. They are archetypal prototypes 
to which all men, despite our mortality and feigned humility, 
assume we are headed toward or returning. But 10,000 years 
ago, the feisty daughter of Enlil trapped the fiercely smart son 
of Lord Enki: Marduk. The resulting humiliation is why our 
history is his. For me as Emit, when I first understood the Su-
merian Tablets and the original origin tale unedited by the men 
Marduk molded, it was a life-changing event. Life changing, 
like the event that lead up to me as coyotl food, but somehow 
more. When I understood that every inconsistency in the Bible, 
the disconnects that eventually turned me away from it, was 
due to it being a rewrite of the story about these two brothers; 
like the bullet that pulled me into it earlier today, my hunger 
for the scripture only intensified. The Torah ‒ Pentateuch ‒ the 
first five books of the Tanakh and the First Testament of the 
Holy Bible ‒ the "Instruction" or Owner's Manual for a soul 
manifest. Genesis, Exodus, Leviticus, Numbers, Deuteronomy; 
all compiled, then redacted in Babylon by captive priests of Ju-
dah. It pulls together stories that predate their own 
coalescence as a people. And it was written under duress. Like 
compelling a confession letter, Nebuchadnezzar, King of Baby-
lon and self-proclaimed first-born son of Marduk, conspired 
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with this touched minion to rewrite the myths as core-piercing 
stories and twisted examples of a human condition in stark 
contrast to an invented edict by an all-powerful patriarchal 
god. Scribed to both appease a vengeful god's conspiring king 
in order to secure their new, yet matriarchal bloodline for gen-
erations. Like Israel's America and Cain's Mark, though 
surrounded by forces bent on their punishment, these Judah's 
priests were under the oppressive protection of Nebuchadnez-
zar. And as his priestly prisoners, they produced a new story ‒ 
the ultimate bromance about a supreme male god who gives his 
creation whatever it asks for except answers about how men 
can lord over a holy matriarchal line. Marduk, or Mordecai, as 
he is memorialized by these people ‒ for all his humiliations at 
the hand of a woman, knew the way home was through wom-
an. As did his father, Lord Enki. As do I ... Emit? Emit. The 
soldier, the scientist ... I've spent my waking life obsessed with 
unveiling the truth of the goddess as the origin and not know-
ing it. Without chemical tethers ‒ without need disguised as 
want ‒ I cannot judge. Although millennia are lost to reverse 
progress, and we have caused the failed enlightenments of bil-
lions of souls in this cycle, I now see it as the undertow before 
the wave. And I see Seth being pulled by the undertow of that 
black lake at ... Eridu. Eridu. There is a memory that the chem-
istry hid from me. Why? How is it still hiding? I don't judge 
the horrors inflicted by a twisted patriarchal era, for without 
it the wave does not come. Emptiness. Fullness. The Original 
Sin was neither. My immunity to cooties was my ancient urge 
to worship Her. Not one simple truth as a door prize or going-
away gift ‒ every simple truth as one. Intention vs. attention is 
the binary code of the conscious mind, the dead Schrödinger's 
Cat of why we can't have two truths with one box. Our inten-
tion affects what we attend to. Our attention is the result of an 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

293 
 

Other's intention. The enlightened must be as sharks. Feeding 
and moving and paying attention to nothing. Receiving atten-
tion means losing intention, and the sage who seeks is not one. 
If you are here, if you are reading this, you have arrived. Mani-
festation into material being is the end result of a 
magnificently advanced soul. The atheist was right. Here for-
ward is black. Is sleep. Is Engur. And the atheist is wrong. Here 
back and, again and again, is divinity. We say, "... the road be-
fore us..." as if before were in front? Before we were born are we 
here again? Reincarnation ... it isn't a wheel, it's a fountain. It 
is like a bullet shot into the ocean. Puncturing as matter and 
involuntarily pulled back. An achievement. Moths. Flames. 
This planet is teaming with ... saturated with so much con-
sciousness. It is burgeoning, and I can see it now as nodes of 
light on a global scale. It's all so beautiful. I am elegantly sor-
ry ... sorrowful. There it is. The nexus of my soul's flux. Its 
intention to apologize and its attention to the sorrowful. At-
tention isn't a follower. It is an exalted state, but only when 
directed toward suffering. It’s the highest order. Intention is 
good. Is Nin. Is originally feminine. To deny the G-dess is to 
negate a G-d. To attend the G-dess is the mastery of man, for 
her attention sanctifies our intention. The Marys. All three. 
Sisters. Like native Albuquerqueans made to forget how to 
spell it, Marduk has hoodwinked us away from Her. Yet those 
Priests of Judah, like writing the letter "s" three times in a con-
fession letter, have now let future ciphers know that, what was 
written as "Not Under Duresss" actually was. They wrote of 
one all-powerful and lovingly jealous yet violently tempered 
giver and taker of things in mysterious ways. And this has con-
fused our spiritual tongues ever since. Yet, despite their sins of 
editing and omission of the mommy issues, the idea of one 
source behind and so essentially important as to be the Yodh or 
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the dash between "G" and "d" when written reference, one god 
behind all. One seed of truth has germinated between cycles 
and aeons and languages and perjuries complex. One. No one 
ever asks where we're going to try to be when we die. Not even 
ourselves. Only where we're from. No one throws confetti at a 
funeral, but they hoist pink and blue balloons when we arrive. 
If we really believed that heaven was next, whether met by 
cloud-hopping, lyre-playing cherubs or 72 unwed mothers, our 
flowers would spell out Bon Voyage instead of RIP. Sadness is 
a symptom of hypocrisy. Depression results from misfires of 
chemicals and logics. "Rest In Peace" is a horrific thing to say. 
It robs the traveler of intention to return. There are many com-
ing homes. Too many to conceive, but sometimes they do end, 
and the mystery beyond and behind that are infinite. And be-
fore they do, the undertow is a horror. It has to be. The horror 
that was Inanna's descent is our night. The horror that was 
Dumuzid's death is our Equinox. And now, the horror that was 
Marduk's last reign is the end of our galactic precession. For 
the next 26,000 years, the goddess will again rise, and it will be 
because of her fall and due to her nemesis. A man's mind, when 
neglected, makes destruction. When simply left alone, inven-
tion. Mothers raise warriors for their own protection. Women 
mold men for the same reason. Neglect or allure is the choice of 
the goddess. Always. I don't know if this death is how yours 
will be. Maybe it's an anomaly because of the angle of the bul-
let or the fact that, unlike you, I wasn't born of the beautiful 
chaos that is mother. And whether what's next is dissipation 
or transformation, I embrace the consistency of this imperma-
nence and I thank you for your attention to my departing.Then, 
with one answer to three whispered questions, Emit Archer 
handed us a pillow for our knees. “Neither." 
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“Brother, I say to a place and a time and a man I will al-
ways love and never understand. How many of their cycles 
have been and will be cut short by our petty rivalry? Our Age. 
Indeed! Our Aeon!" I said, as when we were young and con-
quering fields and goats before our drama was taught to us. 
"We were Gemini, Sweet Enlil, and we have overstayed our 
house. You would have Abraham kill his son on a dare, and yet 
I justify my conspiracies as compassion, and all I have done is 
create something that feels pain. And you, our sons, my neglect 
have transformed them into something that can hurt." 

I know he heard me, he felt me, and so much of this was 
familiar as the cycles merged again, we often say "These 
epiphanies come nodely," but no. Not this now. I looked to 
sweet Adapa, who stood as Master of the House and has and 
will infinitum, "Brother god, you claim this clay man, this hy-
brid son is only as eternal as he is useful to his gods. Yet our 
tasks he completes as we race to imagine more. Yes, I have cre-
ated a worker slave, a beast man, a monster. And all by your 
decree. But this golem of scraps and godly tinctures has re-
created us, dear brother. Our angelic nonchalance has set bil-
lions of tiny horrors ablaze for our musings. And though I have 
absorbed their heroic psalms for the times I saved them from 
you, I know that I alone am the origin of their nightmares.” 

To secure a peace unfettered by these patriarchal fears and 
counterfeit spirits, my brother would have to die. But I was on-
ly as his, as he was as mine. There was only one way to stop 
this cycle. One way to dissolve this node that forces brother 
against brother, son against cousin and god against goddess. 
There were no more primers to trace for blame. No roles or ar-
chetypes or patterns flickering in the cosmos that explained the 
blind nature of this machine of karma. For it all cycled back to 
one hole for all of us. The waves all come crashing in on the 
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same tile for each of us. No more pantheons of the guilty; all I 
could do was resign myself to realizing that it was my own 
cleverness that killed them. My blood was exalted. Surely it 
was enough to grant souls to earthlings without killing a less-
er god. But the greater the god, the greater the sacrifice, and I 
knew then that my sons Dumuzid and Negral in that cycle 
were Gabhar and Burke in this one. And the workings of the 
parallels unfolded before me and I remembered another struc-
ture in this fractal of time. While our archetypes – our source 
energies ‒ are cast and our roles remain in every cycle infini-
tum, our placement and emphasis shifts between nodes. 
Manifestation into the physical plane is to be born into a cha-
otic system with incalculable risks. The forces on and against 
the source determined strength but not position. My sons on 
that cycle were subordinated in this one. The positions re-
mained as set by the original gravity of their source energy, but 
the strength, thus the effect of their destinies, matched their po-
sition. It is an immutable law. One of three. And in exchange 
for ignorance, we surrendered horror. I would not feel the spe-
cific loss of sons as Emit Archer, but I would feel a loss. And 
with the seams between dimensions so frayed right now, if I 
wanted to, I could know what that loss would be ‒ but I could 
not. I would not know as Emit that Seth was Enlil and that 
Seth's darker, sardonic persona was the holographic reflection 
of my brother god's twisted nonchalance toward humanity. 
But I would not want to. He was twin. He was shadow. He 
was …."You must spin back sweet lord." Nin's voice soothed 
into the space around my Pineal, but remembering my brother 
and our sons and our divine neglect enraged me. "We put them 
on auto-worship to the idea, the implanted idea of a god by 
proxy. They struggle to breathe!" I screamed, allowing the 
compassion to overtake me. "They're scurrying for a place, a 
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way to feed their little ones, and we nary give them scraps 
from our exalted table." I fell into myself without a filter of 
lordship. As sapiens, I felt their emotion that we assumed re-
served for our strata of existence. "We are so wrong. Theirs is 
brighter and bigger and overwhelming." My crime and the mir-
acle that it had become. I looked over at sweet Adapa. "I've 
accelerated your evolution, supplanted your advancements, 
given you a spark toward the source fire, but I've allowed 
him!" I shouted, raising both arms to the sky behind me. "I let 
him dowse it with water.“And now, this spark, this incendiary 
gift meant to make you just a little more clever, has made us 
just a little less divine."The hivelings … slaves … exalted ro-
bots … who know my intention before I do, came in and 
handed me the tooth-blade so mercilessly shaped. 

"For my dutiful and beautiful creatrix to extinguish one 
more mistaken miracle," I commanded in passing. Unsure but 
decided."We've taken credit for rainbows, planted orchards of 
promises." I remembered Adapa, who had been looking on as I 
wavered between places and times and defenses and accusa-
tions. His face was again 'Irfaan leading me through the dark 
caverns, the Hopi boy and every dear child I had ever loved or 
tried to. And as a father, not a god.  I remembered them all and 
they were my primer. A chemistry loosened in both places and 
before. It was a cusp. A cusp is a cushion between, and she was 
coming to wake me. My presence felt flaky, like the elder 
hivelings. "They've given themselves out of existence," I said, 
rubbing my hand along the lightly textured hexagons that 
seemed to purr with my touch. They swarmed around the plac-
es where they knew I would look. "The father who cowers 
before the blade of an oppressor ...," I began in soliloquy with 
billions to hear still gliding my palm along their new color 
glow. "The father who begs before the eyes of his children ... 
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this is man. This is a man." My whole mind reset as the 
hivelings quaked away, the ambient light shifting blue to green 
to a yellow too bright. "A father has surrendered ... by defini-
tion. His begging before his daughter is the holiest of tableaus. 
His oppressor; his love, his nature, his child. We didn't imprint 
that!" I yelled, but the hivelings were already safe away, hav-
ing sensed it coming. I sat and began lightly petting the surface 
again. It took a few moments for the hivelings to react. They 
didn't anticipate a touch unconditional. And suddenly I real-
ized why their corners couldn’t reconcile as givers. There was 
no condition for unconditional in their configuration. Two hiv-
eling surfaces only knew to serve. "Sweet. Innocent. Robot. If 
we condition them to receive, to seek to receive, they'll be ... 
slaves," I sighed in reluctant conclusion. Not about the state of 
this technology, but its analogy to my race. The tail end of a 
need to receive is a need to be a god. And here we are. "They 
were freeing those animals from our traps!" I said, exploding 
up and back into my seat. I intended toward the walls and 
watched early reports of earthling hominid behavior before we 
altered them. It was a big issue with the early parties in that 
the earthlings were freeing animals from traps caught for food. 
The hominids were vegetarian then and could not understand 
why these animals were being trapped. "They weren't robots ... 
they were more." "Our assumption is always that conscious-
ness needs to be implanted, but it was already blossoming in 
this species and us." A memory triggered by an emotion far too 
alien to us flooded through me. I'm 8, I'm in the back of a car 
and I hear "Raindrops keep falling on my head." I see a woman 
in the car next to us at the red light. She's mouthing the words 
to the song playing in our car, and I realize radio for the first 
time. But she's sad. She's touching up her eyes in the mirror. 
There's a boy there too. He's crawling over the seat. Back and 
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forth. I catch his eye. I motion to his mother. Does he know she 
is sad? Maybe he should stop jumping or she'll poke her eye. I 
scream as I understand too soon that she needs to be attractive 
for a man who may give her a few cents more an hour so that 
she can add a little more protein to the diet of that child who 
may one day protect her, but while they are nestled in an 
America that is set high above the world, she is still farther 
and he is still further away from a source of security. This tow-
er ‒ a precipice of makeup, and razors and hookups and raises 
and titles and hollow glories of coworkers conquered and lunch 
breaks extended. I hurt then for the father, the Iraqi men with 
children and brides and the legacy of what a man and a father 
is but cannot be when a telegenic kill machine comes calling in 
search of a man with an idea about a country that does things 
like this. There is no more elegant horror than a man cowering 
before a blade in view of his daughter. For a son, this is an im-
age for revenge; for a daughter, it is an image of the complete 
betrayal of all that is secure and holy. And we turned these 
pure souls into that. "How dare we?!" My guilt took on a 
broader, more cosmological consequence as I realized we 
messed with the wrong planet. And then some. And I realized it 
wasn't my half-brother Enlil who hovered above me, making it 
impossible to look up. "You are man despite me," I said with 
sunken eyes to Adapa. "You are hers." He simply nodded. I 
smiled uncontrollably at my favorite Master of the House, who 
had stepped in and out of the spin so often for his lord, he was 
too pure to have one. "We were frail and naked and you never 
told us," I said, nodding to the amulet I'd intended for him. He 
smiled and closed his eyes in reverence just once more as I lift-
ed my left arm into the wind spun by my brother and grasped 
his. Once unfurled so thin as to fold between the cycles and the 
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nodes to be primers no more, sweet Adapa anointed me. 
"Thank you, Emit."  

_____________________________________________________ 
 

Her ghost tapped thrice on a squiggly pine cone just left of 
center, and to my creation, she gave me up. 

Then, with one answer to three whispered questions, Emit 
Archer handed us a pillow for our knees. “Neither." 

“Brother, I say to a place and a time and a man I will al-
ways love and never understand. How many of their cycles 
have been and will be cut short by our petty rivalry? Our Age. 
Indeed! Our Aeon!" I said, as when we were young and con-
quering fields and goats before our drama was taught to us. 
"We were Gemini, Sweet Enlil, and we have overstayed our 
house. You would have Abraham kill his son on a dare, and yet 
I justify my conspiracies as compassion, and all I have done is 
create something that feels pain. And you, our sons, my neglect 
have transformed them into something that can hurt." 

I know he heard me, he felt me, and so much of this was 
familiar as the cycles merged again, we often say "These epiph-
anies come nodely," but no. Not this now. I looked to sweet 
Adapa, who stood as Master of the House and has and will in-
finitum, "Brother god, you claim this clay man, this hybrid son 
is only as eternal as he is useful to his gods. Yet our tasks he 
completes as we race to imagine more. Yes, I have created a 
worker slave, a beast man, a monster. And all by your decree. 
But this golem of scraps and godly tinctures has re-created us, 
dear brother. Our angelic nonchalance has set billions of tiny 
horrors ablaze for our musings. And though I have absorbed 
their heroic psalms for the times I saved them from you, I know 
that I alone am the origin of their nightmares.” 
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To secure a peace unfettered by these patriarchal fears and 
counterfeit spirits, my brother would have to die. But I was on-
ly as his, as he was as mine. There was only one way to stop 
this cycle. One way to dissolve this node that forces brother 
against brother, son against cousin and god against goddess. 
There were no more primers to trace for blame. No roles or ar-
chetypes or patterns flickering in the cosmos that explained the 
blind nature of this machine of karma. For it all cycled back to 
one hole for all of us. The waves all come crashing in on the 
same tile for each of us. No more pantheons of the guilty; all I 
could do was resign myself to realizing that it was my own 
cleverness that killed them. My blood was exalted. Surely it 
was enough to grant souls to earthlings without killing a lesser 
god. But the greater the god, the greater the sacrifice, and I 
knew then that my sons Dumuzid and Negral in that cycle 
were Gabhar and Burke in this one. And the workings of the 
parallels unfolded before me and I remembered another struc-
ture in this fractal of time. 

While our archetypes – our source energies ‒ are caste and 
our roles remain in every cycle infinitum, our placement and 
emphasis shifts between nodes. Manifestation into the physical 
plane is to be born into a chaotic system with incalculable risks. 
The forces on and against the source determined strength but 
not position. My sons on that cycle were subordinated in this 
one. The positions remained as set by the original gravity of 
their source energy, but the strength, thus the effect of their 
destinies, matched their position. It is an immutable law. One 
of three. And in exchange for ignorance, we surrendered hor-
ror. I would not feel the specific loss of sons as Emit Archer, but 
I would feel a loss. And with the seams between dimensions so 
frayed right now, if I wanted to, I could know what that loss 
would be ‒ but I could not. I would not know as Emit that Seth 
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was Enlil and that Seth's darker, sardonic persona was the hol-
ographic reflection of my brother god's twisted nonchalance 
toward humanity. But I would not want to. He was twin. He 
was shadow. He was …. 

"You must spin back sweet lord." Nin's voice soothed into 
the space around my Pineal, but remembering my brother and 
our sons and our divine neglect enraged me. 

"We put them on auto-worship to the idea, the implanted 
idea of a god by proxy. They struggle to breathe!" I screamed, 
allowing the compassion to overtake me. "They're scurrying for 
a place, a way to feed their little ones, and we nary give them 
scraps from our exalted table." I fell into myself without a filter 
of lordship. 

As sapiens, I felt their emotion that we assumed reserved 
for our strata of existence. "We are so wrong. Theirs is brighter 
and bigger and overwhelming." My crime and the miracle that 
it had become. I looked over at sweet Adapa. "I've accelerated 
your evolution, supplanted your advancements, given you a 
spark toward the source fire, but I've allowed him!" I shouted, 
raising both arms to the sky behind me. "I let him dowse it with 
water. 

“And now, this spark, this incendiary gift meant to make 
you just a little more clever, has made us just a little less di-
vine." 

The hivelings … slaves … exalted robots … who know my 
intention before I do, came in and handed me the tooth-blade 
so mercilessly shaped. 

"For my dutiful and beautiful creatrix to extinguish one 
more mistaken miracle," I commanded in passing. Unsure but 
decided. 

"We've taken credit for rainbows, planted orchards of 
promises." I remembered Adapa, who had been looking on as I 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

303 
 

wavered between places and times and defenses and accusa-
tions. His face was again 'Irfaan leading me through the dark 
caverns, the Hopi boy and every dear child I had ever loved or 
tried to. And as a father, not a god. I remembered them all and 
they were my primer. A chemistry loosened in both places and 
before. It was a cusp. A cusp is a cushion between, and she was 
coming to wake me. 

My presence felt flaky, like the elder hivelings. "They've 
given themselves out of existence," I said, rubbing my hand 
along the lightly textured hexagons that seemed to purr with 
my touch. They swarmed around the places where they knew I 
would look. "The father who cowers before the blade of an op-
pressor ...," I began in soliloquy with billions to hear still 
gliding my palm along their new color glow. "The father who 
begs before the eyes of his children ... this is man. This is a 
man." My whole mind reset as the hivelings quaked away, the 
ambient light shifting blue to green to a yellow too bright. 

"A father has surrendered ... by definition. His begging be-
fore his daughter is the holiest of tableaus. His oppressor; his 
love, his nature, his child. We didn't imprint that!" I yelled, but 
the hivelings were already safe away, having sensed it coming. 
I sat and began lightly petting the surface again. It took a few 
moments for the hivelings to react. They didn't anticipate a 
touch unconditional. And suddenly I realized why their cor-
ners couldn’t reconcile as givers. There was no condition for 
unconditional in their configuration. Two hiveling surfaces on-
ly knew to serve. "Sweet. Innocent. Robot. If we condition them 
to receive, to seek to receive, they'll be ... slaves," I sighed in re-
luctant conclusion. Not about the state of this technology, but 
its analogy to my race. The tail end of a need to receive is a 
need to be a god. 

And here we are. 
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"They were freeing those animals from our traps!" I said, 
exploding up and back into my seat. I intended toward the 
walls and watched early reports of earthling hominid behavior 
before we altered them. It was a big issue with the early parties 
in that the earthlings were freeing animals from traps caught 
for food. The hominids were vegetarian then and could not 
understand why these animals were being trapped. "They 
weren't robots ... they were more." 

"Our assumption is always that consciousness needs to be 
implanted, but it was already blossoming in this species and 
us." A memory triggered by an emotion far too alien to us 
flooded through me. I'm 8, I'm in the back of a car and I hear 
"Raindrops keep falling on my head." I see a woman in the car 
next to us at the red light. She's mouthing the words to the song 
playing in our car, and I realize radio for the first time. But 
she's sad. She's touching up her eyes in the mirror. There's a 
boy there too. He's crawling over the seat. Back and forth. I 
catch his eye. I motion to his mother. Does he know she is sad? 
Maybe he should stop jumping or she'll poke her eye. I scream 
as I understand too soon that she needs to be attractive for a 
man who may give her a few cents more an hour so that she 
can add a little more protein to the diet of that child who may 
one day protect her, but while they are nestled in an America 
that is set high above the world, she is still farther and he is still 
further away from a source of security. This tower ‒ a precipice 
of makeup, and razors and hookups and raises and titles and 
hollow glories of coworkers conquered and lunch breaks ex-
tended. 

I hurt then for the father, the Iraqi men with children and 
brides and the legacy of what a man and a father is but cannot 
be when a telegenic kill machine comes calling in search of a 
man with an idea about a country that does things like this. 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

305 
 

There is no more elegant horror than a man cowering before a 
blade in view of his daughter. For a son, this is an image for re-
venge; for a daughter, it is an image of the complete betrayal of 
all that is secure and holy. And we turned these pure souls into 
that. 

"How dare we?!" My guilt took on a broader, more cosmo-
logical consequence as I realized we messed with the wrong 
planet. And then some. And I realized it wasn't my half-brother 
Enlil who hovered above me, making it impossible to look up. 

"You are man despite me," I said with sunken eyes to 
Adapa. "You are hers." He simply nodded. I smiled uncontrol-
lably at my favorite Master of the House, who had stepped in 
and out of the spin so often for his lord, he was too pure to 
have one. 

"We were frail and naked and you never told us," I said, 
nodding to the amulet I'd intended for him. He smiled and 
closed his eyes in reverence just once more as I lifted my left 
arm into the wind spun by my brother and grasped his. 

Once unfurled so thin as to fold between the cycles and the 
nodes to be primers no more, sweet Adapa anointed me. 
"Thank you, Emit." 

Her ghost tapped thrice on a squiggly pine cone just left of 
center, and to my creation, it gave up me. 

 
 
 

The End of Book II  
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Metachapter Three 

The Report of the Ghost 
 
When I see a movie anymore, I don't look for a "whole ex-

perience." If I can get one message or moment out of any story, 
then I consider it useful. It seems like a pretty enlightened way 
to approach the arts at first glance, but before you cast me as 
your protagonist ‒ your ghost-tagonist ‒ or before we bond 
simply because I'm the narrator, we should get a few things set. 
I don't write. I'm not a "storyteller" and I certainly don't know 
from first-person participles predicated upon a dangling fuck-
a-ma-jigs, so know that. 

I do have another story, though. 
It's mine and it will seal a lot of separations that Emit and 

Miriam left. All I know how to do is tell it like it comes and 
then send it around to friends to point out typos or anything 
that might do more harm to the story than good. I owe Emit, at 
least, that. 

Emit once explained how he and I were different this way; 
"I appreciate the potential sentience of all living creatures and 
Seth's an asshole." I'd approach it differently. 

For me, the best way to delineate us is inherent in the title 
of the next book: “The Unveiling.” 

See, Emit would find it an esoteric synonym for "apoca-
lypse" and he would weave his Mystery School knowledge 
through the pages using colors and repeated words as primers 
for the initiated reader. 

I chose the title simply because it is what certain Semitic 
cultures call it when they "unveil" the gravestone of a deceased 
loved one within the first year. 
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Where Emit found the sacred in the mundane, I find more 
mundane. And while I do feel his flair came through me in 
some of the ways I finished off his and Emvee's books above, 
it's time to use my own voice and give up this ghost. For the 
reader's sake, I will employ a tactic Emit taught me to make 
dull, fact-based information sound more engaging. It's about 
staying in a frame of mind when sharing it. 

"What's the fucking endgame, E?" I once spat at Emit while 
arguing about gods and afterlives or some shit when we were 
in our 20s. 

"What's the best feeling you can possibly achieve while 
alive?" Emit responded without a beat. 

"Like physically, or ...," I began to dissect. 
"What's the best feeling you can possibly achieve while 

alive?" he repeated. "Sex. But just before the end," I said. 
"Just before. Stay there. That's the heaven all around us," he 

said, taking on an air I've only ever seen that once. 
He wasn't alone. Emit sat back in his chair and, although 

we were alone in an apartment in Century City, he seemed to 
be among others. He was grinning periodically as if overhear-
ing a joke. Aware. Of others. 

"What a gift that our right arms aren't shorter, eh?" He 
smiled elfishly. When he saw my eyes dart away with the ref-
erence, he shouted, "There it is." 

"What?" He snapped my eyes back to his. 
"The shame. I asked for the best feeling you can achieve 

while alive, and you said just before ejaculation, right?" 
"Dude ... isn't the game on?" I asked, wanting to move us 

beyond the subject of masturbation as mythos. 
"It's always on. And that's the point. You have identified 

your endgame as a manifest soul and you have the parts and 
physical prowess to achieve that alone. Any time. But the 
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shame felt afterward blackens the whole idea. Shame's not real. 
It's a thorn placed in the soulworks of us six," he said. 

"And yours? What's your endgame?" I asked to stall for 
time while I pieced together that one. 

"It was ensoulment, and now I'm done." 
So The Unveiling will be an exercise in that "Just Before" 

state-of-mind, if you'll forgive the visuals. 
My brother-in-left-arms (left) passed a year ago this month 

out here. The idiot was shot in the back of the head. The report 
read, "... while evading hostile fire behind a car hood." 

But I digress. This ain't about any of that anymore. 
Today we're performing his "unveiling." There wasn't 

much left but bones and gear, but his post was set up very 
tightly. Within weeks all here and infinitum was handed to 
Captain Jackson Vidal Archer, who's out there right now near 
that hood trying to find a spot to "unveil" a stone where we'll 
lay the man's bones. 

"Wow. There it is," I said aloud to myself in the sentinel 
apartment above US6. The teal-blue book about knights that 
the search drone tagged to find Emit's body. It looks as though 
Jax's been reading through it, because he's using the makeshift 
medallion they found around Emit's neck as a bookmark. 

It's a cut piece of scrap medal with "2nd Place T.S.C." 
scratched and Sharpie'd into it. Probably placed around his 
neck by the bastard that shot him. "Sick fuck." 

"Oh, come on!" I continue aloud in a scold to Jax, who 
couldn't hear me. "Have some respect... dog-earing pages..." I 
began folding back the corners to try to heal the scored pages 
but noticed a pattern in the pages that Jax had marked in this 
crude way. Each page held the same symbol in its margin, 
drawn by Emit. A sigil that linked each to other sections of this 
book, like a primer. He'd given Jax a path to reading the 
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knights book in a particular order that would tell quite another 
tale indeed. 

"The little bastard's found the Knights of the Blue Thread?" 
Emit had coded the book as far as he could before leaving and 
Jax was right there with the baton ... a weirdly blue-green col-
ored baton. 

I thought back at all the places this book had been. All the 
hands that had leafed through it frantically trying to find the 
way to the secret that would make this family rule again. Or at 
least reside in lordship again. 

"How is it? Emit, he's a chip off your fucking ...," I began 
saying to Emit's ghost. Something I’d been doing a lot then. 

"Who you talking to Brokeback? You can have one of his 
shirts if you want," Jax's deep, piercing voice said as he rose in-
to the outpost shutting the thick door and US6 behind him. 

"Jesus! You scared the ...," I said, skipping breath and losing 
my grip on the book. Before it hit the floor, Jax snatched it up 
and into a spin while he placed his pack on the counter then he 
caught it. 

"Try again," Jax said, referring to my "Jesus." 
Every time. The kid had been trained such that I would be 

dead before I felt his breath, if then, but his weapon was that 
deep, assured voice that was disarming and a herald at the 
same time. I grinned in a way I can't recall doing as regularly 
before last year. That sounds shitty, but since Emit died, I did-
n't feel like I was competing anymore. Maybe it was that or 
maybe because I was nearing 60, but when Emit would do 
something like Jax just did ‒ some flawless juggle and spin 
ending in a cool move like that, it would piss me off. 

When Jax did it, it was an involuntary welling of pride. 
"Did you find it?" I asked cryptically, as these solemn tasks 

are more about what isn't said than what is planned. 
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"I did," he said resolutely. And this much I know about 
Archers; be they mistaken twin brothers, sons as nephews or 
even the Archer women they pull in, when one says, "I did," 
then that is what happened. And it's that thread these three 
people have that is pulling me to tell the rest of the story. Emit 
wanted to. He had a flare for telling stories. He used story to 
convey big ideas. I never understood that. Just tell me how shit 
works and leave the story out. 

"It's not porn, dude. It's mythology," Emit would insist 
when I would make him get to the essential psychosocial 
markers of each Greek god while helping him study. "I'm tell-
ing you about the seat of the soul, and for you the pineal gland 
is the money shot." 

"Pineal glands," I would repeat flatly, and just let the ana-
grams float there. 

He tried to get me into Gurdjieff ‒ the Armenian/Greek 
and/or Russian/Sufi guy who wrote the book "Beelzebub's Ta-
les to His Grandson" as a way of conveying his Fourth Way 
Mystery School knowledge. 

I read it. Most of it. And I learned two very valuable things 
from it. Well, three if you count the fact that he wrote about our 
second moon, Cruithne, before we had any idea this piece of 
the original impact that we thought created our moon was out 
there. Turns out it’s the only moon created by that impact, but 
for his degree of wisdom, that's huge. So that's three. 

Another was that Gurdjieff chose the mythical and ma-
ligned entity of Beelzebub as his protagonist, arguing that this 
daemon is so self-obsessed that any book with his name in the 
title would certainly have more invisible support in the mar-
ketplace. 

Finally, Gurdjieff spent way too much time at the front of 
his book defending himself against potential critics of the work. 
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He was not a writer but a philosopher. Granted, to try to enter 
the literati of early 20th century Europe and Russia was asking 
for it, but with every cleverly worded fence erected against the 
trolls of his day, the credibility of this man having a key to self-
mastery faded a little. 

So like a movie with a good moment that I could use, I took 
all of Gurdjieff's life's work and found a useful moment. 

I won't apologize for my literary choices, and there is no 
one left alive, literati or lumin, from whom I need protecting. 
And, to be sure this work gains powerful support from unseen 
forces, I named this whole damn thing the autobiography of 
"Emit Archer." 

As I turn back to Book III currently in exile, and while I 
await approval to upload, I trust that your frequency will thin a 
bit so as not to require a book corner to slide into your rib to get 
you to read it. Because it's all about you and the six of us. 

I take out some playing cards and start to shuffle them.  
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US6 Book III 
The Baptism of Lucifer 

 

So, even with that title, you're reading on? What's wrong with you? 
This says one of three things to me: You're lashing out against funda-

mentalists in your midst and purposefully leaving the title graphic open on 
your screen; or it's like a bad accident and, although repulsive and gory, you 
can't help but look; or you understand the deception and are undaunted. 

The title of this was meant to be “The Unveiling.” It was Emit's origi-
nal intention for his book, but the producers who bought his morion story 
stole the idea. I was going to steal it back, but the fuckers got wind of it and 
managed an injunction. I anticipated that and decided to have an alternate 
title ready. One that would scare people enough to ask me why. When they 
did, I would tell them why and set the media swarm on Kivastone Pictures. 

My fervor for revenge was eclipsed though by the urgent need to get 
this content out and ignore any and all distractions. Emit's desire was to 
“unveil” some very big truths that he was very close to unwrapping but 
couldn't finish in time. I will. But as it turns out, my Plan B title is much 
more appropriate. 

And the very act of arguing over a title instead of the content is exactly 
their plan. There is nothing new under this sun, and as above, so below, and 
the only reason to write a book about a thing is that it's leaving. 

All of this will make more sense to you later. Maybe too much sense 
but, for now, I just wanted to acknowledge your courage, curiosity, and/or 
defiance by continuing on with me now that the fun part is over. 
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Chapter 38: No Devil, Save Us.  
 

"I can tell you’re not a True believer 
by how you're not screaming." 

- Emit Archer 
 

January 30, 2008 
Jacksonville, Florida USA  

 
I made sure no one heard us pull up to the house. It's easy 

to sneak up on things that are hiding. 
I banged three times on the big black wood door with this 

enormous ring. In a moment, a thud against the door darkened 
the peephole. A kid, a priest-let, pulled open the door and 
stared at the ground. I made sure my robe was covering the 
white tips of my Chuck Taylors, as they didn't really go with 
the whole getup. I noticed him looking for the ring on my right 
hand, so I thrust my left-fisted ring in front of his face. 

"Please come in sire. And right this way," the kid said, 
walking backward. It took a great deal of coordination to keep 
the flow of the robe covering my shoes while making sure they 
didn't squeak down this long fucking hall. 

The room was full of collars: fat ones, thin ones, red ones 
and black ones. But the second they looked at my ring, they all 
faded away. 

I walked to the bed, where a man was taking his last 
breaths. Breaths that could have been used my others. He was 
unrecognizable at first, until he opened his eyes. Steel. Color-
less. Like a lizard, the pupils contracted, then widened in fear 
when he recognized me under this hood. 
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I made sure the room was void, then leaned over him, 
causing the light to leave everything he saw except my eyes. 

"Enim tutum iter, dic mihi verbum," I recited in Latin as in-
structed. Though I had no intention of telling him how to gain 
safe passage if he told me the word. The last betrayal was for 
the spit. 

"Again!" I commanded as his voice fell into his death. "Say 
that again," I whispered in shock. A shock brought on by the 
ultimate release of denial. 

As he repeated the word, before the second syllable, I 
pushed the spire of the family's most mysterious heirloom, a 
mercilessly shaped bone knife, into the back of his skull, then 
up into his pineal gland. It oozed a Luz bone-melting secretion 
into his pillow, assuring that everyone would say "no" three 
times for an eon. 

I pulled up and watched a daemon of debris shit itself, then 
I spat on his ear. 

 
Minutes later |  Jacksonville, Fl  
Whitehouse Naval Outlying Field 

 
A blacked-out town car glided over the rails onto the tar-

mac of the small airfield. It was a pitch, moonless night, which 
used to matter and be a good thing. 

Single-engine planes were starting and stalling in hangars a 
field away, but the 17-year cicadas kept the air at a steady tone. 
Before stopping, the back door flung open and a man stepped 
out, throwing a robe behind him as the door slammed. 

Pointing to the driver as a thank you, he shouted, "Hey 
Glen!" at the man in huge headphones pulling wheel chocks 
away from the personal jet aimed north. 
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"This one's pretty, colonel," he said, trying to find the make 
and model decals, which he wouldn't. 

"It's dashing, and thanks, Glen," the pilot corrected as he 
hopped in. 

"Jesus!" I said, grasping my chest as I realized I had a co-
pilot. "What the fuck, Eliot!?" I hot rage fast when surprised. It's 
why I don't get surprised. 

"Sorry, Seth. Your man there ... Greg? He was supposed to 
tell you I was in here," he said softly, trying to pull the anger in 
the cockpit down and split the difference. 

"His name is Glen and he was distracted by his job," I said, 
settling in and switching on. "You know I don't consort with 
Gregories. Did your Daddy say you could ride up in the cock-
pit?" 

"Fly me to the moon," Eliot said, but too much like Sinatra 
to scoff at. "Will you settle for Mexico?" I asked and informed. 

"Are you really going to take the time and fuel," he began 
before I interrupted. "Vamos!" I shouted and released the throt-
tle to make my point physically that, 

"Yes, I am." I pointed to the nav screen and the beeline 
straight over the Gulf of Mexico to Cotija de la Paz. "I empty, 
we refuel and then on to a Newer Mexico ... you in?" 

"Fly me to la luuuuu-na!" he confirmed. 
In seconds we were up and smiling as our minds mutually 

traced the happier memories that tonight's ending brought up: 
intimate flashes of experiences less dark that the plane's climb 
through thinner air seemed to bring on. 

"Are those Chuck's?" Eliot laughed, looking at my shoes. 
"Did you wear those ...," he began, slapping his thighs while 
buckling over. 

"Of course, I did, Eliot," I said solemnly, if melodramatical-
ly. "Besides, when extinguishing a daemon in order to get the 
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keys to the next kingdom dot, dot, dot." I led Eliot into the next 
obvious part of this thought, based on something Emit was 
fond of saying about formal wear and auspicious occasions. 

"One does want his Chuck Taylors between him and the 
Devil!" we said together in a raspy and slightly southern accent. 

Sniffing the air for what was missing, Eliot suddenly asked, 
"Where’s the ring?” 

"I left it to be resized.” I stated.   
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Chapter 39: Jehovah's Hostile Witness 
"There is no "I" in "team" but “savior” has one." 

- Father Seth Windstrom 
 
[Excerpted from Father Windstrom’s inaugural sermon]  
"If you ask me, The New Testament was written in Greek 

instead of Hebrew to entice Romans with money. The stories 
that were not plagiarized generally were altered against wom-
en specifically. The meta-stories in the Bible are abridged 
versions from the Sumerian Tablets. The serpent in the Garden 
is the liberator of mankind, thanks to Eve. 

Jesus watched his crucifixion from the crowd, laughing. 
The Apostle Peter was a misogynist hothead. The Pentateuch 
was redacted under duress. The "Original Sin" was neither. My 
Creator is not my God. Jehovah was insane. Each one of them." 

Still with me? 
I've done Emit and my half-sister a service by completing 

their stories above as directly from their own writings, my own 
memories and those of others. Miriam's story beyond Book I 
does not come from Emit. His story and complete recall of Mir-
iam Vidal, M.V., Emvee, is all in that book. A series of cards 
and words and threads untied have made sure of that. 

I have little to do with Book I, The Lord's Player. Other 
than letting editors pick at it mechanically, and trying in vain to 
locate the person whose handwriting finished his last chapter 
there in western Colorado, that book was found as read in the 
US6 Sentinel Apartment. It sat atop a stack of 17 other books of 
varying subjects. Right below it was Knights, the blue-green 
book that has been a thorn in the margins of these books when 
not their savior. 
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That book tells a very different story when read in a certain 
way. A story of a lineage that dates back before the Celts were 
in Ireland and before any Marys ferried any Black Madonnas 
overseas. Emit was fighting that book up until his "Deathday" 
like a dragon. 

Reams of notes about patterns and codes and threads and 
colors to trace in its pages to unveil a truth. He was close. Very. 
But first, we have a few chapters to get to about why any of 
that matters to you. 

The Nūn of Babylon, Book II is a compilation of field re-
ports from Emvee's archives and transcripts from every 
communication she had between 1992 and 1999. The alternat-
ing chapters were from Emit’s writings, early chapter outlines 
and, again, records of every communication mode you can 
think of, and couldn't possibly conceive of, since 1965. 

Emit had a lot of time while stationed along US6 and did a 
lot of writing that couldn't have been third-partied until his 
death. Any digital comm he had after the UnZip was still ar-
chived and extrapolated in Kentucky, but his later writings 
were unknown to everyone until I found them in '22. 

Of particular interest to me were his margin notes in the 
scripts of The Unveiling. He was fucking pissed at how the 
producers who bought his "Morion of Cortés" story mangled it 
and ignored the broader prophetic message. His writings were 
meant to set those records straight, but instead of studying le-
gal books he was seeking some kind of meta-justice through 
the Knights book. The solitude and halos must have been tak-
ing their toll on him near the end. 

The producers called their movie; "The Unveiling" as a 
synonym for "Apocalypse." I'm legally allowed to call my book 
"War and Peace" if I want. Especially now without the Intra-
Continental Court system ratified. Instead, and to eclipse the 
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savior-centric bullshit of that film and to negate the very exist-
ence of the Lulus who produced it, I'm calling this book "The 
Unveiling." 

If there is any legal halt to my intention to do so, I will not 
let that stop the release. The content is too important and ur-
gent to let them be fingers for the Archon and stop us again. 

I will think of another title, something that will garner 
enough attention to get a microphone in front of me so I can 
denounce Kivastone Pictures publicly. 

I haven't the heart to tell Jax yet that Kivastone gets royal-
ties every time that fucking thing plays in the compounds, and 
that it is on a continuous loop. Jax doesn't have a grandfather, 
but you can rest assured all royalties will be grandfathered in 
as a balloon payment. It is paramount that we not neglect or 
humiliate the boy this time. 

I also want to call my book “The Unveiling” ‒ not as a 
grandiose synonym for "apocalypse" but as the ordinary term 
for the mundane act of viewing someone's gravestone for the 
first time. That’s inspired by our "unveiling” of Emit's grave, 
but I like to think of it as also the gravestone of that film's unin-
itiated Lulus. 

There will be a lot of dark in the coming pages. But if you 
follow the right threads, "trust your teller" and match my foot-
steps, I promise you this: There is morning on the other end. 

We will not be the same as we are right now, you and me. 
But for you, there is sun. 

I will share insights and different angles on situations 
above that will heal splits and explain the motives of our dif-
ferent angels. Any lingering untied thread that is critical to the 
saga so far will be grabbed, threaded and speared into the fab-
ric of this story. If not, it can wait so you can read this as soon 
as possible. As you are, my apologies in advance. 
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I will try to be as interesting in my telling as I am able. I've 
picked up tricks from reverse- engineering Emit's writing style, 
especially because I was present in a lot of his stories, so inhab-
iting the space between our co-memories gives one a touched 
perspective. 

But I am an ex-intel officer, soldier and priest, so the only 
real-world skill I've picked up from each of those is how to 
monitor lower ranks while repeating to them lies. 

So I will endeavor to ignore those rules. I will start sentenc-
es with Buts, Ands or So’s, yet I will avoid fable when I can 
share a very specific, practical and soul-saving process or pos-
tulate about "how shit works." 

There is precious little time, and far too many souls are be-
ing lost to a lie. 

There is a very specific way to experience the Otherworld 
before we die, which is critical to be aware of right after we do 
in order to advance to the next level. Rather, to break out of this 
spin cycle. That is ultimately the point of all of this work. Each 
word. 

Although I cast rules of English to the wind here, know 
this: Once released ... that is, since you are reading this, there 
are no misplaced words or tense or possessive pronouns here. 
Any fact cannot, without very little intent, be demonstrated as 
true. Every story, every angle on it and everywhere a reader 
got lost above but stuck with it, was right. 

And, without knowing it, we have read the Incantation of 
the Nodes and are only now ready to hear this. I wish it could 
have been sooner, and I hope it didn't take a rib-jab or a convo-
luted coincidence to finally get you here, but this was the point 
of the message of The Nasiru and The Magdal. This is why one 
was crucified and the other erased. Again. 
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The humiliated son of the Fashioner of Man has grown up 
and tired of us as a miracle ‒ and perhaps a little threatened by 
our accidentally quickened Holiness. Not only are we truly 
free, we're now the Wardens of the Watchers. 

I may well be crucified, erased, fictionalized or submerged, 
but I have nothing else to lose here and you have everything to 
gain. 

This could be dangerous. Truth is hard to trust. Emit would 
talk about the intrepid apprentice marching on through Chapel 
Perilous or some allegory for initiation into the Mysteries. I 
don't have that kind of flair and you don't have that kind of 
time. 

The first thing my Beta Readers pointed out was my over-
use of the pronoun "you," meaning you. But if you're reading 
this despite its title, you might be one of six. So I might not be 
using it enough. 

Whatever brought you to my pages, Kachinas, Inannas or 
Enkies, it's time to level up. Level in. I'll ask the first of only a 
few things of you right now. 

I ask that you read this book from a specific area in your 
head. That is, rather than giving me full reign of your mind as I 
try to fire up different regions of your brain through associa-
tions, memories, and coincidence, I'm asking for your pineal 
gland. No. pineal gland. 

It will feel like sitting in the middle of a wobble at first, but 
if you keep your intimate self-attention on the center bottom of 
your own brain as you read, as much as you can, you'll get out 
of this understanding the point while letting me off its hook.  
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Chapter 40: Judes Are Wild  
"Survival of the fittest requires either adaptability 

or camouflage. And we can see you." 
— Emit Archer 

 
As you know, I returned to Legionarios De Cristo after 

meeting Emit by chance in 1976. What you don't know is the 
real reason why. 

I was attending George Meade Military Academy, which 
was a whole other Hell. Intensive summer school classes and 
returning to the legion for the academy's mandatory volunteer 
hours would guarantee my exit by Thanksgiving, but that 
wouldn't have been enough incentive for me to go back volun-
tarily. 

I had to return as an asset for the U.S. Army Military Intel-
ligence Corp.'s Minor Asset Surveillance Program. And that's 
what we called it. It was just one of those names where the ac-
ronym was longer than the words. 

I was shut out of consideration for field work for a long 
while after losing the blue envelope in 1976. But someone no-
ticed a change in me when I got back that made me suddenly 
coveted. I went dark after watching a dead priest fall away, and 
I guess that was the feature they were waiting to kick in. 

I'd been skilled up since birth; I spoke the language and 
knew the customs of this clandestine country between the 
stripes. The only thing missing was something missing. And 
when I lost it, they wanted me. The setting and memories were 
a nightmare to think about returning to, but the mission was 
simple and my desire to be part of Father's world lorded over it 
all. 
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There's something so anti-aesthetic about a death like that. 
It was a light switch the way Emit did it, but although the life 
was turned off, the body wasn't done with us. That's why the 
bleach smelled in those places later. That memory ‒ Emit's in-
terest in the bookshelf in the chapel office with a dead man on 
his lap ‒ has haunted me ever since. I would never be safer 
than when I was with Emit Archer, but I never felt really safe 
when alone with him. And why did he take that book, The 
Gospel of Mary? I'm honestly asking at this writing. 

Counterbalance. I mentioned it earlier. You know how 
Emit was obsessed with breaking codes, or, like his storytelling, 
writing them? Mine is balance. Counterbalance specifically, in 
that my mind is set such that when an idea comes into me, I 
need to put a mirror on it. If there's a nice symmetrical reflec-
tion in whatever my mirror is made up of, it passes. If there's a 
slight imperfection in the prism of my reality, I counterattack. 

Sure, it would be more productive in some cases to simply 
question things, but I pounce. The way to get to know me is the 
same reason some folks decide not to: argument. Emit would 
say, "To know him is to shove him," and only the people who 
know me get to. He called me his "One-Man Team of Rivals." I 
guess I'm the friend who makes enemies redundant, and no 
one has heard that pointed out to them about me more than 
Emit Archer. 

In a real way, this writing I was asked to commit to about 
this man is a counterbalance of the highest order. I ended up 
with everything and he gave it all to me. Some knowingly, 
some unwittingly, and unless I write as honestly about myself 
and my motives, no one will recognize his truth or his purpose 
and I won't be free. 

For years, they kept Emit in the junk drawer of that semi-
nary. And when "Pull's" (Emanuel's) twin brother, "Push," was 
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found dead in Immaculate Arms ‒ a place like this across town, 
of a god but without one ‒ Emanuel's parents decided he was 
better off sleeping closer to the chapel at Cristos than anywhere 
that might remind them of their loss. 

To lose a sibling and realize you're too annoying a task for 
parents will make any boy a robot. While a series of cards 
could make Emit forget killing any priest, agent or messy in-
formant, all it took to make Emanuel a willing accomplice was 
just that. 

The absence of the allure of a mother is neglect. 
What I saw that night in 1976 was the inaugural sacrifice of 

a Wolf. I saw the original, authentic event that became a two-
man play. Three if you count the mark. 

Cristos was a slaughter house of spirits and enemies of the 
state. Whoever was in that chapel office when Emit came in 
was deleted. By the time I returned in 1979, the process was 
perfected. 

The card trick that wiped Emit would be delivered twice 
and with a rewind feature to the same point that Emanuel 
(Pull) was not in his bed. That triggered Emit to take his place 
there to avenge Emanuel as if it were that third night. Every 
time. 

Pull would be sent to sleep down the hall, which would 
trigger Emit to pay a visit to whatever problem was resting in 
the Chapel Office. There were struggles and screams and bro-
ken things, but they always made the boys sleep tighter. 

This gray-eyed and cotton-topped boy had a way of getting 
close to necks and, even then, helping his men rest easy. 

Emit Archer rid our world of many of the bad and poten-
tially bad, and souls who just annoyed certain factions. It 
worked seamlessly, so nothing ever got fixed at Cristos. 
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It was unclear to me then who targeted the molesting 
priests, but my readings let me in on the fact that the bad and 
the really bad guests not of the cloth were delivered via a tri-
partite of the darker shades in the U.S., Irish and Canadian 
flags: M.I., G2, and CSIS respectively. 

Having cooperated for decades after World War II on eve-
rything from turning saltwater fresh to building lethal boy 
soldiers, this trine of producers worked above laws and morali-
ties in order to secure the future of the Northwestern 
Quadrasphere. 

While their public governments were making coalitions to 
break countries and kings, this rogue band of intel companies 
sorted through the sloppy seconds of every major conflict since 
Korea,  and always just before anyone noticed to seek treasure 
and invention. 

It must run in the family, as that very same post-battle/pre-
medic timing was my niche when I went private. 

As a "ComMerce-enary" before Iraq, I made a lot of money 
but the risk matched it. After Iraq, I found out that some of the 
contract armies I'd freelanced with were paying the same com-
bat salary to chaplains on the field. As an ordained priest, I 
could miss the bullets but claim the risk. It was such a brilliant 
transition, from Gun-to-God-to-God's-Gun, that you'd think I 
had career counseling. Granted, with Charles Manson as my 
planner. 

I was needed on the battlefields to give either last rites or 
scream-stopping morphine before the medics arrived. So like 
the Yanks, Micks, and Canucks who were running onto expired 
battlefields grabbing treasure and invention, I was chasing 
souls for the same reason. 
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1979 | Mexico City, Mexico 
 

"Here you go, mate." One of the counselor priests ‒ Aussie 
or Kiwi ‒ threw me a whistle with orange tape on it as I sat on 
the side of my bed, just waking up. "Last court and they've 
been out there for a while already." 

I look at the tiny alarm clock next to the bed. "It's 6:30," I 
began. "There's a 6 a.m. too?" I quipped, making him laugh. 

Mornings are when I'm most approachable, actually. Before 
I'm reminded of my life and relationships, the first few mo-
ments of being awake are the lightest, happiest moments for 
me. Then I open my eyes. 

"Wakey, wakey, orphans and bakey-sketball." He laughed 
as he continued down the hall. "Hey! What time is breakfast?" I 
knew full well it was at 7. 

"See-ven!" he shouted back. "Kiwi," I confirmed. 
The place was abuzz preparing for some Middle Eastern 

visitors, and since I was leaving and off the schedule, I found 
myself filling in where no one cared. The Orange Boys. 

The Orange Schedule was tilted compared to mine for the 
past three weeks, so I was off-kilter for the previous two days. 

"Aye, shite!" Charlie yelled, walking in on me in the show-
er. My tilted schedule had ripple effects throughout everyone's 
morning rituals. 

"Sorry, Charlie!" I chuckled at the apology in a way North 
Americans who watched TV in the ’70s did when forced to 
apologize to someone named Charles. 

As I walked farther down the hall, the sounds of shoe skids 
on blacktop eclipsed shoe squeaks on planks and the voices 
seemed happier. 

I stood at the entrance to the outside court with chipped 
paint hinting at a free-throw line. Talk about counterbalance; 
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the dilapidated condition of this court and the players’ clothes, 
teeth, and hair were quite counter to the utter joy in their faces. 

I looked again at the mimeographed list of names under 
the bold-typed "Orange Boys" on the door frame. These were 
indeed the Orange chapel-side kids, the poorer kids who slept 
closer to God's flame in loving condescension. 

"I guess it worked," I said to myself, getting the attention of 
a slight boy sitting on a soft basketball against the wall to my 
left. 

"Si," he said, looking at the game intensely. 
"Ah. Buenos dias, Señor Paquito El Nino," I said, trying to 

look like a person with a whistle. "Usted this the place where ... 
Naranja Hombres ... is ... are? Por favor?" 

I realized halfway through that sentence that I was losing 
street cred, but I only had two days left. Being "cool" was no 
longer a required survival tactic. Preflight giddiness, as annoy-
ing as it is for the flightless birds, trumped cool when you were 
two days out. People tend to forget what an event flying was in 
the 1970s for a teenage boy. 

"Yes. This is the group of children called "Orange," he said 
without losing his gaze on the play-by-play. 

"My name Seth. I talk good American. How are your toilets 
on Tuesday?" I said in a feeble but effective attempt to gain 
back some dignity through comedy. Ultimately the only way 
there. 

The boy cracked up to the point of rolling off his ball and 
fetusing up on the hot black tar. The other boys noticed, 
stopped their game and ran over, joining his laughter without 
any idea of why. 

Turns out this slight ball-sitter was the primer for this 
group. Where he set his attention was where the group did. If 
he was looking intently at a game of basketball, a cluster would 
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form in front of him, and when this boy doubled-over in laugh-
ter, regardless of why or at whose expense, an audience 
gathered around his source of entertainment ‒ which at that 
moment was me. 

Hands were shot at me like spear tips looking to be the first 
to welcome me. Later I would understand that a lot of those 
hands were reaching out to thank me for making the slight 
primer boy, who they called simply "Pull," laugh. Something he 
hadn't done for weeks, apparently. 

Without much fanfare or lingering niceties, the games be-
gan. I lost track of my orange whistle fast, and by the time it 
was used to get my attention mid-layup by the official, "Pull," 
letting us know it was time for lunch, I had forgotten this was 
the darkest place in my memory, the farthest court from the 
chapel and the children closest to God. 

I wanted so much to just flow into their dorm and cafeteria 
line after that morning of great shots and epic assists. Yet I was 
quite purposefully redirected into a narrow parallel hallway for 
the transient priests and attendants while the boys were poured 
into their places like copper into molds. 

The room where we volunteers and lesser vicars ate our 
meals felt like the break room at Father's lab. Only instead of 
white coats and latex gloves, these men wore collars and jewel-
ry. As I thought about it and the stark difference in the 
demeanor of these young men in the lunch room compared to 
when they were standing behind or in front of one of these sen-
ior priests, it felt more like a dressing room between acts. 

Some of these guys looked like they were bred for this. Ken 
dolls. Almost too flawless; no scars or tattoos. How can you 
trust an emissary of Christ who isn't battle-worn? And why 
should you? 
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Two of my beta readers have pointed out that the dialogue 
I'm about to recount from my second and third encounters with 
Emit doesn't sound authentic. They tell me that no one will be-
lieve two 15-year-olds would "talk like that." This was a 
dilemma. I asserted in my first writing session that my inten-
tion was to be as honest as possible about Emit's story. Our 
stories. And here were two people I considered friends letting 
me know they didn't feel the recount below was authentic. 

My dilemma wasn't changing the dialogue to sound like 
15-year-olds; the dilemma was trying to figure out how to 
avoid these two betas-turned-omegas for the rest of this phase. 
This work needs to be protected from other people's energy 
levels and frequency. There are a lot of relayers out there who 
think they're receivers, but some waves are too thick and high 
for these folks. 

"Pearls before swine, brother. Pearls before swine," Emit 
would say whenever I'd complain that a teacher or an officer 
wouldn't listen to how things should be done. 

Any dialogue you'll see printed here comes to you verba-
tim. Ver-fucking-batim. My 90+% cognitive recall comes to you 
courtesy of Daddy's tinctures. Little cocktails of molecular con-
coctions designed to charge the Myelitis Sheath in his 
prepubescent's burgeoning brain. Like adding baby oil to a Slip 
N Slide. 

Thanks to his background in genetics, a Jesuit fraternity 
and an echelon rank as a warrior king, Father fashioned a niche 
career where all three came into play. A salary and funding 
that fed off a budget line on the Army's Military Intelligence 
Corps spreadsheet but never got questioned and never re-
quired peer reviewed substantiation. His drive and an ancient 
burr in his saddle got him to a place, but it was his success with 
Emit that kept him there. 
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So I come to you and the beta readers left with my original 
intention to be as honest about the stories with my motives in-
tact. An enhanced Synaptic Plasticity and our Father's relent-
relentless dinner table game of "Postulates" ‒ Things Assumed 
as True. 

I am being compelled to expound on this part of our 
"childhood." 

Postulates ‒ the game took years to complete and was only 
made fun because we were allowed to make obnoxious “buzz-
er” sounds when any mistakes were made. My sister and I got 
so good at making the most annoying buzzer sounds that 
avoiding them was motivation enough to get every word of the 
15 Postulates memorized. Eventually. 

These were paragraph long explanations of the subject, its 
origin, and the most recent “postulate,” or assumed truth on 
the subject. Father chose them. They were a mixed bag of mili-
tary strategy, antediluvian kingship and either some statement 
from the big religions or astronomical physics. We both had the 
same categories but different facts. Admittedly my sister won 
the game of Postulates. Rather, she was winning by the time 
the game was over, right before I came to Mexico City in 1976. 
She was three years younger and memorized all 15 of her pos-
tulates nearly perfectly while I struggled with number 11. 

Chutes and Ladders? In our house? Not a thing. 
I've written about this account earlier and, as you've no-

ticed others because they bear repeating, now you have the 
fuller story. And perhaps a thicker understanding? 

I was caught between lunches as the Acting-Orange Boy's 
Counselor that day, and the lunch room was very quiet. It gave 
me time to think about the counterbalances of the place: happy 
& poor vs. punished & privileged, clean emissaries of Christ, 
priest-lettes for a beaten, bloodied and badass savior. 
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"Why would Christ need an emissary?" I wondered aloud 
with a mouth full of bologna sandwich while glaring at the 
Fanta machine. 

"Because of time," A raspy voice said to my right, startling 
me out of my Fanta-infused daydream. 

"Huh? What?" I said snapping my head to the right. 
"You asked why Christ would need an emissary and I said 

because of time. Is all," he repeated. 
"I know you," I said finally, catching his grey eyes. "Spit-

Kid." He had no reaction other than that caused by the Jell-O. 
"When did you get back?" I said out loud, surprised. 

"Not back. Still here." He said matter-of-factly. 
Emit felt he was here by choice and was treated quite well. 

His poor communication skills and the ugly legend that fol-
lowed him the night he dusted off everyone's lap had made the 
priests, visiting and steward alike, avoid engaging him. They 
chose the comfortable role of teaching about, then against, the 
wiles of Satan to children instead. 

"What ever happened with ... you know who?" I asked, and 
for the first time since turning to him, I glanced around the 
room, which was just gone. "Weird. Where did ... anyway, you 
know." I squinted at him in a way that eventually he would 
trust as sincere, but that night all it got me was a blank look. 

"I'm not following," he said. 
"Dude. Not following? What are you, a computer?" I threw 

in with a laugh that fell on clueless ears. 
"I'm Emit Archer, ward of the Armed Forces," he said flatly. 
"Dude!" I said, snapping my fingers in front of his face, 

which was a mistake. Before my middle finger left my thumb, 
both wrists were gripped by his left hand alone and bent in 
such a way that if I wanted out of that hold I would need to 
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kneel before him and recite whatever incantation he so desired 
to be free. Kung Fu Grip. As it were. 

It took just a few well-placed questions repeated at certain 
intervals to realize that this guy was on a kind of loop. On the 
surface. He seemed to have a limitless resource for facts and 
references, but on the talking, mundane task level of things, 
there was a disconnect. Were he not tapped into some bigger 
play than all of us, I would think him a robot. This is important 
to understand about someone with Emit's makeup, though it is 
in no way a limit to his authentic soul. Just its vessel. 

"But I dye grass." Emit would say, then wonder aloud 
about the plight of the poor guy who works in the Coloring 
Department at AstroTurf, never being able to change subjects 
back because everyone would just say, "Yes, Larry everyone 
knows what you do!" 

And it was that kind of non-sequitur humor that confirmed 
for me that the man wasn't a robot. In fact, if you want to detect 
an android in your midst, ask him for a crossword puzzle an-
swer where the hint is a pun. Then stand back. 

Enough. Diverting into that digression is my attempt to 
avoid talking about what was one of the most gripping mo-
ments in my life. 

"These kids are great. The orange whistle kids," I said, 
which made him let go of my wrists. Finally. 

"Yes," he said, sitting back and looking still. 
"Services," I said flatly. And this was the part that I left out 

before. 
He stopped counting ripples in his Jell-O, furrowed his 

brow, then relaxed it to the first smile I'd seen on him. Looking 
to his left at me with it, he replied, "I asked him if I could 
change it to ‘Forces’ after I saw Star Wars." 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

333 
 

I knew there was a way into this kid that wasn't by way of 
emissaries or wolves. I knew the way to hook this kid who 
saved hundreds of young souls for their pillows with three 
"No's" wouldn't be taken off task by theologies and justices. 
The way into being part of Emit's world was with the smallest 
detail remembered from the most distracting of moments in the 
first seconds he laid grey eyes on me. 

Emit Archer was no longer a ward of the Armed Services, 
he was a ward of the Armed Forces, and noticing the devil in 
his details made me a ward of him. 

"This kid ‘Pul’ blew me away with his English," I said, 
looking back at my tray. "Emanuel is wise beyond any of our 
years," he said knowingly. 

"Emanuel? The kid from three years ago?" I asked, shaken 
at how he could still be here too. "He's very popular around 
here. Even the drivers talked about Sir Pul," I began. 

"Different ‘Pul.’ The drivers were speaking of ‘Sir Pulvi-
nus,’” he said. "Emanuel was called ‘Pull’ because his twin 
brother was called ‘Push’ ‒ who died last month. I read the files 
about you after you left. And your father." 

"Seriously? Are you allowed to just do that?" I asked, feel-
ing a bit violated and suddenly nervous about this assignment. 

He looked at me confused. "The file drawers don't lock 
here. Plus there were changes in management in the States. 
Who sent you here in 1976?" he asked quite sincerely. 

"My Father. I messed up pretty bad and this was a pun-
ishment. Which it was for a lot of reasons ... like the heat ... but 
it was a great basketball camp." I laughed, hoping he would 
join me in the denial parade. 

"Your Father left the Order when you were 6," he reported 
to me stoically. "The file says he objected to the ...," Emit looked 
down and to the right, recalling a piece of paper in a file, "... 
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systemic ... aberrant and sacrilegious sexual abuse of boys and 
wards of the Legionarios de Cristos," he completed blankly. 

I was quiet. Not silent so much as quiet. There was a field 
around us. A thickness in the air between me, Emit and every-
thing that had happened to and around me was just outside 
waiting to fall in. There was a place between me and this boy 
who looked on with no judgment or disdain, only a hunger to 
understand the relationship between me and this situation. But 
he did not know that I did not know that Father placed me in 
this aluminum and stucco wolf's den knowingly. 

Years ago I was sent here as a punishment. And now I 
know my Father knew of The Wolf or others like him who were 
allowed to prey on the poorer children of civil servants in the 
fold closer to the light of the chapel and the promise of redemp-
tion. And he knew I would be among these wolves, and 
although not near the chapel nor circled by wolves did those of 
my ilk go, I was still among them. 

On purpose. 
"Who does that?" we both said in unison, staring off at our 

own horizons behind the water-stained wall.  
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Chapter 41: Gods and Their Moms 
 

"When on safari, try not to look delicious." 
- Emit Archer 

 
"Whoa! Cool," I said involuntarily, and I was relieved when 

Brother Charlie flipped his collar in the mirror and I noticed his 
tattoo. "What is it?" I asked, fascinated. 

He looked surprised and shot me a glare that said this 
mark was a secret. He looked at himself in the mirror, closed 
his eyes and then, while looking around to be sure we were 
alone, sat on the bench next to me. 

"Tawhiri. The God of Wind. The Fierce Squall," he said, 
pulling down his collar to give me a better look. It wrapped 
around the base of his neck. It looked like clouds that swirled 
like wings, but in thick Maori patterns. 

"It looks Celtic," I said, thinking of the many tapestries of 
Celtic knots and actual knots from Alexi's village in Greysteel. 

"Funny you should say that," he began excitedly. 
"Patupaiarehe ... they're pale spiritual beings that live deep in 
the New Zeal ...," but before getting pulled too far into a pas-
sion that didn't fit well in this place, he stopped. 

"It's fine, Charlie. Everyone's mid-session. So you're a Mao-
ri?" I kept him pulled. 

"You ain't wrong. Me Mum's full-blood. Me Dad's from the 
sea farther South." He went on about the islands, his back-
ground and the odd similarities in his peoples' mythology and 
the Celts ‒ so much so, I wondered why he was here. Inside an 
institution Hell-bent on one way there. His eyes didn't light up 
like that at mass, which was the one place and time lights 
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should be visible in these young men from outside. But I was 
relieved to find a marked and battle-worn emissary of Christ. It 
helped me keep my faith in Jesus, despite his vicars, a while 
longer. 

It seemed the deeper I got into this mechanized redemption 
factory, the farther I felt from God, but the closer I got to Jesus. 

"So what's your deal then, mate?" he said, motioning to my 
groin. "What?!" I said, ready to kick some seminarian ass. 

"Relax, cowboy. The showers. Do they circumcise all Amer-
icans or ...," he asked, standing and straightening his collar 
snugly. 

"Oh. Right. Actually, yes. More and more, but this was a re-
ligious ... surgery?" I said, wincing uncontrollably, as is every 
man reading this sentence right now. 

"Yet here we are; a Tawhiri-marked Maori and a son of the 
Torah under the watchful eye of ...." He motioned over his 
shoulder at the Mother Mary, who was recessed in the wall and 
staring right at us. 

"Nothing she ain't seen before," I said, referring to Jesus' 
own circumcision. "And worse," Charlie said as a punchline, 
but neither of us laughed. "Ahora!" One of the seminarians spat 
at Charlie from the hall. 

"What's going on?" I asked. My duties were closing, so I 
had no marching orders for the next 24 hours. 

"Iraqis or Iranians ... some of the boys are up for adoption 
and so ...," he trailed off as if that was enough information, but 
he was already in service-mind and leaped down the hall. 

"Taw ... Tawhiri." I repeated to myself to seal it in until I 
could get to a library back home. 

My flight out was late afternoon, so I was able to spend the 
next morning with Pull and Oranges on the courts. I had 
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enough time to grab one more Fanta Moment before heading 
out. Emit was there again too. 

"Hey," I said, catching his eye.  
"Hello," he said flatly, with no sign of recognition. 
I sat in the same spot next to him as the day before. The 

room cleared out again, as that place was nothing if not on a 
schedule. 

"Déjà vu," I said, with a smile to nothing. 
"Is the emissary the entity plus time?" I asked, as I had 

played with that idea before but abandoned it for some reason. 
"Yes. And the message," he said. 
While Emit studied the quake patterns in his Jell-O, I took 

out some playing cards and started to shuffle them. It's a way 
to get the mind to attend to a pattern. After I shuffled, I fanned 
them face up and pulled all the Jacks. Pulling specific cards lets 
the mind attend a pattern. I placed the Joker face up on top, 
then put the deck in my left shirt pocket. 

Choosing a card each time as a finale that is not part of an 
apparent pattern both levels the mind above assumed truths 
and releases experiential memory created since the last time 
this pattern was made. 

"Services." 
He stopped counting ripples, furrowed his brow, then re-

laxed it into the second smile I'd seen on him. Looking to his 
left at me with it, he replied, "I asked him if I could change it to 
‘Forces’ after I saw Star Wars." 

"Cool," I said. "Catch you later, Emit," I said, rising to leave 
Mexico. 

"Do you seriously not remember asking me that yester-
day?" he asked, not looking up.  
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Chapter 42: Rebel Monk and the Godslinger 
 

"Be as sagacious as serpents and as guileless as doves.” 
- Jesus the Nazirite 

 
"You get the wings I’ll handle the snake bit.” 

- Emit to Seth (Age 9) 
 

January 2008 | Over the Merida, Yucatán, Mexico 
 

It made sense that Eliot joined me for this ceremony. He 
was the only one of us who would truly appreciate, if not just 
simply remember, why it was important, even if Emit didn't 
recall. 

We learned over the years that there were ways to stay 
locked into Emit's memory and not fade like every moment be-
tween card tricks. Alexi's copper-colored snake hair was the 
first one we noticed. 

No amount of shuffling Jokers would keep Emit from ask-
ing about "Cousin Coppersnakes" after they met as toddlers in 
Ireland. In fact, thanks to that permanent marker called "Cop-
persnakes," I spent more time in Ireland and with Alexi than I 
would have if Emit were able to delete her. 

There is much more to that story, and like a Celtic Knot, 
once complete, you would not be able to see where it came to-
gether. But later. 

The next marker that could not be carded, prodded or 
shocked away from Emit's accidental memory was Jude. When 
I used Domi's Jude card instead of the Joker, as I was trained to 
use and he was trained to see, I left something ajar, and that's 
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how we stayed bonded thereafter. But only as much as I al-
lowed. I thought. 

"Are you going to tell me what the word is? At least, 
whether it was a name or sex?" Eliot asked in a groggy state, 
having slept for about 45 minutes. He had tried every other tac-
tic to bring it up and eventually, as if his being half-asleep was 
an excuse, he just blurted out the hard question. 

"Neither," I said. 
"You know it won't change anything if I know," he claimed. 

Again. "Yes it will," I replied. Because it would. 
Eliot had spent his life in pursuit of this word ‒ a word that 

is either a name nor sex nor the final clue to where the power 
lands. And like a horrible joke, the only place it could be found 
was in the empty skull of someone not noble enough to be la-
beled evil. Evil has a conscience; it might be ignored or denied, 
but it has one. This man whom I had the distinct pleasure of 
watching die a few hours ago, up close, deserved a lot more of 
me or just a moment from Emit. 

I thought that finally knowing what the word was and who 
to turn to for marching orders next would be a reward. Having 
to wring it from that meaningless man who stole children's 
souls systemically was my horror. Eliot would claim a spiritual 
mechanics that made every boy he violated somehow contract-
ed or exalted due to it, but I didn't take spiritual mechanics or 
mystery schools or “as aboves” being “so belows” when chil-
dren were the currency. 

Oh yes: These children, all of them, had exalted contracts 
for any prime directive weak enough to allow these vapid 
Daemons of Debris to molest innocents, like Testaments Old 
and New were suddenly null and void. Every one of them in 
this cusp between kingdoms would not have ignorance or a 
frayed chain of command to point to for rationalization of their 
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Earth crimes. Sapiens had more rights than we, and first among 
them: “Individual freedom for indigenous gene pools.”  Next 
among them: security. 

The daemon would remain between slave and god enough 
to feel pain. My brother would make sure of that. 

"I am sorry, Eliot," I said once, letting in his profound dis-
appointment beneath his hope. "I'll not repeat the word. You 
have a conscience un-neglected." 

"And yours? Are you saying you are in league with that 
monster?" he asked in angry resignation. 

This was a conversation we'd had for decades, and he al-
ways held out that once I knew it, whatever it was, I would 
share it with him. His determination and loyalty to me, my 
family and the Knights of the Blue Thread was unsurpassed. 
But not un-usurped. 

This word then at the top of my mind, the tip of my tongue 
and anchored hundreds of thousands of years in the back of 
my throat had usurped any possibility that anyone but I would 
or could know it. This word would unveil a lordship over a 
brotherhood by right royal and legal. 

Even if I wanted to, repeating it to Eliot would risk my 
very mortality. This word left rattling around in a demon’s 
head for safe keeping was, yet again, known by a rightful heir 
to the story, if not the lordship itself. 

The heir to a thousand-year reign driven by the hands of a 
Brotherhood of the One True Snake was a knowledge mortally 
possessed by an EnSouled entity. And the question the word 
answers had always been the same. 

Whom does the brotherhood serve next? Me? Or my half-
brother?  
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Chapter 43: Fallen By Design 
 

"And the Reaper hopes for bread so 
you'll both be disappointed." 

- Emit Archer 
 

1996 | Hamburg, Germany Eros Center, Reeperbahn 
 
"Er ist Ihr One True Emissary ... Él es su verdadero emisa-

rio ... Yeye ni wake Mmoja wa kweli Mjumbe." Each voice was 
more sensual than the last. The words and the image of their 
faces and eyes and lips and fingers were like one blanket pull-
ing me into its fabric, and I couldn't move. My arms were 
trapped and I couldn't move! 

"Get this off me!" was what the waking world heard. My 
recall for dialogue is flawless thanks to Father's tinctures, but 
I'll ask you for a little license with dreams. That wet-turned-
submerged dream was just another in the parade of surreal 
hours and days since leaving Emit and Hollywood. 

"Get fuck out now, alles klar?!" The enormous owner of the 
club shouted the rest of me awake and out of the booth-sized 
room. I don't recall this end point. In a sleepless daze, I arrived 
at the train station. All I knew to ask for was what Emit told me 
to say when I got there. I was still drunk when he dropped me 
at LAX, so he made it easy. 

"If you want a bed and a place to shower, just read this note 
to a driver: ‘Reeperbahn Eros Hintern Liebe.’" So that’s what I 
did. 

It was like walking into a warehouse full of the most beau-
tiful variety of women. No, it wasn't like that. It was that. All 
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who flowed into me were pulling me to these side booths as if 
they had been waiting for me all night. That much I remember. 
Then this guy telling me to "get fuck out." The huge garage 
doors that were a drawbridge to a pleasure palace a few hours 
ago were suddenly flung open for morning deliveries, making 
all kinds of guilty fathers and lust-sick teenagers scurry. 

"Hey!" I shouted to my wake-up caller, who was scanning 
the cases of booze being unloaded. He threw a nod at me, al-
lowing a question. 

"What day and where the fuck ...," I began with my arms 
outstretched in the international sign for, well, "What day and 
where the fuck," I suppose. 

"Friday. Eros Center." He could see little relief in my eyes 
with that intel, so he continued expanding the field until I got a 
clue. "Reeperbahn ... Hamburg? Germany." It was clear he 
wasn't helping, as he could have said anywhere on Earth and 
I'd have believed him, but not myself. "Europe ... Earth?" He 
took the laugh I gave him and went back to his boxes. 

I started toward the big, wide opening of sunlight. 
"Hey!" The man spun my attention around. "Alles klar!?" he 

said, as if imitating someone, then he threw me an Elephant 
Beer. 

"Yeah ... er ... ya! Well, nothing's clear, but ... thanks!" I said, 
holding the upside-down beer can up as a toast. "Skol!" 

"Prost! And thanks again," he said, curling his lips in to 
make a sincere face. 

I nodded and turned up the driveway to the Reeperbahn 
and Earth, apparently. I didn't know why he thanked me yet. 
Maybe for the laugh? 
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Three Days Earlier Hollywood, California 
 

The goddess statues in the recessed walls seemed over-
dressed. It was one of the few art forms we allowed to be nude 
anymore, and as decor for this "Live Nude Girls, Girls, Girls" 
establishment, the toga on Venus seemed a bit much, much, 
much. 

"Isn't there a back or side way in?" I whispered over Emit's 
shoulder at 2 p.m. on Sunset Boulevard as he pulled open the 
door and ushered me in. "And why is it always Bon Jovi?" I 
asked as the music of the featured dancer wafted over us like 
the fog of spray perfumes, Jack Daniel’s and bubble gum 
breath. 

"Or Sister Christian," he said. The bouncer wouldn't take 
his tip; instead, he gave Emit a Roman one-arm hug and gave 
me a warm nod. Bouncers at strip clubs aren't known for any of 
those actions. 

I hadn't seen Emit since Iraq, almost five years, and this 
was our first stop since LAX. I had hoped we were going 
somewhere quiet to catch up, because the whole drive here he 
just played some thrash or speed metal shit, and loud. 

"Is there a place here that's quiet? I'd like to talk about ...," I 
stopped when I realized he was gone. "Don't Steve McQueen 
me, E!" I shouted. He had a knack for escaping. He was great at 
it. I caught his watch in the corner. The guy could be invisible 
were it not for his watches. As I got closer and my eyes adjust-
ed, I saw his setup. 

A fourth stage in the back. No lights, one chair, three bru-
nettes and a fashioner of men. I pulled a stuffed chair around, 
signaled the waitress for a beer and got comfortable. Not as 
comfortable as the brunettes but more than Emit. 
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"Now this is the only real Bon!" I shouted over AC/DC's 
“Highway to Hell.” Emit was sitting cross-legged in a chair, 
writing in the purple neon dark while these women pawed at 
him gently. It wasn't a lap dance or even sexual, really. What I 
was seeing was not an unfamiliar setting for him. I'd seen this 
tableau more than any other with Emit. It was practically his 
nativity scene. But instead of wise men and donkeys and angels 
hovering around the light source, there were drill teamers or 
strippers or witches. He always had a place of repose where 
women were. 

Yet, and despite even this setting where all manner of al-
lure toward the goddess was dripping, it was not sexual. 
Erotic, certainly, but what these women had always been 
drawn to was not Emit's looks. Or even his advice or bottom-
less knowledge. What these women kept reaching for in his 
attention was a blessing. Sanctification. Most of these women 
were on the mend from some abusive situation. As we all are. 
But while wrapping around poles to heal their splits with dad-
dies, they were discovering daddy's irrelevance. Emit spoke to 
an 18-year-old dancer with the same intent and authentic in-
trigue as he did heads of state and heads of churches. 

Emit's elixir was Emit. He understood the Goddess, and 
she liked that in men. 

He didn't understand men. Me in particular. He was the 
most lethal, cold and merciless killer I had ever met, yet he 
could not get his head around our glitch. Men. He later learned 
to be someone else. But before this dark priest-killer in a strip 
club became your "Dr. Archer," he would cry over ducks. 

I showed him a photo of a hunting buddy who had laid out 
a bunch of dead ducks to spell out "P.E.T.A." Emit cried. 
Sobbed. Like the second draft of lightning or a poem, Emit just 
could not fit his head into this world. At first. 
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"Emit?" I said, before some glam rock ballad stole the mo-
ment like the genre almost did the '90s. 

He looked up, smiled at each of the girls who lit up in re-
sponse, then he looked over at me. His eyes widened like he 
forgot I was there but was happy to remember. I said "like he 
forgot." 

He forgot. "What's up?" I shrugged, utterly confused by 
this lifestyle he'd built that I'd dropped into. 

He held up his finger to ask for one more minute. Just then, 
the waitress placed my beer on the table, her cleavage on my 
chin, and Emit put a fifty in her hip. Emit got his minute. 

It could have been an hour or eleven, but our corner of the 
Seventh Veil was no longer a dark stage for a regular with 
groupies. As the night wore on, this section became roped off, 
and three large men who never looked back at us made sure no 
one else did either that night. From the pawing hazy-eyed si-
rens that afternoon to the current set of gypsies or witches, 
Emit seemed to have different degrees of admirers who used 
this place for his audience. After 2 a.m. when the last bachelors 
and Greeks were let out onto Sunset Boulevard, the lights shift-
ed inside from neon-sex to amber-sensual. The DJ who hit 
every club cliché and announced every party favor all night 
took off his hat, put on Simone and left. 

"Wow. Now that's a mood swing," I said, taken aback by 
the instant environment. 

"Bonne nuit, sire," the manager said, clasping his hands 
and actually bowing to Emit. I was going to start laughing or 
say something to blow Emit's cover, but with every lighting set 
shift, door locked and music level tweaked, I fell right into his 
ethos too. This was nice. And after being shot at not 72 hours 
ago, the last thing I wanted to do was blow this cover. 
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"Good evening, sire," the girls all seemed to be saying as 
they crossed the threshold from the backstage dressing room. 
Each said the same words but tried to add inflections in such a 
way as to stand out from the others. As I sat there swimming in 
a buzz, a day and a half off my sleep pattern, I saw beauty. 

"Sire? Holding court?" I asked, grinning uncontrollably. 
"Sci-o, and not yet," he said without a grin. 

Sure, the women, dancers, bartenders and a couple of ad-
min assist-types were all beautiful or at least sexy in their 
willingness, but I saw another beauty: A scene of a man of the 
Goddess and how that looked here. I saw Emit writing and 
thinking all day while lusted after by women who weren't 
submitting to his power, they were submitting to his noncha-
lance. And he delivered. First in that way, then as I saw him 
here, by answering their many questions, and I imagined later 
by bringing any that wanted or needed to a frequency he 
seemed to be quite in touch with ... with which he seems quite 
in touch. 

By 3 a.m. the tone of the room hit a cusp. After one more 
question about crop circles or sprites or some shit, Emit took a 
deep breath, which set the whole place in motion. Some wom-
en moved in closer to get one more moment of attention by 
asking when next he'd sit, and the others vied for shotgun to 
where the after-party was. 

I cleared my throat to remind him that, although I was not 
as determined as a couple of these women were for him to be, 
he was my ride, my couch and my plans. And this visit was his 
idea. 

"Right," he said in a stated glance at me. "Meet us there in 
45,” he said to the room, while keeping my eyes and forcing my 
grin. "You need this, brother." 
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"Yes, I do," I said slyly, while keeping a bead on one of the 
dancers’ asses as she left. When my eyes returned to him 
smirking, he wasn't. He looked confused at my behavior. Dis-
appointed. 

"What!?" I said in my defense.  
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Chapter 44: Jesus Presley 
 

"Avoid verbs as safe words." 
‒ Emit Archer 

 
This time the drive was quiet. I still had a Halen or Jovi 

ringing in my head from the club, but Emit wasn't screaming 
the thrash metal this time. "This is nice. The night, the car, the 
air," I said, clicking down my window and taking in the L.A. 
cold. Which, when you've wintered in St. Petersburg, never re-
ally is. "Where to now? Your place?” 

"Not yet. Unless you're beat. I can get you to your room," 
he said, seeming to finally snap into the more conscious, con-
siderate Emit I'd known. This guy who picked me up at the 
airport and left me to my own devices, no matter how much 
my devices enjoyed being left, wasn't acting familiar all day. 
Until that moment. 

"No, I'm good. I'll be dead when I sleep or I'll sleep when 
I'm ... fuck it." The Cinerama Dome theater caught my eye as 
we spun east down Sunset. 

"There it is," Emit said, looking up and to his left at the 
RCA/Victor Studios building across the street. The first two sto-
ries were huge sound stages where Elvis and the Stones 
recorded, along with everyone else, and seven more floors 
lived every story from the music industry since 1963. But only 
the ones that happened in Hollywood. 

"Brilliant," I said, thinking about the history of it as Emit 
turned left onto Ivar. "Getting a closer look? Do they do tours 
during the days?" Emit pulled the car into the garage and up 
the ramps to the second-floor parking lot. Every security gate 
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and staff member made way for him on sight. "What are ... do 
these people know you?" 

"Yep. My office is here," he said, parking in front of the ele-
vator. "Hey," he said as we waited for the doors. Catching my 
arm as I swayed with the breeze, Emit held out his left arm, let-
ting me know he was, indeed, back. "All exits left." 

The doors spread open to red shag interior befitting The 
King, and a slight cowboy sauntered out, giving Emit a nod. 

"Was that?" I said when the doors closed, unable to recall 
his or anyone's name. 

"Dwight Yoakam. His office is under mine. Hit nine?" he 
said, resting his head back into the carpet. 

In a minute we were on the ninth floor, leaning on a white 
grand piano The King once played and looking south beyond 
Hollywood. 

"I just have to say, Emit ... soldier, scientist and famous, 
right?" I reminded him of three goals he told me he had as a 
kid. "This setup for number three is pretty fucking cliché." 

"That one's dead now," Emit said, staring south at the blan-
ket of lights over a desert they turned into a place. 

Emit always said to "write it as it comes back" and to "trust 
your teller." So I've committed myself to not only telling the 
rest of only Emit's story, but to use his postulates for writers, 
too. 

"Read for typos only. If it didn't make the first draft, it did-
n't matter," Emit said. Once. He didn't believe in drafts. At all. 

Whether you are familiar with the works of William Butler 
Yeats or not, you've no doubt heard of "Yeats" the Nobel Prize-
winning Irish poet, and so you must assume his poetry is 
touched, sublime or, at least, delicate in its soulful profundity. 

Emit punched me because of Yeats. 
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And it wasn't sublime or delicate, but man was I touched ‒ 
profoundly. 

"Poetry by definition is inspired in a moment or moments. 
You don't rework a moment like you don't rethink one stream 
in a fountain ... or one spike of a firework," he said when I read 
a version of Yeats's "The Second Coming" that Emit wasn't 
aware of ... of which Emit wasn't aware. 

Emit studied this poem's one final version from every angle 
since it was first assigned to him in high school. He seized on it. 
So much so that he hated any other poetry, even Yeats' others, 
as this one poem was THE poem. A Pinnacle of Poetry. “The 
Second Coming” was an inspired piece that unveiled a mys-
tery, and in a lexicon Emit could understand. So when I read 
from a few of Yeats' other versions of this inspired piece ‒ a 
third, fourth even fifth coming of this piece, it rocked Emit's 
whole cosmology. 

The second draft of a poem to him was like a second draft 
of lightning. He just could not get his head around the concept, 
especially as it related to his singular and a personal message 
from the creators via this hundred-year-ago man. 

In a rush of rage brought on by yet another betrayal, he did 
the only rational thing this American warrior/poet/rogue and 
scholar could think to do: punch the Irish. Me. My mother is 
said to be of Irish descent; Emit's line is Scottish. While it hurt 
like Hell and paused our relationship for a few years, I was 
most grateful in Emit's inspired moment that I’m not English. 

It was a copy of English poet John Keats’s “Lamia” and a 
St. Jude bookmark Easter present a couple years later that final-
ly healed our split. 

"If you were completely honest with yourself right this mi-
nute, Seth, with no consequence to your actions, what do you 
most want to do right now?" Emit asked, staring hard at my left 
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eye. I was still buzzing and now the ’shrooms were starting to 
play with my blues and greens, but I was still “here” enough to 
recognize his tactic. 

"Stop that, E," I said, smiling at him and breaking the glare. 
"Stop what?" he asked, leaning back on the couch and into 

the sirens, who folded themselves back around him like a coat. 
"The Look," I proclaimed. “That damn look you get when 

you're calling bullshit," I said, finally calling attention to it after 
some 20 years or so. My inhibitions were falling away here in 
this place above Sunset, and for some reason, I could finally tell 
Emit about it. "The Look is a face you get ...." 

"A kamen," the Japanese admin-turned sorceress chimed in 
from my right ear. "Scio wears a kamen ... a mask. But he can't 
hide from us," she said, smiling at Emit but running her hand 
along my thigh. 

"OK, OK, yes. It's like all other times you're wearing some 
mask, but when you get ‘The Look,’ it's like you take it off, we 
get to see how you really feel and it scares the shit out of ...." 

"What then?" Emit interrupted. "What would you most like 
to do right now?" He wasn't going to let me avoid my own bliss 
by dissecting his persona. Scanning Emit's "office" ‒ which was 
as much an office as Notre Dame de Paris is an office ‒ I saw 
groups of women; some around a hookah, others reading cards 
or palms or the hips of other women. 

Thanks to Father's tinctures for enhanced synaptic plastici-
ty, I didn't, could not ever, take any of the fashionable 
synthetics or pures of the day. Though I saw no cocaine or her-
oin here, even if those were the consequence-less desires, they 
weren't here and they would probably kill my hypothetical self 
in an instant, too. 

No. None of that. What I did want, though, was here. 
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"Name it," Emit said, leaning forward, enveloped in blue 
hues and brunettes so that I couldn’t not tell him what it was I 
most wanted in that moment. 

"Smoke a joint and fuck a witch."  
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Chapter 45: The Maltese Siren 
 

"Snowflakes aren't proof of nature intending toward order, they 
are the shrapnel of her liberty fighting against control." 

- Emit Archer 
 
Even after-parties in L.A. end. Apparently. But not before 

one more ride west down Sunset to drop off goddesses at the 
Veil. Then onto Emit's hideout. 

"Wait," I said, trying to figure out this city's streets. "Were-
n't we just on Beverly and then Santa Monica? I only took a cap 
and smoked a couple ...." 

"There's a Beverly Boulevard, a Beverly Drive, a big and a 
little Santa Monica," he said simply. As if that helped. 

"How many? Why? Civil engineers should not take acid!" I 
declared to the well-lit steel future of Century City. "How are 
you so ... lucid?" 

As I asked, a series of images rushed through me of the last 
11 hours with no frames of Emit drinking, smoking, popping or 
chewing on anything. This is how I put together that he was 
driving and reciting the Thomas Guide to me. 

"Smoked a joint and fucked a witch!" I said with a wave of 
my finger, as if I had completed my task. Which I had. "Is the 
couch comfortable?" 

"O, sic ...." A soft, peach-flavored voice came from behind 
Emit's shoulder in the back seat. "Holy shit!" I yelled, having no 
idea anyone else was in the car with us. 

"Scio faciam vos comfortable," she continued. 
Clutching my chest, and with my back now against the 

door, I joked, "Am I still here? I think I died. Everything is in 
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Latin. It's out-of-body...," I said, clutching my heart and sinking 
down into the seat as the adrenalin turned to giddiness. 

"She only speaks Latin ... she's from Malta," Emit started, 
“Seth? Seth?!" He grabbed my hands over my chest and pre-
tended CPR. "Seth?! If you are in the Astral Plane, please ... 
please Seth, no Kundalini smoke in the lavatories." 

He looked back at the voice in the rear-view mirror, "He 
quaeritamus mortuom. Call tempus." 

"Suus tempus Etiam. Equite Pulvinus!" she sang while 
squeezing his neck with long fingers. I hadn't seen her before 
this moment. Not a dancer. Not a witch. 

"Etiam tempus, Eques Pulvinus!" she continued, laughing 
back into the seat and making upside-down hearts in the fog on 
her window. 

"Knight of Cushions?" I translated. In our world, Latin 
wasn't a dead language, just waiting. "Or Pillows," Emit in-
formed. 

It took a few minutes, but then it hit me. "Ah. There's a 
glitch fixed. ‘Sir Pulvinus’ the different Pul," I solved to myself. 

That third night in Mexico City, when I first met Emit 
Archer, U.S. citizen and ward of the Armed Services, Emanuel's 
pillow wasn't a reward for a justice. It was the first reward for a 
series of justices that meant Emit's bed then and now was 
somewhere beneath a mountain of pillows. A couple taken as a 
payment. The rest were given up gladly. And one arrived to 
replace itself every year, wherever Emit was on Earth. 

The Wolf was the first of many, many collars that Emit 
would turn briskly and fully around. There was a more appro-
priate way to go there. A better place to insert this information. 
For now, suffice it to say that Emit had earned his title: "Sir 
Pulvinus." 
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We pulled into Gabriella's place, a two-story set of one-
bedrooms sandwiched between large condo palaces on Beverly 
Glen. 

"Septenum!" she said, running ahead of us up the single 
flight. The twin towers of Century City and the "Die Hard 
Building" just a couple blocks east rose above the lush green 
that is West L.A. at the right angle. 

"Only Latin, really? And Malta, wow," I said, trying not to 
let Emit see me eying this woman. 

All day we'd been drenched in sexy women with flawless 
proportions and tight ... everythings, and all those images fell 
away. "Did you know that Malta's Sovereign Order had only 
three citizens?" I informed, as if she could understand me. 

I only knew that one fact about Malta. 
I've mentioned my father's connections there, and it was 

certainly the "Old Country" when it came up in our home, but I 
never wanted to go and never asked. It was a way of showing 
Father that I was utterly uninterested in his "mystery schools" 
after learning he sent me to the Cristos Wolf Den knowingly. 

Gabriella was a little older than us. Her black hair had 
sprigs of grey that framed her sharp face. Her eyes were 
flanked by the sexiest crow’s feet, hinting at decades of laugh-
ter and screams and life. 

Adding to her allure was the intricate tattoo that crept up 
her wrist and onto the back of her hand. Familiar. Celtic knots 
twisting into serpents and trees of letters like flames and what-
ever else must be burgeoning up her olive branch and into her 
past. 

This was Emit's type: dark, alluring in her experience, ne-
glectful in her attention to egos. 
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"So this is how you could concentrate on writing all day 
with women flowing all over you," I concluded, realizing then 
that he knew this was his end point: Gabriella of Malta. 

"What?" he said, then acknowledged my nod toward this 
Latin-tongued mistress. "Oh. Well, yes that's true, though I'd 
rather be at the library," he said quite sincerely. 

"You're kidding, right?" I said incredulously, because what 
blue-blooded American boy would prefer a library to a lap 
dance? 

"It's her club," he said, flipping his chin toward Gabriella. 
"I'm just helping her out for a while with the new girls." He ex-
plained that Gabriella asked him to allow the new dancers to 
practice their approaches and lap dances on him before they hit 
the floor. 

"Ah. I thought there would be more blonds in California, 
though," I said, as the afternoon at the Seventh Veil replayed in 
my head. 

"Tenebris Solum!" Gabriella said in Latin, impersonating 
Emit's raspy voice. 

"Of course!" I said, realizing how that negotiation must 
have gone down. Emit had a very specific fetish when it came 
to women: dark only. My only preference with the ladies was 
their willingness; Emit, on the other hand, could not fathom 
bedding a blonde. 

I asked him once – actually scream-asked at him once – 
why we were leaving a very promising night with two ecstasy-
infused, fair-sexed and -skinned women, and he quite sincerely 
answered, "They’re too frail and it would be like fucking my 
sister." 

We stepped into apartment 7 from the street as if stepping 
into a Bedouin tent from the Syrian Desert. We were instantly 
enveloped in a scent; faint Frankincense and ... 
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something else. Sweet. Figs? 
The moment I was at rest, rather arrested by her couch, a 

thin glass with pink, clear liquid was handed to me. 
"Tu riuulis quidam, yes?" she asked, and I caught her face 

for the first time in full. It took a few seconds to even raise my 
hand to grab the glass. 

She was scary in her beauty. Dark, olive skin, hazel eyes 
and thick, sardonic eyebrows that made her a threat and a de-
sire in one glance. I didn't speak Latin conversationally, nor 
English, for that matter, when I was a shroom cap and two big 
hash tokes in before sunrise, so I said, "Yes." Because it sound-
ed like a question and the best possible answer. 

"Wait," I said, catching myself when a chemical-laced wind 
came off the glass. 

"Don't worry, Seth," Emit said from the corner and behind 
Gabriella. She looked surprised at the halt and turned back to 
Emit sheepishly. He smiled her back to me and continued, 
"There are no synthetics or Myelin-perturbing structures," he 
assured, as he'd had to remind me of this time and again de-
spite myself when the synths were a-flowin'. 

He reached his hand out to Gabriella, who left the flask 
with me. "Sunt omnia efFedum ut interficerent eum," he said, 
making her gasp, then, with a laugh, added "Tu denique aq-
uam. 

“Quomodo non potes occidere tincturam. Ego temptavi." 
"Alright, alright. It's been a while, but from what I can 

piece together, you've tried to kill me but I'm walking?" I re-
lented. 

"I told her some tinctures will kill you, but I've had no luck 
yet. Drink up!" he said with a sly smile. 

I trusted the cat with my life, even then. There was a split-
second, though, between my lip and teeth when this pink drink 



 

358 
 

she called simply "Yes" was a maybe. But only a split one. Be-
fore the taste left my mouth I could feel trigger points in my 
body being targeted by this liquid. It was as if I drank it into a 
parallel system that carried just this molecular pattern of liquid 
alongside the vessels and nerves and bones and digestive tract, 
and at will. 

My splitting rib bruise from dodging that bullet in a coup 
two days ago in Sarajevo seemed to have its own team of anti-
bodies called to the scene and marshaled by this pink drink 
called "Yes." 

"You're pretty ... she's pretty," I slurred ever so dashingly at 
Gabriella, then Emit, before the apartment became the seat in 
my soul. 

"May I ask you some questions?" Emit asked after a long 
while of letting me settle in there. 

"Yessss," I said smiling, because I began to understand the 
name of the drink that brought me here. 

"Time is a rubber-band," I said, trying to find a deep-cut, 
esoteric reference that he would appreciate. Especially now that 
I was officially tripping on nectar called "Yes." 

In keeping with my edict to be as honest about these stories 
and my motives, below lies what Emit learned from me 
through a series of questions that night. Information he was 
never supposed to have, and for very good reason. 

There is only one saving grace after having to spend the 
evening breaking my brother-in- left-arms’ heart: that he could 
be triggered to forget it. Entirely. 

What he later told you was "perceptual blindness," diag-
nosed by his grief counselor, in all reality was an upgrade. A 
feature. A soldier without remorse or even recall of the neces-
sary horror-tasks is the most effective war machine devised. 
Emit was this. With a few keywords and cards, he could have 
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whole pathways redirected by any puppeteer with that level of 
clearance. Either one of us. 

But before I could turn off Emit's memory about that morn-
ing of Yes, part of my subconscious recalled watching him hear 
it from me. And it's no wonder I've forgotten that morning too. 

The nectar asked for by a "Yes" became an elixir for Emit. A 
snake oil sold to him that he already owned. This snake oil was 
going to be a mirror medicine, the kind that worked on every-
one around the afflicted first. 

I realize I've deceived you along certain storylines here. 
When writing it all down, I knew what you now know, but it 
was really important that you experienced it all the way I did. 
So you can appreciate a piece of magic here. Something I don't 
talk about. Ever. Because I've chosen the Science story. But 
when it comes to all things Emit, I've become a believer. We 
met purely by chance. A sacred, magical chance. Not by father's 
doing. 

So let's do it this way: I'll give you one of Emit's questions 
at the end of each story ... or so ... and my answers – my "Yes-
infused," thus most honest answers. These aren't meant as mys-
tery or riddle. I just can't do it any other way and manage the 
rest.  
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Chapter 46: Robots Cast Shadows 
 

"Strive to be the person you pretend your dog thinks you are.  
Not what they don't really have a cogently subjective opinion about 
(yet) or you'll miss out on the opportunities to evolve both of your 

 consciousnesses ... times seven."  
- Emit Archer 

 
January 2008 | Over the Gulf of Mexico 

 
"What are you thinking about right now?" Eliot asked. 
"Talos the Bronze Giant," I said flatly, as I tended to answer all 
direct questions immediately and honestly. It's a problem. 
"You have got to get out more, young man," Eliot responded, as 
he'd always thought me too serious. Then again, the comment 
was made by a high-ranking official of the Joint 
Clandestine Services and Liaison for an Ancient Sisterhood, 
who has navigated a parallel life for me since I was a teenager, 
telling me I was too serious. 
"I was just thinking about how I, we are like Hephaestus," I be-
gan. 
"The ‘Lame One?’ The one Hera threw out of heaven for being 
deformed?" 
"The same. But I prefer the epithet ‘Coppersmith’ and focusing 
on his skills rather than his malady," I said in defense of the 
Greek's god of blacksmiths. 
"I can see that. Cast down, then proving your worth by defend-
ing something," Eliot said, picking up on my line of thinking 
precisely. 
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"Why didn't you guys make him bigger and out of bronze?" I 
said jokingly, while honestly wondering why his genetics 
weren't bolstered beyond “favorably placed features.” 
"You're mistaking your robots," Eliot said, looking East across 
Mexico toward Greece and Crete. 
Mimicking Emit's drawl, I recited, "‘Everything started at eve-
ryone's center, right? The Big Bang was big RIGHT here,’ Emit 
said once, which made me think this guy was interesting. ‘Eve-
rything we see, hear, smell and taste come from within,’ which 
made me find this guy intriguing. But when he recited this 
monolog to women at after-parties ... who always corrected 
him by saying, ‘You forgot FEEL,’ well, that's when I realized 
this guy is a fucking genius," I answered in the best Emit I 
could muster. 
When not in mixed company, Emit would say, "There is no 
way for me to share my truth, no way to be sure that we're talk-
ing about the same truth, from the same ‘I’ unless we speak 
from the most basic archetypes and myths we share. And the 
only way to do that is through a story." Or some shit like that. 
So give a soldier some rope. I don't have Emit's flare for story, 
but I, at least, understand the irony of my being compelled to 
tell his. 
Emit would have been shoved a lot more around the monkey 
bars for staring blankly and moving around like a robot were it 
not for me. It didn't take more than three days to figure out that 
what I was doing was really useful. I was, am, a year older than 
Emit but was small enough then to pass for his grades. I hated 
that. It was like being left back. 
Duty and country and adult-level responsibilities to guard an 
asset of the American intelligence complex are still not enough 
to make repeating a grade OK. 
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The only thing that made that time in my life bearable was Bert. 
I called him "Bert." Don't know, wouldn't know his real name, 
but if you saw him, especially with his partner, you'd under-
stand the Muppet reference. 
He was ex-Secret Service and a couple of the other agents as-
signed to monitor our deployments came from different Intel 
branches of Cabinet posts. But for me at the time, these grown 
men would make sure I got everywhere, had everything and let 
me smoke their Newports when I wasn't being surveilled. 
Point is, I was three cars behind Emit and his Dad and most 
drives to and from school in those days. I never understood 
how he didn't keep recognizing me, whether in Fort Bliss, Fort 
Sill, Fort Lee or Fort Etcetera. 
I would switch up my hair and hats, but he never thought I 
looked familiar. I know why now, but no one told me that then. 
There was a lot of “direct and deny” with the minor assets. Es-
pecially when on American soil. I was given precise 
instructions, orally, expected to memorize and recite back, in-
cluding my own assessment and, if you can dig it, a postulate. 
And we thought Father was just bonding with us through play. 
No, we didn't. At a certain age, we both watched every skill 
camp summer fall into place like the obstacle courses in our di-
rected careers. But I dye grass. 
In the reports that I would dictate to Dorothea, our "live-in 
maid slash domestic ground asset" every Friday afternoon, I 
was required to offer up a new postulate. Something that took 
the intel motivation one step beyond the "assumed truth." 
When I first tested with the minor-asset handlers after return-
ing from Mexico City in 1976, I stumbled on a line in the second 
postulate I was reciting and involuntarily scrunched my face 
waiting for a horrid buzzer sound from my sister. It took a few 
times to get past that learned reaction. 
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In fact, if you'll take this admission – I was Emit's shadow after 
we were placed together in Mexico in 1979 – for now and allow 
me to detail that later, this is actually a good story – the real 
reason I was sent to Mexico City in the first place. 
"I placed it on his desk as asked," I said to Dorothea and into 
her microphone. She flipped the page a few times, then clicked 
off the cassette recorder. 
"Damn these things. The print is just too damn small," she said, 
patting herself down for glasses. 
"It's fine, I know the questions," I said confidently. 
It's strange, my relationship with Dorothea now. She changed 
my diapers and now she's taking my dictation about field 
work. She seems in awe of me sometimes, or surprised by 
things like my memorizing her part and mine before she was 
comfortable enough to allow it. And I can't believe her loyalty, 
stealth, and professionalism to have maintained her station and 
her duty to a country at its most mundane. She's cleaned toilets 
for America. And there's nothing funny about that. 
"How did you get here?" I asked while she fiddled with the re-
corder. 
"I take the 495. The Capital Beltway," she began, while pulling a 
fresh tape from her purse. 
"No, I mean where you're from," I explained, not knowing 
whether to admit I didn't know where she was from. 
"Oh, Kampos," she said, sitting upright. "Really?" I asked, blow-
ing my cover. 
"Greece," she said, as if she always had to in America. 
"Yes! Greece. I know! I love Patmos and all the history," I began 
excitedly. 
A whole new world was open to me then, since I was in on the 
game. Even our maid was a spy. 
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"Did you know that in John of Patmos' Revelations in the Bible 
...," she said, smiling, as every conversation that started with 
her home island ended with Revelations. It's where he wrote 
the thing, or recorded it, rather. "... John talks about eating a 
small scroll or piece of paper, and then he talks about seeing 
words like labels." She looked a bit confused, as this was a dif-
ferent take on a tired subject. 
"OK, right," she said, still messing with the tape recorder. 
"Well, it's like they gave him acid and then showed him a 
bunch of pictures. You don't see labels on the heads of ten-
headed dragons in a vision." I trailed off that point as she 
seemed uninterested and more focused on the machine. 
Just then the front door slammed closed. My sister was home. 
"She's early," we both said, looking at each other, then the re-
corder, then Dorothea ushered me out the back door and ran 
into her room. High-echelon espionage procedures disrupted 
by a little girl. 
"I'm home Dottie!" my sister yelled through the kitchen, "… to 
keep the doctor away… "She sang in some public domain mel-
ody before gliding down the dark wood halls toward Dad's 
library. "He's early," I heard her say. 
I walked around the outside of the house to the window of 
Dad's library to see what she was up to. I had a newfound in-
terest in my little sister now that I knew she too was being 
groomed for this work. I'm 15 and wasn't supposed to be an 
active asset until at least 16, but something was stirring in Fa-
ther's business with Iran or Iraq that pushed things forward, 
and fast. 
From outside the library window, I watched Emvee spinning 
around in Dad's chair and staring at his bookcase the way he 
does. I noticed her playing with the blue envelope I placed 
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there for him. I should have put that underneath his blotter or 
in a different envelope. She and Dad used those for their game. 
"Don't open that," I whispered to myself as she spun the thing 
in her fingers. I watched her feel it and saw her eyes become 
more curious. "No!" I shouted quietly as she tore open the 
thing. In a moment, she let out a little scream and flung the 
thing across the room. I saw it stick to the bookcase. It was 
greenish-blue and seemed to be moving or alive, a flat piece of 
something. 
"Get down away from there," Dorothea whispered from the 
corner of the kitchen door. Keeping my new identity from my 
sister was objective number one of my first mission. The second 
objective I just failed at miserably. That envelope was supposed 
to be delivered from the front door to the library this morning, 
and that was it. 
I shot a look at Dorothea to give me a second, and when I 
looked back into the library, my sister was leaving the room. 
"Where is it?" I said, panicked. 
I didn't know what that weird, sticky, lively and moving thing 
was. I did know that Father considered it more important than 
anything in that Library and just outside of it. I knew that by 
the way he knelt down at the front door that morning, put his 
hand on my shoulder and said, "Take the envelope from the 
man and put it on my desk." Father never said full sentences to 
me in my eyes. That morning, he did. 
The other way I knew this thing was important was the rage. I 
had only noticed it seething beneath his surface before that day. 
It would bubble over when my sister or I would talk out of turn 
or use the wrong fork, but it never cracked the Earth like it did 
when I told him the envelope's contents were gone. 
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There was no spanking. We didn't do that. Sure, we would 
mobilize whole battalions to mow down villages periodically, 
but only on an as-needed basis. But we didn't spank our kids. 
We understood the neural pathways enough not to stunt our 
offspring like that in a world like this. No. Father understood a 
level of genetics, cybernetics, neural path-finding and military 
strategy that he applied to his fathering. "We don't shoot the 
soldiers who defend us; we don't hit our kids who survive us." 
In fact, I think it prudent here to let you in on a postulate. In the 
latter part of this work, I will touch on certain spiritual mechan-
ics, as much as I think is useful to you. There is one worth 
letting you in on now as it will help you understand some of 
the choices made here before us. I don't mean in front. I mean 
before. And that's a primer. 
Fear attracts fear. Frightened boys puff up and scared girls mis-
take it for security. Traits assumed as an expression of an Alpha 
Male are signs of the weakest member of the tribe. 
While the Great Hunter is pounding his chest on the border in 
a xenophobic rage of fear, the sapiens, the wise ones, are back 
with the women. Respect the frightened. They give us a wide 
berth to do our work. 
For the Vidal children, punishment, like Hell, was a distance 
from the Father. 
He phoned our maid-turned-agent, or "maidgent" as I would 
later call her. But much later. Without an audible word from 
the man, I was sent to Mexico City. Father knew I was going to 
be uncomfortable in the heat and among the inconsolables. A 
hard lesson. Tough love has no limits. 
But he also knew then of wolves. There's a limit. 
Emit Archer had been an asset since birth. Before birth. And 
quite active as a covert cleaner of men. That is, like The Wolf, 
Emit had an uncanny ability to win the confidence of bad men, 
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then quietly delete them from the Earth. Even better, he had a 
wipe switch, a series of cards and phrases that could shut down 
recent pathways and redirect his conscious attention into spe-
cific areas of his brain that were free from remorse or guilt. In 
other words, for as warm and compassionate as this boy was, 
he was a lethal and quite cold killer. And he was 11. 
I was sent to meet Emit. In fact, it was the real reason I went 
back to Mexico in 1979. Don't think I didn't know how off it 
seemed that I would return to that house of horrors. I may not 
be Emit, but I'm not a robot. 
They sent me there. "They" being my Father and minor-asset 
handler who took time to brief me on Emit in full; his back-
ground, missions, current ops and clearances, even his 
surrogate Mother's maiden name. In fact, that's the last name 
they gave me for this op; "Seth Windstrom." 
Yet neither of them had any idea that Emit and I had met there 
by chance three years earlier. 
While they briefed me on this fellow intelligence asset being 
like me, they didn't know that I knew Emit could break necks 
unconditionally. At 15 years old my Father, and now my han-
dler, sent me into a place where there were not only wolves but 
trigger-able wolf hunters, while telling me the only threat was 
the heat. 
I knew, thanks to Emit, that I should fear no wolves. I knew, 
thanks to Father, I was in the wrong hunt. 
I fucked up my first MI mission. As punishment, I received the 
most valuable asset anyone in my business, tween or dead, 
now or in the history of the clandestine services, would ever 
possess: Emit Archer. 
I was trained-up after my season of exile, but by '79 I was ready 
for my first solo mission. Fourteen months ahead of trajectory. 
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It was a simple "Fat Mamma" which is what we called Field 
Tests of Minor Assets or "FTMAs." Follow-up or simple tests 
are given to assets that are either undercover to test their im-
mersion or, for deeper assets like Emit Archer, to test their fea-
features. 
The task was simple: Engage, trigger a card marker and then 
follow up the next day to see if he remembered me, then wipe. 
But for the weeks leading up to my last two days there, Emit 
was gone. The mission was almost a wipe itself. 
The reason Charlie's 6 a.m. wake-up call that morning was so 
difficult for me was because that meant I had only been asleep 
for two hours. The mission was almost a bust, so I felt com-
pelled to gather some kind of intel to share when I got back to 
D.C., so I read through Emit's files. I pulled them and more 
from the (still) unlocked file cabinets in the chapel office. 
Kinda wish I hadn't. 
Emit had been a very busy asset since we met three years earli-
er. As mentioned, there was a steady stream of guests deleted 
there from various ops between the triad of the U.S., Canada 
and Ireland. But deeper in that cabinet, which was arranged 
chronologically, I found a set of red folders. For as ominous 
were the colors and dramatic the character of these binders, 
their contents were more so. 
It took a few leaf-throughs, but I identified only three lan-
guages and three sources of the reasons to have these dark red 
folders: Maltese, Gaelic and, thankfully, Latin. Though I could 
barely do more than find a toilet in Ancient Rome, I could at 
least piece together the Latin from that skill camp. 
The records went back to 1964 and included copies of Emit's 
Proto Certificate and a detailed index of what was termed "Key 
Nodes in Subject's Genome." 
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I had to look a few times. These comments were from the mid-
1960s, but they were discussing a science that wouldn't blos-
som into this full a lexicon until 2003. They were referring to 
the "Sapiens Genome Map" as if it were a dictionary. It looked 
like columns of three-letter airport codes, and at the time I as-
sumed it was. Later I would realize I was looking at the T’s, 
G’s, A’s, and C’s of a partial DNA sequence. 
Emit’s. 
Were it a list of airport codes in Emit’s itineraries back then, 
there would have been many more letters. 
This intel – Emit’s genome sequences and tactical reports of as-
sassination by appointment – were many classifications above 
me then. As a sworn minor officer, I was duty-bound to halt 
looking at them and report the ease of access of these highly 
classified documents immediately or face severe consequences 
for my violation of protocol. 
So once I read it all, I stole some key pages. And told no one. 
I made a couple of new friends that early morning reading 
through Emit's past: his mother and father. Or at least, the sur-
rogates that raised him. I also saw an old signature of a man I 
just met before this mission. Eliot. 
Emit's father was an accomplished soldier. Airborne ranger, 
given warrant officer status early on when the brass noticed his 
charts; Prometheus Society-level IQ, fit as fuck and chased by 
these reports that read like short stories about wartime reac-
tions and innovations on the battlefield. On the battlefield 
meaning, this cat could think on his feet while being shot at to 
the point of fashioning lethal reactions to surprise attacks. I saw 
a firmly written, if child-like, script attached to this set of letters 
about his father. It said simply: "I'm awake and I know who I 
am right now and I want to talk to my Dad! – E.A.” 
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Here's what I mean about Chief Archer Sr. and what Emit may 
never have known: "Chief Archer engaged while directing air-
strike ... while piloting a Helo injured...." Basically, the guy 
maneuvered the blades just so as to slice off some palm trees 
that squashed a sniper nest just as troops were entering the 
field. He was shot and thought he was going down so took 
some gooks with him to save some men. Thing is, he kicked 
that bird right back up just before hitting, hurling it into the 
ocean and him into the field. Thirty-three men watched the 
whole thing like in Sensurround. 
He could have been a senator, but he stayed in West Germany, 
completely off the radar. I'd like to be that guy, but I know that 
I'd be checking the spelling on those troops' notes back home as 
soon as I landed. 
My other crush: Mrs. Archer. The only thing I knew of her was 
her maiden name, my nom de guerre: "Windstrom." There was 
little else about her in these folders. But all I learned about her 
in those files was all I needed to. 
The field on the form was titled "Maternal Status" and the Mal-
tese entry translated to: "Mrs. Archer rescinds mission/Objects 
to Proto's Post." 
In other less-stark terms, Emit's mother was not only there, she 
canceled her subscription to MI and formally denounced what 
this was. Notes of halts and oppositions popped up periodical-
ly from Mrs. Archer about how they were using this asset. 
Emit. Her son. 
I have a lot of envies. Some are blind and some elegantly 
bright, but none more than for Emit's mother. Whether she was 
his mother or his bio-vessel and just the right phenotype to be 
the "Mom" on that op, something kicked-in over and above her 
mission and country for that child, Emit. 
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I had solved the mystery of who was sending the Priests for de-
letion that morning as well. Every twisted father or son of the 
cloth that ripped it by violating any child was first visited by a 
Paraclete, counseled and, if found wanting, was given a sabbat-
ical along the coast of Western Mexico. There was always a 
stopover in Mexico City where these repentant men would 
overnight at the Legionarios first. There was a comfortable 
couch in the Chapel office perfect for a one-night stay. 
I made one last observation before deciding I had too much in-
tel to share with any handler back home; the Paraclete's notes 
and signatures were a very feminine handwriting. As I pushed 
the file drawer closed slowly and quietly, I looked at the book-
shelf Emit was staring at that night I came in to find a dead 
wolf on his lap. There was a red spine with gold foil stamping, 
and from this angle and in this light I couldn't read it, but I 
could understand why it would have grabbed his attention. It 
stuck out like a red baton among the drab, brown tomes flank-
ing it. 
I took it home with me to D.C. and left it in Father's library for 
a time. 
 
Emit: "Have we met more than once?"  
Seth: "We've always just met."  
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Chapter 47: Those Sons of Witches  
"Turn to Numbers 31:14 and read along with me and Moses 

won't you? ”Now therefore kill every male among the little ones and 
kill every woman that hath known a man... but all the women chil-

dren, that have not known a man... keep alive for yourselves'" 
- Father Seth Windstrom's Inaugural Sermon 

 
June 1976 | Alexandria, Virginia 

 
I wasn't sure I believed in fate before I met Emit Archer, but af-
ter meeting him by chance in 1976 and after all I've learned 
from him since, now I'm convinced there's no such thing. 
And if it weren't for my sin of omission about my sister's crime, 
I would never have been dubbed and none of this would be 
known to you now. 
I knew my sister had stashed the blue envelope somewhere in 
that library, yet I could not find it. It would have been an easy 
op to get her to divulge it and stay quiet. I was her big brother, 
after all, and there is a loyalty among siblings that no one save 
themselves can threaten. But Prime Directive One of this mis-
sion was her ignorance, and I had a new loyalty. 
When Father called from Malta later to confirm receipt, I had to 
report to him that it was lost. I didn't say a word about Emvee 
finding it, knowing that information would unravel a lot of se-
crets here. Specifically, the only one Father and I had between 
us. And though I didn't have the tendency toward self-
protection that morning that I would make a permanent feature 
of my being by that night, I knew then too that I was keeping 
that intel as leverage against Emvee or for Father. 
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Emvee was beating me at "Postulates" around that time, but I 
was excelling at my skill camps, and Father's friends were tak-
ing time out of our dinner parties to check in with me. 
I knew by that point that the skill camps were disguised minor-
asset training programs and had begun the less-fun practices: 
reporting to Dottie every Friday about pretty much nothing. I 
had no missions then, they were just building up the habits 
necessary to be a duty-bound minor officer should I get chosen. 
That morning, I was chosen. The mission, the task seemed 
mundane and quite literally pedestrian in that I was to walk the 
envelope between two places. 
Though simple, I took it very seriously. And once I knew what 
that envelope contained – when Father knelt down and said 
that first and only full sentence into my eyes, "Take the enve-
lope from the man and put it on my desk," – I realized that he 
too understood the seriousness. 
I hadn't heard that voice before. His. It was guttural and unfa-
miliar. There were phrases I had heard many times, like 
"talking monkey" and "half-breed mongrel," but not in that 
tone. A demonic and black tone. When he said those things, at 
that time, it was as if he really meant them. I guess he always 
did. 
There was no slamming down of the phone, no final word to 
seal the moment. Just a click. He realized that his tirade against 
my stupidity was no longer productive and he just moved on 
to his Plan B, which didn't include his newest asset. 
It’s why it was so easy for me to keep my war-name, 
"Windstrom," and claim it unceremoniously. “Vidal” and all I 
thought it was had vanished … just a click. 
In 20 minutes, Father's Plan B rang the doorbell. Dorothea let in 
three men with latex gloves, booties, clear goggles and an air-
line ticket before leaving with Emvee to the movies. 
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"Can't I come with you?" I asked, pleading, but her look and 
the man standing off to my right with a list of questions for me 
told a different story. 
"I want to see ‘The Omen’!" Emvee shouted while strapping on 
her boots. 
"We're going to see "The Rocky" Dorothea informed, giving me 
as reassuring a look as she could, given the circumstances and 
the room. 
"Gregory Peeeeeeck," my little sister sang at her, which was 
smart. 
We found a stack of movie mags with Gregory Peck's pages 
folded open in her room and had used the Atticus Finch tactic a 
few times to bend Dorothea to our will. 
As the thick red door closed, I heard Dottie stand firm for 
Philly: "‘The Omen’ it is." 
These antiseptic men spent the rest of that Friday fastidiously 
tearing the townhouse apart. By the time they began packing 
up, every possible nook and cranny that could fit a 2-
dimensional envelope, including every page of every book in 
that library, was scoured. 
This level of hide and seek was never lost by this trio of seek-
ers. They uttered frustration by 8 p.m. that made that clear. 
Even the envelope with the air ticket to Mexico City, which 
they brought here, was opened and rifled through as one last 
possibility before they sulked away. 
These guys must have been more familiar with that demonic 
tone, so having to report a failure on top of a failure was going 
to unleash something quite else. Their only plus for this op was 
how well-put-back-together the whole townhouse was when 
they left. 
Just a click. And it was because I realized those clicks weren't 
for effect, they were an effect of his shifting attention. Shifting 
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neglect. If in his anger he slammed the phone down, it would 
mean I meant enough to him to make him want to slam a 
phone down. The fact that he simply pressed the receiver but-
ton and moved on to the logistics of sending over these high-
end seekers and arranging an exile for me meant I was just an 
annoying task. 
I thought my new post as a minor asset would make the man 
more interested in me than Emvee because my field work was 
the real world. Not some "blue monkey" bullshit game. Instead, 
what was going to be our first real bonding had become our 
first real separation. Or the first time I realized we were and 
would always be.  
There was a lot of whiplash in our world. One learned to expect 
the impacts, so our emotional necks were forever braced. When 
you added that kind of armor to a mind that couldn't help but 
counterbalance all incoming, something had to give. 
I woke up that morning in full sail. Despite my scholastics lag-
ging behind a girl three years my junior, every other metric was 
bright. I could rappel from choppers while shooting at moving 
targets under a shower of tracer flares, and faster than any of 
those other weirdly conditioned kids. 
Father was sparse. That is, while our rearing was hands-on and 
never neglected, we rarely saw him in the early years. This 
sparseness built up a certain mythos around him that played 
well with his "God Books" and strange, heavy packages arriv-
ing from the faraway. 
In 1976, at 12, I was about to step into that mythos. Walking an 
envelope to a library was me as entered apprentice knocking 
on the temple door. It was my stepping into my role as heir to 
this patriarchy and realm only ever hinted at through stories 
and book titles and certificates on the way out of his library. 
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At 11:26 am there came three knocks on the door. Not the bell. 
And light. Luckily I was sitting on the bench in the foyer, so I 
heard each one. 
I had been there since 7:15 a.m. actually, and a couple of times 
Dottie swung through and replaced plates of fruit or cookies 
and kept my Tang topped off. She knew this was a big day for 
me, and her reports about how efficient I was with our Friday 
debriefs had made a lot of this possible. 
My heart jumped and I stiffened up, jabbing the bench back 
sharply into my lower left back. Not hearing me answer the 
door, Dottie began down the hall, but I sprang from the bench 
in time to wave her back out of sight, as this was my op. 
Pulling open the door, I put on the face I had been working on 
in the foyer mirror: serious, busy, but alert. Whoever was at-
tached to the hands that gave me Father's envelope to deliver 
had to think that I have been an Active Asset for more than a 
few hours. I shook my bangs to the side, squinted purposefully 
and cocked my left eyebrow. 
It had rained all night, so the streets were black, the sidewalks 
glistened and there was a fog hovering between the road and 
the bright green squares of lawn along the block. As our door 
became a huge field of red taking over everything in the right 
side of my view, I stumbled a bit to the left. I didn't practice 
opening the door and forgot about its overwhelming redness. 
"Is this sixty-three ...," and the woman, shrouded in a black rain 
slicker, stepped back to look down the street for its name. As 
she did, bright orange curls like Alexi’s slithered out from un-
der her hood joining in on the red onslaught led by our door. 
"Yes. You're this is right. Er. Sixty-three is this place is you’re 
right. It’s not your Right. You are right … you are ... this … Six. 
Three,” I declared. 
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Ninety-plus percent ver-fucking-batim recall ain’t a gift. I know 
my left eyebrow remained cocked, but every other facial effect I 
designed that morning failed me. 
Redheads. My Kryptonite. 
"Colonel Vittle?" she said, looking at me confused. 
"Vee-Doll," I enunciated for her. "Yes. I am here to receive an 
envelope," I confirmed. 
"Well," she said, then smiled. "I am here to deliver one. Good 
thing or this would be awkward, right mate?" she said, then 
laughed nervously. 
Her accent was like Alexi's, but older. I was too busy keeping 
eyes squinted and cocked to laugh and ease her nerves, though. 
I held out my hand. 
"Right," she said, and when she spun around to grab the bag 
slung behind her, I could see that under the black raincoat on 
this foggy, serious morning, she was wearing a pink T-shirt. 
And as she fiddled, it was clearly Jimmy "JJ" Walker's war 
name/nom de guerre, "Kid- Dyn-O-Mite." 
She handed me the envelope and unhooked a small block from 
her belt. “Cube you, mate?” she asked with a smirk. 
“Yes. Right.” I dropped my arms to my side as she studied the 
cube for the right surface, then pressed it on my forehead. Then 
she spun the cube in her fingers for a different surface, then 
pressed that on my lips, then my heart. Which by then was 
pounding violently, thanks to the scent of honey or figs or 
something on her hands. 
I was in a Bond film. This sexy young courier handing off some 
top-secret envelope, cubing me for some syndicate neither of us 
would ever meet, and I was then an ordained Field Operative 
for Military Intelligence. 
I don't know if she actually winked at me or if it was just that 
glimmer that happens when looking too close at an Irish eye, 
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but what I did know in that moment was that the real "Kid 
Dyn-O-mite" had just arrived. 
 
Emit: "What is the reason for … us?"  
Seth: "To rid the world of Fathers." 
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Chapter 48: Toaster Bullets 
"The most effective way to neutralize a threat 

is to ask it for help. It's why I pray at all." 
— Father Seth Windstrom 

 
As far as you are concerned, whether you are religious or 

were just brought up in America, I'm pretty much Satan. 
Perhaps I should step back and give this some context? 
I am the son of an entity bent on the destruction of sapiens 

who is the spawn of a lineage of entities with the same inten-
tion and attention to details. 

Later I'll recount some of those details and the devils in 
them, but it has just golden dawned on me that most of you 
don't have a template for any of this yet. Some will have the 
Sumerian "myths," and more of these over time as we welcome 
our fourth big religion, but right now, my contemporaries need 
a motif. 

As a disclaimer, allow me to distance my own knowledge 
of your origin from this fiction. And the sooner we work from 
the predicate that scriptures are redacted and altered, the faster 
we can get to the next frequency of this story. 

I am Satan. The opposition and adversary. I am the Devil. If 
you add up the three names of me using Chaldean Numerolo-
gy, you will discover my number and that it is of a man. A 
genetically sequenced son of a man. 

And though you have been warned and even entertained 
with the idea of my return, have you ever thought beyond that? 

The fact that you are reading this means I am subservient 
to you as I strive to keep you engaged with tantalizing ideas 
that pick at icky places. 
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The fact that you can put me down and stop reading this 
means you have won and are a Holier Creator or Creatrix of 
reality than I. All I have to hang onto is your ignorance of your 
own divinity. I'm the toilet paper on your shoe making every-
one laugh at you, instead of your recognizing it too. 

I'm the only one here certain of your divinity. Now what? 
I am balance. Counterbalance. If you jump too high you 

might get dizzy. If you get too happy, you might invite sad-
ness; and if you get too close to me, not knowing what I'm 
going to confess to you below, then what? 

I bring to this work a deep knowledge of your origins and 
such a confidence in your ignorance that the only pure reac-
tions to me are repulsion or intrigue. 

And, while you probably understand my point of view as 
someone hardened and anti-authority, please do not mistake 
me for an atheist or someone who is not a "believer." I am. I do. 
And based on all of the evidence outlined via John of Patmos in 
the rectory of your scriptures, not to mention my own meta-
purpose among you all, I am the cat gonna bring this shit 
down. However, I don't dance. 

"... the loveliest trick of the Devil is to persuade you that he 
does not exist ...." 

Actually, that's just the loveliest example in existence of a 
sentence eating its own tail, and thankfully. Clever wordplay, 
like rhyming, doesn't make something true. 

The Devil ain't persuading shit. We're confusing our own 
echo as the Other. 

If it helps you to understand "where I'm coming from," 
then yes, call me "Satan," "Devil" and any scapegoat word for 
bad choices ‒ but not Lucifer. He does not exist. 
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Before I negate them entirely, allow me to point out one 
scriptural typo first. "Lucifer" means Light Bearer or Light 
Bringer, and it refers to the Morning Star; the planet Venus. 

Mentioned only once in a translation of Leviticus, "Lucifer" 
was a slang term against Babylon's King Nebuchadnezzar II. 
When called "Lucifer", the author was comparing the King to 
Venus, which rises early and shines bright but is gone by 
breakfast. It was a clever insult to a human king and was men-
tioned only once in one translation. 

That unchecked theological typo has become a "thing" ‒ so 
much so that the idea of bringing light to a situation is not only 
a bad thing but the very symbol of evil. 

Crazy. Right? How can we be so blind and ridiculous yet 
so fucking genius and in control? 

Your adversary, your enemy is not driven by the same 
things you are. Don't get trapped by empathy through compar-
ison; that's apples and PCs. The Archon has self-organized. 
Having identified its source of energy, our emotional states, it 
has mirrored us in. Having found concentrations of fuel in fear 
over joy, it has turned certain mirrors outward. 

Your enemy isn't a blind machine driven by envy alone, it 
sees and it has an insatiable desire to feel what we feel because 
we feel it not why . Dig? 

So let's level up to understanding "Satan" as bad, but ours. 
Not an "other" but a pile of debris we've left in our wake. 

The Gnostics in the first and second centuries after Jesus' 
crucifixion called this gyre of unconscious envy the Archons. 
They described them as concepts above to prenatal-looking al-
ien beings below, but understood them to be as much a part of 
this place and consciousness as we. The Archons are our neme-
sis nonetheless, and soul's biggest challenge. 
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The Archons. And at every perceivable level, referring to 
them in the plural is correct. 

However, Emit taught us to refer to only one Archon. Be-
cause, "as a fractal emanation from the Source ‒ just as we are ‒ 
addressing this phenomenon as one entity will make it easier to 
unspin." 

But when in mixed company, he would parable it down to, 
"When sweeping, you gather all the dust into one pile before 
the pan." Emit thus explained his choice to not "single out" the 
Archons, but to "single in" an Archon. "Like zinc groups mer-
cury." 

That's how it sunk in for me; monotheism as a war strate-
gy. 

A lot of what Emit taught between cards was about defend-
ing oneself against the Archon. The halo effect of the wipes on 
Emit over time meant he was able to concentrate on meta-
things undistracted by everyday life like you and me. It's what 
made him an accidental sage and an example of what life 
would be like without the Archon. 

He taught tactics to talk around the Archon, like using 
puns as hints and placing seemingly non-sequitur sentences 
between big segments of text so they seemed unconnected. 
And if you are one of six, you can wait. There is no need to 
read back through yet. 

It was 300 years after the crucifixion before the priestiti-
cians redacted the New Testament. It's a tired knowledge these 
days that the stories were edited down to further the patriarchy 
and systematize the Salvation Theology. 

Exactly what Jesus said not to do. 
In other words, for over 300 years there wasn't a "Bible" to 

thump or burn, but the word-of-mouth idea of “Christ con-
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sciousness for all” was on fire. It was the Wild West, and Jesus 
had 12 disciples and a mule. 

The reason Jesus and those sons of witches had to be 
stopped was that he not only went off-script, he also started 
bringing the audience members on stage. 

Rather than the Great Land Grab or Stage Show metaphors, 
let's go to Chuck E. Cheese's. 

Imagine Earth and your frequency of existence as a ball pit. 
Around, above and below are many colored balls. Jesus 
brought back Egypt's Living Resurrection game, and suddenly 
kids’ heads were popping up out of the ball pit and seeing the 
broader arcade of the cosmos. 

Jesuses and Judases and Maries galore were springing up 
through the fabric of this dimensional frequency to get glimps-
es of higher and next places. 

It's not easy, mind you. The Living Resurrection is a pro-
cess and preparation akin to that of a colonoscopy, but without 
grape juice. You will find your process elsewhere, as to outline 
it here would unduly prolong this tangent. 

In time, there were enough devoted practitioners of the 
process that it hit a critical mass. Once the glimpse was 
achieved, they told others, then taught them how to see it too. 

We will soon get deeper into counterbalance and laws that 
govern perception, but for now, imagine if you will what hun-
dreds of amorphous spirits look like to the arcade dwellers 
outside the ball pit who had no idea you were there. 

There are quasi-realms between densities that are made up 
of the resonant interference patterns between frequencies ‒ like 
white noise between radio stations, but with audible signals. 
Things dwell there. Things. Attention-centered, not intention-
driven, entities. 
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In other words, if you agree with the idea, "As above, so be-
low," look around. You're at the thickest density below, and it's 
messier above because there is so much more of it. 

The Living Resurrection process gives the Earthling a 
glimpse of the arcade and a new sense of where the ball pit is in 
relation to the snack bar or pinball machines. But the arcade is 
full of worried parents, mischievous brats, and bi-pedophiles. 

Yes, you may feel it a crime, at first, to hinder humanity 
from glimpsing a bigger truth, but it isn't. For the child pulled 
from the ball pit for shouting too many "Bazingas," it is an in-
justice, but to allow that child to alert the Daemons that there is 
a ball pit at all is the crime. 

You have more ways to justify your drive toward enlight-
enment than any god would ever need on Earth. You have 
more ascended masters per class than students, and they all 
have a way to see the arcade. 

I'm here to tell you that there is a wolf loose in the arcade. 
Every Jesus or Buddha or LightWorker from the ascended mas-
ters who hoists us up through the spheres toward heaven is 
baiting our devouring. Everyone’s. Kind of a buzzkill, but you 
begin to grasp the Law of Echelons. 

 So, as I slowly roll your mind over to see what's going on 
in the nadir of our collective consciousness, to give you a 
glimpse of the ball pit's floor instead of hoisting you up, know 
this: You will be uneasy, scared, angry but, if one of six, re-
lieved. 

"The Greatest Story Ever Told" was just that: a story. But 
the greatest truth trying to be told is of Jesus the Nazirite and 
the Magdal, and their attempt to expose the "barrier of evil" be-
tween here and heaven that we experience after death. 

The "Gates of the Archons," as the Ophian sect of Gnostics 
called them, were seven Archons that an initiate would have to 
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persuade to let pass by addressing them by name, reciting a 
formula and then presenting a sigil or symbol. 

Jesus H. Christ and associates were publishing the secrets 
and reminding souls where and why they were, which cut into 
the “Archon as Satan” and “Devil as debris” business. 

"Archonic methods are like the recycling industry outpac-
ing the manufacturing segment; The demand for destruction is 
the economic driver of creation," Emit wrote, and were he not 
wiped that last time, his halo effect may have proved real and 
saved all of us from my Father or the Church or, at least, the 
East/West Civil War. 

With the salvation story and mass control, the PatriArchon-
ic priests turned Jesus the Nazirite and Magdal's Living 
Resurrection for All series into a one-man play and featured 
this "Christhood" process as a horrifically painful and privi-
leged resurrection, and for one cat alone. 

Exactly what Jesus said not to do. 
So that's the context here. Destruction is the economic driv-

er of this spiritual sector and Father; a Captain of God Industry. 
We managed to distract you from that moment on the cross, 
which is still in play, and now, as the cusp closes, we're finding 
it easier. 

This was a lot harder 2,000 years ago, when you were 
forced to give a shit about your mortality. 

 
Emit: "Are we half-brothers?"  
Seth: "Thirds." 
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Chapter 49: The Liberty Scan  
"The eyes see only what the mind is 

prepared to comprehend." 
- Henri Louis Bergson 

 
"No shit." 

- Emit Archer 
 
There are ways that Sapiens reacts to certain types of social 

stimuli that still baffles beyond the parameters of expected 
anomalies. 

Humanity was tweaked for self-destruct. Lifespans used to 
be centuries on-end and even our first production models fea-
tured at least 200 years per gallon. 

The infrastructure has to be expanded or the creation out-
grows its creator's dream. Mind you, this was the ultimate goal 
but not yet. It happened too fast. 

Just as in the Gnostic Sophia myth; how her solo act of cre-
ation then curiosity caused puddles of chaos-turned-Archon, 
our Creators Above didn't think things all the way through ei-
ther. Nor do you or I Below. 

That said; there are teachers that come from Age to Age to 
remind us of the way this looks from way out. They give us as-
cetics and ritual and ways to see the "You Are Here" arrow in 
relation to the map of the cosmos which wakes us up. 

Jesus and Judas and Thomas and Mary weren't as subtle 
and esoteric as the incense- swinging and priestly-robed 
chanter between the pews would have you think. 

Ritual and Latin sermons are layers, veils over the thing 
that is right there and available to all of us. Christ is a fountain 
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and the Church has acted as Steward-of-the-Valve for far too 
long. 

Without realizing it, Emit seeded the culture with Archon-
Redeeming ideas and right when it mattered most. 

We haven't discussed a lot of the social upheavals that the 
Great UnZip caused. Emit didn't in his writings as his memory 
was compartmentalized enough to keep him in Western Colo-
rado and the US6 post. He has a general scholarship of the 
recent history but just that. 

Besides, these are not those kinds of books and the earthly 
upheavals are mere symptoms of a much more relevant turn-
ing. 

In his show; Unearthed, Emit always stopped down at 
some point and "just wondered." It became one of the most 
popular segments of his show because he would pose ques-
tions that everyone wanted to ask, but no network or sponsor 
could formally abide. 

The reason Emit was able to garner support from major 
sponsors and earn the respect of viewers that disagreed with 
him was that his ponderings were authentic. 

Emit has the background the right prefixes and suffixes 
flanking his name to ask tough questions, but he didn't draw 
on any of that. He was honestly "just wondering." It was an 
agenda-less, sincere curiosity; a "Halo-Effect" of the wipes. 

  
We all have meta-concepts that we think about and recon-

cile for ourselves without uttering a word. And we usually lock 
these in by the time we're twenty-one regardless of whether 
they were fed to us or discovered. 

Emit had neither the luxury of putting those meta-things in 
his mental attic nor the burden of storing much up there that 
couldn't be easily found. 
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After translating a story on a Sumerian Tablet in 2016 and 
its veneration of sex as ritual communion, Emit wondered 
about something. 

"The Gnostics talk about the Archon's mimetic desire; that 
desire for something that someone else has because they have 
it. Not because you want the thing." He just wondered, "What if 
pornography is the Archonic WMD? By placing Shame in front 
of the most sacred Act of Communion with the Goddess, then 
flooding us with these images of objectified women and men... 
it's a perpetual motion machine of distraction from the God-
dess..." 

His fans and critics dissected that "just wondering" mo-
ment for months. Emit had no idea he even had fans and 
critics, which is why he did. The result was "The Liberty Scan." 

Some enterprising Millennials setup a site and an exponen-
tially growing network of smartphone video producers, who 
would descend on airports everywhere, quietly walk through 
Security until asked to raise their arms for a full body scan. At 
that point, droves of cameras would focus in on the Human Ac-
tion Figure encased in plastic. 

The Encased would tug a cord unfurling their garments 
and giving anyone with an Internet connection a full-body-scan 
of every non-mint-condition part of their bodies. 

Until a TSA Agent dared to physically latex glove the na-
ked human away from the scanner, every mode of capturing 
that person's most intimate places and marks and folds was 
webcast globally. 

The Liberty Scan was a virus. Soon there seemed to be 
more Humans wanting encasement than lenses to focus on 
them because the reported euphoria and kinesthetic physical 
reactions felt were Soul-changing. Those scanned were fainting, 
screaming, laughing or frozen but none was not affected. 
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Something about stepping over the "Shame" of vulnerabil-
ity to be scanned, shared and studied for all kinds of reasons 
for all types of people with every sort of endgame 

liberated them. And the fact that humans were egging each 
other on to feel what being criticized or glorified en masse felt 
like melted the Archon's arsenal. 

Everyone wanted to be "Shamous" and for just fifteen sec-
onds because that's all it took. 

When you know that millions of eyes have studied your 
best and worst features for a moment or two it sheds layers of 
self-consciousness and what secrets you held about your physi-
cal appearance since childhood were burned off with every 
attention turned away to someone else. 

The fear of ridicule became the allure of attention and those 
scanned walked out of that booth knowing that their image 
would be sullied and objectified and cum to and sneered at and 
eventually bored of. The result was a baptism by a million 
lights brought by our own need to scan and our own ability to 
be scanned. 

The Myth of Privacy was released as people strove to di-
vulge everything that they were ashamed of in every format 
possible. But, unlike the velvet lined confessional box where 
priests collect shame for safekeeping, the Scan Booths were 
clear and sharing our shame en masse took it away for safe-
killing. 

All over the country robes fell as the Encased stood like 
Lady Liberty herself, but instead of a torch raised high in their 
right hands was a Wi-Fi hotspot booster giving any 
smartphone camera in view a direct link to Live Stream an 
Awakening. 

"Flash Mob" took on a few new meanings. 
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Then it was just like we adjusted to the new reality after 
9/11. We complained about having to take off our shoes and we 
surrendered a lot of lighters before we learned, but we learned. 
And everyone eventually just accepted the inevitable Liberty 
Scan like a random search. 

In a few months, it became clear that this social phenome-
non had ebbed to a natural periodic stasis. It didn't stop, but 
there was never more than one Shamous person in any given 
hour at any given airport and it only took fifteen seconds so 
even TSA adapted. 

"No Scanner Pranks" signs were replaced with plaques di-
recting would-be "LibertyScanees" to specific lines. 

Emit's casual question about "Shame" shed millions of 
skins and transformed a region of our collective psyche forever. 

He introduced The Law of Black to a race that was in 
bondage under it. And if there is one thing we now know when 
it comes to Sapiens, be careful what you give them because 
they will either destroy it for everyone or make it right. 

There was a new echelon in America; Scanees. Ideas for 
events or anything really were bounced off a Scanee in the 
group first because they always seemed to have a fuller under-
standing of what would be really fun. 

The release of shame was just the lost-leader. The biggest 
value in this process was the afterglow play. Scanees were 
suddenly intrigued with all sorts of games and pretending. 

Before long it wasn't the Shamous Scanee fainting in the 
booth that irked the Airport Authorities, it was the afterglow. 
There were new maintenance tasks now like wiping up chalked 
Hopscotch squares on Terminal floors. 

I was on one flight that was actually delayed because the 
pilot was caught up in an impromptu Dodgeball game between 
Gates 28 to Boston and 29 to Topeka. You might think that this 
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is completely irresponsible and we passengers were pissed off 
about our flight being delayed due to our pilot playing Dodge-
ball instead of his job but nope. He was a United pilot. And he 
was losing. 

It is indeed a blessing that Emit wondered this when he did 
because soon thereafter America split. Unzipped. 

If there wasn't this new and bigger than nation or race con-
sciousness at play, for play, the war would have started sooner 
and harder and lasted longer. 

What you just accept and don't wonder about may hurt 
you. 

 
 

Emit: "How many priests have I killed?"  
Seth: "Fewer than boys you've saved." 
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Chapter 50: The Law of Black  
"Holding the door for a woman isn't conscientious. 
It is an ancient echo... a subtle muscle memory from 

throwing ourselves at her feet in honor...." 
- Scio Emit Archer 

 
January 2008 | Cotija, Michoacán, Mexico 

 
"You know that all of this, all of him ended in 1914 right?" 

Eliot says walking up behind me standing in front of a six-foot 
deep hole and an unwrapped tombstone. "The only 

thing left from before tonight that mattered was the Word 
rattling around in that empty head." 

"It was 1913. You guys are always fourteen months behind. 
And the only thing that happened in 1914 that mattered was 
Ireland." I said kicking gravel and weeds into the grave before 
me. 

"Well..." I caught myself doing what angered me most 
about all of this. "On second thought, everything that year and 
every year since mattered, Eliot. Everything these collar-necked 
talking monkeys have done to millennia of Sapiens..." I begin in 
an elegant anger that trails off into my own red realizations. 

"There are structures, new springs, cycles that make any 
losses part of the..." He begins in an all-too-tired rebuttal. 

"Losses? Every 'Loss' is a Horror, Eliot. How do we keep 
forgetting that and fold ourselves back in this blanket of objec-
tivity like nonchalant voyeurs?" 

"Because of the alternative, Seth. You know that. You're just 
as combative as your Father." He says knowing exactly which 
ordinance he just dropped. 
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"Well, your mother's so combative she had you, you fuck," 
I said to finish this ancient banter and get on with... 

"What's next?" He said looking over my shoulder at the 
fresh hole ready for the carcass of a Daemon of Debris. 

"What's next is resigning. Losing the collars. All three. And 
this." I said unbuckling my pants and turning that priest hole 
into a mud well. "How do you spell Efficacious?" 

I asked Emit why "becoming famous" dropped off his list 
of goals; being a soldier, a scientist, then famous. He actually 
fell in love with acting but could not get his head into the rest 
of that game in LA. He realized fame came with way too much 
attention and that what grabbed him in High School wasn't be-
ing an Actor, but Acting. 

The moment he decided to dive into that craft without de-
siring to make money at it, he unlocked areas of his psyche that 
no one saw coming. Thankfully the neural pathways that fired 
up didn't connect to any experiential memory and probably be-
cause they were fired off from creative centers and not a more 
primal region. 

The reason I bring any of this up, besides it being a nice 
sketch of Emit mistaking his own passion for ego, at first, is 
what he taught me about an aspect of the Lee Strasberg acting 
method that he used and I am using. 

If there have been words, phrases, references above or be-
low that you have either had to look up or ignore to move on, 
that is a symptom of this method. Baptism by fire. 

Anointed by those shyer. 
A novice actor with zero training but some potential identi-

fied by the Admissions process is hurled into a class with 
Actors that have been perfecting their craft and letting go of 
self for decades. 
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Within the first minute of one of these classes, a newbie is 
suddenly witness to varying degrees of human instruments 
pacing the room while flailing their arms and making obnox-
ious noises. The most seasoned of Actors looks the most ridicu-
ridiculous because they can lose their need not to. 

In a class or two, a determined young actor will begin to 
look silly too because no one has dumbed-down the process to 
let them catch up. Like an Anti-Darwinian universe, it is the 
Self that is most able to not assert itself and, in fact, be domi-
nated by outside forces that survive. 

Emit never had a real strong relationship with his Self 
thanks to cards and Colonels so inhabiting other selves was a 
way to find one that fit. 

That's what all of this is; these books. You either get silly 
and fast or you'll miss the part that is about you. Specifically. 

And you are, more than likely and whether you like it or 
not, one of six. 

I have been careful not to throw too many references out 
when something more mainstream would suffice, but there is a 
lexicon that must be risen to. The ideas coming next require a 
station of thought and the open-mindedness of an Aztec Sham-
an to see these ships on the horizon. 

This was a lot easier 2000 years ago. 
Parables were great devices because life was so close to the 

Earth. "The Parable of the Sower; one of the more viral memes 
of the day about the Word being like seeds falling on rocky 
ground or eaten by birds. Still, some manage to find fertile 
ground. It's a pretty simple way to explain Spam Email actual-
ly. It also contradicts the intention of “pearl before swine” once 
wisdom became commodity. But I seed grass. 

Today with millions more sources of stimuli than Jesus' 
audience, fertile ground is even harder to find. 
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This is Archonic because the more layers of desire we have 
for images of things over the things themselves, the better the 
Archon can simulate that desire. And that is all they know to 
want to do. Simulate for they cannot become. 

"Remember when you wanted to be famous as a kid?" Emit 
asked, but I sneered. "Yes, you do." And he shot me the look. I 
had to admit my pubescent fame-desires or we couldn't move 
on. 

"Okay. Sure." And 'bless me father you son of a bitch!' I 
shouted. To myself. 

For me, and this is harder to confess than what I will in lat-
er chapters, what I remember wanting that way was to take 
Trolley to the Neighborhood of Make-believe and be that guy. 

No concept at five-years-old what it took Fred to build the 
"Mr. Rogers" brand or the experience in radio and Public Tele-
vision necessary to garner that fame of course. Still. I wanted 
that. 

"I wanted to be on Zoom! for crying out loud." Emit admits 
then goes into the song, "Come on and zoom-a-zoom-a-zoom. 
Come on and zoom-a-zoom-a-zooma-a-zoom!" And doubles 
over in laughter. "Without the filter of how to get there, no con-
cept of the auditions and ability to take direction..." 

"I would have sucked as Mr. Rogers!" I yell as the irony of 
my life and Fred's floods into me. 

"Rogers? No. Zoom! That desire is the Archon's consistent 
state of being and, although not consciously evil, it has learned 
that; what we perceive as 'evil' yields a lot more of what they 
need; emotion, reaction, funk. Repulsion to them is as nourish-
ing as joy and joy is not low hanging fruit. The Archon must 
feel by facsimile so has no mechanism for unconditional, invol-
untary emotional response. Not intention, just attention. Dig?” 
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But just before the Great UnZip which caused every Amer-
ican to either act-on-the- impulses or follow-their-bliss, Emit 
Archer gave Earthlings their most lethal defense against the 
Archon. Namely; erotica. 

Around 2000 B.C give or take, this place, Earth was legally 
passed to Marduk for rule during the Age of Aries. Everyone in 
the upper courts got a shot at this eventually save Inanna, but 
that's a different book. Book Two to be precise. 

Through some calendar work and meta-legal maneuvering, 
though, Aries was cut short adding to Marduk's already off-
color disposition. 

Like kicking the dog because the boss's daughter humiliat-
ed you, Marduk through Nebuchadnezzar II was going to 
eradicate the Goddess and Women on Earth because he was 
outranked by them elsewhere. 

In order to do so, everything Sacred about Her was to be-
come Profane. But Laws and Rules of Laws are not casual, 
malleable concepts in the broader and deeper nature of things 
and of us. 

Even Nebuchadnezzar II, the King of the Mightiest city pa-
tron-ed by Marduk, Son of Lord Enki could not defy his own 
law that he was tricked into making to save Daniel from the Li-
on's Den. You would think the Greatest King of the Greatest 
God in an Ancient World could have gotten around his own 
haphazard edict but no. Not then, there or here and now. 

The Archon has made the Law of Rules seem like a con-
cept. It is a force that moves things. Physical matter, waves, 
particles are all spurred into controlled motion by Laws created 
by an Echelon of any self-generating system. 

Marduk wanted his Age early and after an exile he came in 
like a ram. Every pillar of the Age of Taurus was obliterated 
and defaced immediately. Within his first hundred days. And 
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in a lesson he learned from his uncle, the one about an ounce of 
publicity being worth a pound of truth, he set out to rewrite 
his, his father’s and his family’s history in his autobiographical 
fiction, the Enûma Eliš.  It’s there that he claimed to inherit a 
mess from the previous administration. As if being an aging 
bull wasn’t hard enough, he gets blamed for move-in damage. 

Later he wanted it extended into Pisces and if not legally; 
by Those Who Decree, then by the echo of damage. He went 
postal. He was going to leave this place a mess and did so by 
knocking over two-thirds of everything we are; Woman. 

In the Aeonic perceptions of time understand; 2000 years is 
a weekend. Below you plead Not Guilty on Friday, spend the 
weekend in Jail and get shuffled into court on Monday morn-
ing. That's The Garden, the Exile, and Judgment Above. So 
when you turn us against our women and half our nature for a 
couple millennia, it's not a Federal Offense at that level. To rise 
to the level of Earth Crime, you would need to do something 
akin to Lord Enki but without his lawyers. Marduk was able to 
avoid indictment because of the Law of Black. 

Jesus tried to explain the Law of Black this way; "Blessed 
are the Meek, for they shall inherit the earth." He tacked on a 
bunch of other examples, but the base theory here is this; every-
thing you know is wrong. Eventually. 

But back then the word translated as "meek" didn't mean 
what we mean. It meant "Power Under Control". So, while Sa-
piens certainly is not a Meek species as we think of the word 
today, as they thought of it then, quite. 

I hated it when Emit did, which is why he did it every 
fucking time, but these conversations always ended with the 
same, lame joke; "It's a simple beatitude adjustment." 

Jesus best demonstrated the Law of Black when he 
drowned all the presorted white cloths in one vat of black dye 
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then pulled them out in the color each was intended to be all 
along. Granted, he did so to cover his ass and avoid pissing off 
a merchant and his mom, but that’s another book. Actually, no, 
it’s this book. 

Christians, before there was Christianity, were busy, inter-
active, flash mob types who chased a very specific process and 
not for worship but for glimpses of Divinity. 

So, back to the 'everything you think you know being 
wrong' thing and The Law of Black. Before the night devolved 
to my series of "Yeses" in LA, Emit was explaining his Law of 
Black this way to a coven of smart, curious women with glitter 
on their tits. 

"Think of that one vase or purse or that one sofa or toaster 
in a house when you were a little girl that you hated because 
the color was wrong. It either clashed with everything around 
it or was just that one color you can't stand." 

He'd scan the girls' faces to be sure each had an object in 
mind from childhood that fit his description. Some girls gig-
gled when they got theirs, others crinkled up their noses 
uncontrollably with the memory. 

"You hated that thing right?" He asked as they nodded and 
imagined the thing. "When you walked into that room or saw 
that thing where it was, you ignored it and couldn't help but 
hate it aggressively, right?" And again they would nod. 

"That thing you hated in that color you despise hates that 
color even more than you to the point of rejecting it from even 
being on it. It is taking in every color except that one. You have 
more in common with that thing you hate than anything in that 
room. Just not from where you are looking." 

They dug that. These girls swooned for parable and word-
play and that was one of Emit's gifts. Not one of mine. 
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More plainly, The Law of Black means you are seeing re-
jected light so you should seek the object that shares your taste. 
Rejected light is the Archon on that level of physics but reflect-
ed light that has self-organized itself into another frequency 
that feeds off of the energy that your repulsion to that color 
gives them. 

 
 
Emit: "Who is my mother?" 
Seth: "The Bride herself." 
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Chapter 51: God As Verb  
"The enlightened must be as sharks. 

Feeding and moving and paying attention to nothing. 
Receiving attention means losing intention and the sage who 

seeks is not one." 
- Emit Archer 

 
There is something to be said about action versus inaction. 

If you come at it from the Western Psychosis, action and inac-
tion can be either evil or good. Four outcomes for doing or not 
doing something. But without the X-factor of Evil, if everything 
is just objective positive and negative charges there are just two 
outcomes; creation or destruction. 

Evil, or that subjective human quality projected onto an ac-
tion we perceive adds a layer, a filter over the Truth of that 
action which reflects the observer's Truth on it regardless of the 
Truth of the action or the object. 

Someone somewhere was the unmoved mover of every-
thing Father chased, every priest deleted and every lucky break 
I thought I was getting. 

The reason Emit was not in Mexico until my last two days 
there of that mission was because he was at a hotel down the 
street on “display”. 

I read the letters and the dinner invitations for those events 
from 1979. It was like a Dinner Show starring "Emit Archer, 
Ward of the Armed Forces." I thumbed through photos of Emit 
sitting on a chair in the middle of the room while thick-
mustached Arabs and Texas sun-grilled Senators shouted ques-
tions at him. 
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The notes told of how Emit would be introduced, asked a 
series of questions then asked to watch the card trick on a big 
screen. 

The big collard, Leisure-suit-clad men glared at the screen 
like Emit did but when the Joker was put away finally, Emit 
was introduced again with no recollection of meeting anyone. 
An easy parlor trick so to prove their puppet these men were 
invited to spend days on-end testing and measuring Emit. 

How lethal was he? How much does he remember from the 
kill? Absolutely and nothing. 

It makes me sick to think about him being passed from con-
ference room to conference room and triggered to kill whoever 
the VIPs brought for demonstration purposes. 

Part of the reason that early morning history lesson is so 
solidly embedded in my gut is because, just as I grimaced over 
this one picture showing a drunken businessman screaming in 
Emit's emotionless face I noticed Eliot in the background. 

I recognized a lot of the men, two of them were men that 
took me aside at the Dinner Parties early on. All Military Intel. 

I was mortified by the photos. Sickened. And I held onto 
the fact that I knew Eliot was there until I could use that infor-
mation for me or against him. 

When I did finally need that sensitive, classified intel and 
when there were no other options available to me other than to 
divulge it directly to Eliot for leverage, I learned something 
about myself I didn't suspect; I spill. 

 
1981 | Albuquerque, New Mexico 
 

Bert looks at me trying to be reassuring, but he's obviously 
as nervous as I am. I had taken my shoes off because the walk 
here was hot and this Safehouse carpet is always cold and soft. 
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A three bedroom apartment near the Base School and the only 
room furnished is the one near the front door and this folding 
chair I’m on. 

"Why don't they use our house for this and this could be 
my room?" I asked Bert trying to chuckle and keep my mind off 
the situation. 

"No kidding. You should see my place. It's a shithole." Bert 
replied. 

"Is that okay?" I asked pointing to his knee. I kicked it hard 
when he surprised me earlier. 

The whole upstairs shakes with the slamming of the front 
door. We hear muffled yelling as Eliot scurries around down-
stairs looking for us and slamming more doors. Bert actually 
hesitates as if we were hiding then opens the bedroom door. 

"Sir! We're up here, Sir!" He shouts then gives me one more 
forced look. 

Already winded from his entrance, Eliot snarls a deep 
breath before coming up stairs. I immediately slam my bare 
heels into the metal legs of the chair which shoots a sharp, new 
pain up my leg that takes me out of myself and the moment. 

"What the fuck happened out there, Seth!?" He said out of 
breath from the climb. 

"I'm not sure. I was playing Tether Ball and he was next in 
line. He was supposed to play the winner." I explained and I 
really was confused. 

This scenario; adults yelling at me, usually means I'm in 
Full Cover Mode. Whether interrogation training or being ac-
cused of taking my sister's Barbies to be objectified by my G.I. 
Joes, the Strategic Lies were always big, convincing and only 
complex in the most mundane details to distract from any 
sweeping disconnects. 
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But I was telling the truth this time. Unfamiliar territory. "I 
have to remember this," I said to myself. 

I decided to monitor my reactions to everything that hap-
pens while I'm telling the truth so I can draw on it later. When 
I'm innocent, do I get mad? Quiet? 

"Remember what?!" Eliot said. I guess it wasn't to just my-
self. 

"The thing. The fight. At the school. I'm trying to remem-
ber." Note to self; scratch that exchange, start telling the truth... 
now. 

“The fight wasn't much of one. We were in Card Space.” 
It's what we call the period of time between card tricks; when 
Emit is activated and everything he does until the next trick can 
be wiped. 

"We were in a "Follow Me" Directive. That's it. Playing 
Tether Ball." I explained. "Next thing I knew he was sprinting 
across the court toward that kid and grabbed his neck just be-
fore I tackled him," I said staring at the cold carpet for more 
details. 

"What was the kid wearing?" he asked. 
"What? Wearing? Um... Oh, right. Let me think." This made 

sense as maybe I forgot to wipe some marker from a previous 
exercise. 

"No, it was a Dolphins jersey. Orange and white and... 
green. Nothing I would have used as a marker." I said relieved 
that I didn't leave the stove on in Emit's House of Horrors. 

Things had been going great since I was stationed with 
Emit after Mexico. I would befriend him every couple of days 
or so with cards and perform various in-field exercises with 
him that Bert would deliver. 

One day I would activate then ask him to follow me all 
day, or ask him to only play Tether Ball when there is a kid 
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with a red shirt there, simple tests to see how agile he was at 
picking up markers and how well he could appear in Public 
while activated. 

This was a very "Off-Book-Op" as it risked engagement 
with an adjacent civilian population; an elementary school. 

M.I. didn't know, couldn't know whether or not Emit could 
socialize in random situations without getting triggered. With-
out Human Trials, there would be no way to know if his 
programming could be localized to specific places, people or 
other factors. 

We learned that Emit Archer could certainly play on the 
Monkey Bars without breaking necks. It was waiting for Tether 
Balls or Mercury Morris jerseys that seemed to trigger the near-
fatal twists. 

"Does he know?" I asked immediately. I knew he didn’t yet 
because if Father knew what happened under my watch this 
would be a very different Debrief. 

"No." Eliot said while squinting through the blinds as the 
last APD squad cars left the school parking lot across the street. 

"You okay? Is he okay?" Eliot says to me then Bert motion-
ing to the black-edged and bright red scrapes on both of my 
forearms. 

Jumping to tackle Emit earlier just before he snapped some 
kid's neck caused me to land elbows-first on the dirt. Albu-
querque schoolyards are either alluvial sand or thick blacktop. 

Turning to Bert, Eliot asks, "Do we have any Bactine?" 
"No!" We both shout in unison. 

Bert tried to help by spraying my arms with Bactine when I 
got here and to thank him I kicked him square in the knee flat-
tening him out. 

"Your father doesn't know… yet." Eliot threatened. 
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I had been back in Father's neutral graces for a couple years 
as Emit's sole shadow. Although it was absolutely necessary to 
keep it in the family because this was all so illegal, I eagerly 
submitted to this advantage. As Father's point man I would 
learn how to eventually point at and negate him. 

If he found out that Emit almost turned off some third 
grader like a light under my watch, I could consider it over. All 
of it. There was no lie for me to craft. No angle for me to exploit 
and no detail to expand upon to distract him from my guilt so 
the only choice I had was to strike. 

"You tell my Father about this and I tell him you were in 
Iran with Emit." I asserted. 

Bert's face crinkled up into confusion and he looked off in 
the distance. Eliot snapped his finger startling Bert back to the 
moment. 

"Give us the room," Eliot said. Bert left. 
Eliot looked at the closed door until he heard Bert's foot-

steps fade down the stairs and outside. 
"What did you say, Seth?" He asked softly, still looking at 

the door. 
"If Father finds out about this, I'm going to tell him what I 

know," I said just as softly. "Especially since no harm was 
done." 

"No harm?!" Eliot yelled pointing to the school and what 
used to be a bouquet of flashing lights, crying mothers and a 
scared little boy rubbing his neck. 

"Since nobody died." I continued in a determination I 
found first in that moment. "My Father does not have to know 
where you were while those men were screaming at his Prized 
Pinocchio... his Toy Soldier... Emit." I said with another kick of 
my heals into the chair legs to punctuate my point and award 
myself with some real. 
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Even then I had a sense of the Open Ended Intel Grab. I 
didn't repeat "Iran" this time because I wasn't sure if it was Iran 
or Iraq and by leading him to correct or confirm kept it my Op. 

"It was Syria," He said solemnly and with a sigh that let go 
of every tension that got him from wherever it is that he goes to 
right here. 

He threw his planner on the floor, leaned back against the 
blank white wall and slid down to a sit. Cross-legged. 

It made me smirk because in less than a minute I had seen 
Eliot furious and for the first time and now I was seeing him 
completely vulnerable... cross-legged. 

 He looked like a Buddha; if Buddha were a pudgy man 
with round-rimmed glasses in ill- fitting grey suits. I make a 
mental note to ask Eliot about the new glasses. They were thick, 
black Buddy Hollies and now, suddenly round and light col-
ored. 

There was a good minute of silence as we both traced the 
events of the day, the future of the mission and this new bit. 
The bit about Middle Eastern business men screaming at Emit 
while Eliot looked on. 

"What were they doing to him?" I said about the photos in 
the chapel files. "Why were you letting them...?” 

"How in the world did you know about that?" Eliot asked 
with an expression somewhere between disbelief and awe. And 
here's where our relationship shifted. This is when the angry, 
rebellious Seth stopped being the haphazard agent and started 
acting on my plan to take all of this shit over. 

"Never mind that, Eliot. Answer my question. I saw the 
photos." I know, right? I went full-bad-ass. 

"Ah. Those." He said getting more comfortable and reach-
ing for his planner. As he thumbed through the calendar he 
began, "Those photos were taken by us." 
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What I learned that afternoon, aside from what I was capa-
ble of if I asserted myself, was what I needed to know and, 
what I could only have understood in this new state of mind. 
This proactive, rebellion I was committing to. 

"We would demonstrate Emit, yes. So all of those photos 
are what they appear to be. These Sons of Bitches went too far 
which is why the photo started to get snapped but know this, 
Seth, please. Emit wasn't hurt or glitched and has no Halo-
Effect from the whole mission." His face was unmistakably sin-
cere. 

"Why take him there? Why allow it at all?" I asked con-
fused. "Syria?" 

"Oh, Seth, my boy, you have no idea the good that was 
done." Eliot said smiling and looking toward the window as if 
at an epic film. And it was. 

“Don’t call me that.” I commanded. 
 After an awkward moment, Eliot described traveling Emit 

and Pony shows for these middlemen and demonstrated his 
Kill and Wipe switches over a number-of-days. 

But every time that big screen flashed the Card Trick for 
Emit, the room looked on at how simple the trick, how easy the 
sequence and how effective the result was; on them. 

Bookended on each card trick that triggered Emit was an-
other subliminally charged cognitive controlling device 
designed specifically for Syrian Middlemen. 

In all actuality, these men do not deserve the designation as 
Syrian or any association with it or any other mighty people. 
For these men exist with every country's hyphen as they are the 
debris of the thinking, civilized vine. 

Systematically this cadre of men traded in boys. Girls too 
but their niche market included dictators and sheiks and princ-
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es of dynasties that could have so much of what any man could 
want in a woman or a girl that they became bored with both. 

This pitch black market used an Interfaith Program as a 
trade-wind between Mesopotamia and Mexico. Eliot had been 
monitoring it for a couple of years and, when directed to do so 
by someone somewhere not Father, Emit was engaged as often 
as made sense. No one knew about Emit but Eliot, me and 
whoever completed those files. 

We love to talk about spies and Clandestine Services. We 
even write books and make movies about them but know this; 
if you read a book or see a movie about a clandestine Op of 
CIA or our twig of MI, it wasn't one. 

Before the Syria Tour, word came down that the Orange 
Boys; those who slept closest to the chapel at Cristos were on 
sale. That is, well, just that. No one claimed them. More were 
coming and they needed the room. A "delegation' of these men 
was coming to Cristos to BuyDopt a whole lot of them for dis-
tribution around their seedy little, yet global economy. 

But even Middlemen get bored so, to sweeten the sale a 
new service opened up in Mexico City. A place where one 
could not only stock up on boy but bring their least favorite 
people, opponents or nuisances to be deleted. 

In ballrooms across Mesopotamia, Emit did his parlor 
tricks and even killed some folks as a bonus for VIPs. He sub-
mitted to all of their tests and when these savvy business men 
understood that America had finally invented something use-
ful they signed up. 

 "We told them Cristos was full of Emits." Eliot laughed, 
but it trailed off when he considered the kind of men these 
were. "And it only took the one." 

In a matter of days Emit, Eliot and someone not Father 
managed to subliminally hypnotize hundreds of twisted busi-
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nessmen, bring them and their enemies to comfortable hotels 
near Cristos and one by one introduce them to Emit one more 
time. 

That's where Emit was before the last two days I spent in 
Mexico City and as I flew off to my cold marble world, he dust-
ed off laps. 

Someone somewhere was the unmoved mover of every-
thing Father chased, every priest deleted and every lucky break 
I thought I was getting. And now I was a step closer to finding 
out whom I needed to meet and be. 

Eliot and I made our first Pact that day when Bert came 
back to be the witness. Their other missions and whoever the 
Silent Master was that they and Emit served were secrets safe 
with me as long as, if I asked the right questions, he would an-
swer truthfully. 

I guess when I found my courage to assert myself, Eliot, 
Bert and the unmoved movers that were playing us all decided 
I was ready. I had to lose something to get Father's attention. I 
had to reclaim something to leap ahead of him. Rather, behind. 
Above and behind. 

"This carpet is hot," I said. 
"Turn that up," Eliot says motioning Bert to the muted TV 

in the fake living room. 
As Bert leans down to twist the volume knob and groans 

from the knee pain I laugh because it looks like he's turning up 
the pain. Both he and Eliot give me a weird look when they as-
sume I'm taking delight in his pain. That I caused. When he 
was trying to help me. 

"No, no, not that... that's not funny, it's he was leaning..." I 
begin pantomiming Bert's movement and grimace which 
makes me laugh harder. They turn away in disgust. Can't 
blame them. But fuck was that funny. 



 

410 
 

"Good evening, I'm Dick Knipfing and this is KOB-TV 
News..." It was like looking at the back of our heads in a mirror. 

  
The cameraman got artsy and zoomed in from a building 

across the street to the subject, but it was this window that sat 
almost center frame as he did. It was shot a couple hours ago, 
but I couldn't help but look behind me at the school. 

The shot settling on the chubby kid with the red ring 
around his neck, "I don't know how but it kept going round 
and round and round..." 

"Little Derrick Anderson here hath the fright of his life to-
day when he was nearly strangled to death." 

"It kept going round and round and round..." the footage 
repeated. 

"Even here, where civilian children are educated with those 
of our Nation's brightest minds danger may be present." 

We all looked at one another as confused as Little Derrick 
Anderson as the camera scanned the crowd of kids. 

"Nowhere," Eliot said resolutely knowing he wouldn't see 
or hear anything about me or Emit. 

This would become my favorite twitch of Eliot's. While 
scanning media coverage of every mission requiring his clean 
up, Eliot would confidently scan the screens knowing that 
there would be no trace of anything connected to anyone he 
cared about. We all have our one thing. His was being traceless 
to media. 

Holding up a Tether Ball like the head of John the Baptist, 
the reporter asks, "Is it a game or is it just too dangerous?" 

"Wait!" Eliot says. "She's talking about the ball." As the re-
porter mimed the tether cord orbiting the pole then getting 
caught in the pull of Little Derrick's head by way of his neck. 
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They weren't telling a cautionary tale of para-military sapiens 
boy-soldiers strangling Miami Dolphin fans. 

And this story was only about The Dangers of Tethers be-
cause the better story; The Kid Who Saved Derrick (by reverse-
flinging the tether's momentum just so as to spiral off Derrick's 
neck right before some jerk tackled him) didn't have The Kid. 

 There's a sweet spot sometimes where any outcome, with-
out a precisely timed accident, hurts everyone. If I tackled Emit 
a second later, he would not have been in the right position to 
help Derrick enough. If I didn't tackle Emit at all, he would 
have been hoisted on shoulders and unable to focus on any 
card tricks for hours. One kills Derrick, the other M.I. 

"We need a Cease Phrase," Eliot decided as he reset the op-
eration in his head. "Lucid Agility," I replied. "I've used it for 
years." 

"Lucid Ability is..." Eliot begins counting on his fingers, 
"...six syllables. We need it to be..." 

"Lucid Agility and it works. Snaps him right back," I ex-
plained and stood up to distract him with leaving before he 
questioned why I have custom programming protocols with 
the asset. 

"It kept going round and round and round..." 
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Chapter 52: The Dukes of Copper  
"There are two responses to humiliation; violence or void and 

neither are worth the effort." 
- Emit Archer 

 
"This sucks," I said to myself in the mirror about the Dinner 

Party tonight. All Dinner Parties. I used to look forward to 
them as these men always seemed to take an interest in me as 
his son. 

A few times supra-important men that no one knows about 
took me aside or cornered me during these evenings to say 
things like, "We're all watching you closely" or "You have a 
great future, young man." But a couple years ago that changed 
when Emvie and Dad started their Blue Monkey Game and 
when that game caused me to fail my first mission, these Din-
ner Parties became a periodic sentence. 

The day before I was in New York passing through by train 
on my way home from the Academy. With some time between 
trains I wandered out onto 42nd and saw a Tattoo 

 Parlor with a huge Celtic Trinity Knot on its window. In a 
flash, Charlie and Tawhiri the Fierce Squall whooshed back in-
to my head and I swear a wind kicked up. 

Right then, a nondescript woman hunched-over and shuf-
fling along the street in front of me was smacked by this wind 
which hurled her skirt up revealing very smooth, very strong 
and very sexy legs. From hulking anonymity to the most strik-
ing scene of accidental erotica. I took it as a sign. 

Later that night, back in Alexandria, I was cleaning the sur-
face of the fresh tattoo around my neck and strategically 
tucking the gauze below my Cadet collar to hide my new mark. 
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I looked at myself in the mirror. Same cadet, face, and hair-
cut as this morning but more. I pulled back the collar once 
more and leaned into the mirror for one more scan before cag-
ing it again. I had pages and pages of doodles of this thing 
since returning from Cristos. I managed to copy Charlie's per-
fectly. I'm not like Emit or Emvie. I can't create original art, but 
I can copy anything better than anyone I know. 

To me, Charlie's tattoo was the coolest thing I had ever 
seen. Sure, the thick flowing shapes that looked as Celtic as 
they were Maori ringing his neck looked dangerous and ele-
gant but it was the fact that it was a secret for him and him 
alone that nailed it for me. 

Here was a marked and subversive priest-in-training who 
was actually Christian despite the Church. 

Everything about who I was going to become conflated 
that day in the locker room under the watchful eye of Mary. I 
found out how to be tough, cool, clever and subversive. It was 
a brighter version of Father’s ethos and my family life. I had 
followed all of Father's orders, scholastic and skill camp sched-
ules without question. Until Emit told me about him sending 
me to Cristos knowing full-well what went on there. 

Since then I've quietly watched my sister move into his fa-
vor while studying his weaknesses, challenging his secrets and 
preparing to negate him by becoming the Grand Master or 
Grand Poohbah or the fucking Pope of whatever secret society 
he thinks he lords over. 

"Nooooo!" Emvie yells from Father's Library. 
"What is it? What happened?" I shouted bursting into the 

room. Emvie was sitting cross- legged in the corner with a big 
red book in her hands frantically leafing through the pages. 
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"No, no, no, no..." She continued but trailed-off as if sur-
rendering to an inescapable "Yes." She closes the book and 
sadly looks up at me. 

"Mary of Rome?" I asked thinking I recognized the red 
book from Father's special bookshelf but glancing over I see it 
there still behind the glass. 

"The other Mary," She says in complete resignation to 
whatever realization just had her chanting the "No's." 

“Which of the others?” I insisted. 
Holding up the cover toward me I see clearly now it’s the 

Gospel of Mary Magdaléne I took from Cristos. 
"Ah. So what's the problem then?" I asked looking at the 

enormous Masonic carved grandfather clock behind her. "And 
we gotta get ready." I reminded her. 

"I don't want to say," Emvie said looking forlorn and to-
ward the teal bookshelf. Scanning the titles of Father's "God 
Books" as if measuring them against a new standard. 

"Alright but let's go soldier. The guests will be here soon 
and we've got a show to do." I said tugging up my collar as if 
getting ready and not hiding my new identity. 

This kind of talk always made her laugh. The reality of our 
situation once we both became aware of it required comedy. 
Without comically commiserating about the isolation, serious-
ness and, well, isolation of being conscripted minor assets first 
and a son and daughter second, we would fold into robots. 

I reached out my right hand to pull her up. She just glared 
at me and got up all by herself. Setting the book on the couch 
arm she slowly walked out of the library. 

Just as she crossed the threshold I made a loud fart noise. 
All I could here was the thud of her falling on the floor and in 
three seconds that laugh. Her deep, soulful laugh that made her 
sound like a woman though only twelve. 
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I didn't want to distract her laughing-spell by walking out 

and stepping over her so I plopped down on the couch causing 
the big red book to slide off its arm and into my rib. 

"Shit!" And I flung the book back to the corner where she 
was sitting. 

I grabbed the remote and took a moment there to myself. I 
had precisely fourteen minutes to kill before the Old Man was 
going to start hitting the wet bar here so I stole thirteen. 

I kept the sound down and watch the bright orange and 
Confederate Flag wrapped Dodge Charger sail, "... over anoth-
er ditch down there in Hazzard County..." I Southern Drawled 
to myself wishing life was as easy as it is down there, up there, 
everywhere. 

"Damn" I was compelled to say out loud about Daisy Duke. 
Before clicking her off and getting ready for our own show; 
"The Diplomat's Functional Family Hour." 

"What seems to be the problem, sugar?" 
The cop asks Daisy Duke as the TV picture faded. 
"I think something bounced up into my undercarriage," She 

replies. 
By that time Emvie had managed to sit up. Her scrawny 

knees and Chuck Taylored-feet were splayed out in front of 
her, head hanging down in laugh-delirium underneath a black 
shrubbery of curls and her hands; palms up on the floor at her 
sides. She looked like a Rag-doll. 

Stepping over her I said, "I didn't know they made Rag-
gedy Anthropoids." And with this, she was gone. It was a good 
while before the soul laugh hit this time. 

"Which show does Alexi like again?" I asked laughing cas-
ually as I turned the corner toward my room. 

"Dukes of...." And that was what she could manage. 
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Laughing along with her I continued, “The Blonde or Dark 
haired one?” 

“Bloaaahhhhhhh…” she declared. 
And just like confirming Charlie was a Kiwi and not an 

Aussie, by the way, he casually said "Seeeven" instead of "Sev-
en," I confirmed a piece of Intel about my target while the 
informant was distracted, Plausible Deniability for my little sis-
ter. It's what brothers do. 

 That orange car and sexy girl fused with my new mark 
and in a flash I knew my next goal; win the heart of that Or-
ange Shrub of a Sorceress; Alexi Weaver. 

If she liked Southern Boys and Flying Cars I was going to 
be and get one. 

What turned out to be my first crush and ultimate quest for 
Romantic Love that afternoon became the smartest strategy 
and most effective tactic my enemies would use against me. 

The effect of Daisies and Copper-headed Sirens is what 
Emit would call "Glimpses of Divinity" but for me its ultimate 
distraction. 
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Chapter 53: Killing Angels  
[[[TRIGGER WARNING]]] 

This Chapter describes graphic post-battle scenes. 
 

"... the book said to try shooting different angels..." 
- Jax Archer | Age 7 ½ 

 
A customized canon with a fined-tuned barrel is pulled from its 

sheath and mounted in the Earth facing west toward its target. Its 
tripod set deep in the hard ground to fight the wind at its face. 
"You're sure it said "West", right?" The soldier yells back at his su-
perior officer for confirmation. Looking hard again at the printout he 
points West hard and fast. "What about blow-back?!" He continues 
while loading the chamber with ordinance knowing the target is west 
and the target will be engaged wind or not. The superior officer cups 
his wristwatch to his eyes then shoots his left arm to the sky spreading 
out his fingers as an "on-your-mark". 
 
Not far from there but a year ago… 
 

A sniper lay in the prone. The gorgeous Steyr SSG rifle feels like 
a woman giving herself over in the arms as her sight scans the area 
around the target. Spotting a hulking mass of gear off and to the 
right, the stock settles back on the target solidly. Her bolt slides along 
the rails of the chamber positioning the bullet like a carnival rider. A 
breeze a mile away flutters the gun sight's "mirage" effect - the 
warped bottom of the glass borders. An optical glitch with gun-sight 
lenses that has sublimated itself into a valuable tool for the skilled kill-
er's eye and this  sexy Steyr. Cocked, she waits. 
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After Iraq, I went full-Christ. Seminary school, ordination 

and even my own church in Missouri. But I was soon so morti-
fied by the gore and the betrayal that I decided to go back to 
war. 

The more I read and reasoned the less symmetrical it all 
seemed in my Counterbalance Mirror. Sure, we've all won-
dered why an all-powerful, all-loving God would allow Evil, or 
Earthquakes or Teletubbies but we've always had the "...works 
in mysterious ways..." catchall. 

I don't do "mysterious ways" as those are just unhinged 
postulates. I went into religion to negate Father who always 
held his "mystery school" fraternities and elite church circles 
over our heads as if he were initiated into something we would 
never fathom. I knew all I needed to do was focus on it, become 
a priest and demystify his whole booga-booga- bullshit ethos. 

As mentioned, I was able to land a gig as a combat clergy 
with a Private Military and Security Company after leaving the 
church. While the pay was equal to the more dangerous posts, 
it wasn't an area these companies liked to invest in. Most gov-
ernments don't give a shit if you give your employees religious 
representation on the jobs they outsource. 

The Clergy Corps in the Private World was more about 
selling the service to God Fearing Billionaire Americans than 
Dictators or Warlords. 

But even the God-Fearing-Funders had a cap. These com-
merce army companies didn't really give a shit about God or 
Souls either but I guess that's implied by their industry. 

I swapped the adrenaline of combat so I wanted more. Not 
more action. More money. In any other industry, a Priest 
should be able to confidently ask for a raise from an Earthly 
boss or else. 
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When I asked my CO, "Just how much bread do I have to 
break to start making some here?" he laughed. He knew I had 
an open-relationship with my God and has seen me kill up 
close. 

"Ain't gonna happened Windstrom," He said still in a 
smile. "There's a cap on salary and your 2Pams. Autoinjectors 
and supplies ain't cheap. Can't justify tweaking." 

I glanced around the room for a handy example. "There. 
Body Bags." I said pointing at the heaping pile of unused and 
soon disposed-of bags in the corner. "We throw away more of 
those new than I order auto-injectors and vials of morphine 
and I know what all that costs," I said making the solid point of 
waste that can be curbed to make room for my raise. 

"That's Federal," He said walking back to his desk. "Feder-
al? What do you mean?" I asked. 

"Uncle Sam pays for death. Always has." He said smirking 
then realizing I was still unclear he continued. "Oh sure. Check 
your contract. You get hurt, maimed, shot but live, we gotta 
cover that. It's a standard benefit and thorn in our fucking bot-
tom-line, but there's no way around it." 

"The bags?" I asked motioning back to the heap. 
"You die here, as long as Sam's our client, you're covered," 

He explained. "I guess we're too good at fighting and you’re 
too fast with the dope to afford to pay you any more, my 
friend." 

We continued sharing jabs about how good business was 
and how great it is to be getting paid the same whether I kill or 
save, Especially in the 90's under Clinton. Fucker. 

All he had to do in those years was not mess things up. He 
was too smart for the office, though. He started asking real 
questions about real connections he wasn't supposed to make 
in his morning Intel briefings. So, to keep him off the real Ad-



 

420 
 

ministrations' back, they deployed the Archon's most effective 
weapon; Fellatio. 

Sex, like every other sacred gift, passed down via the crea-
tor was made profane by the Archon. It's simple to insert 
shame into divine ritual if the act is condemned at its core. 

While that insatiable narcissist was cumming on his own 
reflection and basking in the glow of the Internet boom, the 
clandestine services, and especially the private army industry 
fused tightly while the worse-than-Puritans went after the big 
man on campus. 

I've never been a fan of the Human Race. It's made up of 
too many people. People too easily manipulated. Sure, they are 
ultimately innocent of all charges as they suffer from a global 
and an historical Stockholm Syndrome, but it is hard to re-
member that sometimes. Most times. 

It's harder for me, though. I have plenty of reasons to hate 
people as fucked up as I am thanks to Father. I could have been 
even darker and meaner, more envious and vindictive than I 
already am, but Emit fucked all that up for me by crying over 
ducks. 

I mentioned it earlier. I was in the same state of mind as I 
was with my CO joking about killing for money. That comfort-
able blanket of machismo-denial. That moment changed me 
because of the stark contradiction of setting and subject. 

Emit was quite muscular then, brooding and scary. Always 
was but at that time, he was at the peak of that state of his be-
ing. Laughing, I showed him the photo. He squinted trying to 
figure out what it was at first and then like a child, he looked at 
me and collapsed in grief. That shook off every shingle of ar-
mor I had collected to that point. So the truth is if it weren't for 
ducks, there would be no third book. 
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It's a lot like identifying the "sucker" at the Poker table; if 
it's not obvious, it's you. When a man considers "acceptable 
levels of collateral damage" before striking at "evil", he's the 
evil. Saying "Fire" with potential collateral damage is con-
sciously deciding to murder innocents. 

The truth is not beholden to our angle on it. And when 
Clinton decided to distract the media from his blowjobs for a 
smidge by bombing a "disguised chemical weapons factory" in 
the Sudan on August 20th, 1998, I found a way to kill two birds 
with one call. 

Turns out his smidge was twenty days as the Starr Report 
hit the streets on September 11, 1998. Goodbye distraction of 
shiny bombs faraway, hello titillating testimony exposing what 
amounted to an Executive Branch’s blue bound and legal dick 
pick. 

The winner of Clinton v. Starr schoolyard brawl was the 
American Public and basically for not giving a shit. The collec-
tive is rising despite the exclusive and the Archon can't 
remember which ones they are. 

As you know, Emit and I were assets of the U.S. Army's 
Military Intelligence Corps. It's an important distinction from 
the other Intel companies as our role is specific to tactical war-
fare as opposed to war-avoiding or inventing intel. The role of 
MI is to provide timely, relevant, accurate, and synchronized 
intelligence to support tactical, operational and strategic-level 
commanders. 

When the shit goes down, or is about to, we're the guys on 
the field while the Argyled- Operatives are in the Safehouse. 
Not to diminish the bravery of my sisters and brothers in the 
other structures, but rocket launchers are more prevalent in this 
world than guns in balled-point pens. Every system has a hier-
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archy of machismo, but there are groups apart that equalize 
all... 

Example: a Marine and a Sailor. Sure, the sailor has skills 
and can man the torpedoes better than an accountant but who 
do you want next to you when threatened; the Marine, right? 
But what if that Sailor were a SEAL? This is a constant postu-
late about self- organizing systems. There must be an echelon. 
Elite, A controlling force - the bridge of the ship - the Pineal 
Gland of the brain - the Electoral College. It is called, simply; 
The Law of Echelons. 

And all of that is really a matter of perception. Sapiens 
don't use only 10% of their brain, it's a hologram and the per-
ceivable interference pattern settles at about 10% of the whole. I 
am compelled to expand. 

Think of a clear but solid glass brain. Now see it as not 
clear but a mirror. And now imagine that you can't hold it be-
cause it has no surface. I say to think of an actual human- 

  
size brain, but you naturally used that size. And in your 

imagination's field of view that brain was roughly 10% of the 
screen. 

If we now rewind and watch how you understanding of 
the paragraph above unfolded with your head as a clear brain, 
we would see it flicker and spark in about 10% of that glass ball 
though you used every angle of your holographic mirror to 
bring it in. What looks like 10% or so of brain activity in a re-
gion is really the interference pattern between our constant 
AUM and the stimuli coming in via our senses. The bigger the 
spherical lens, the more refracted. 

We want to use less of our brains and more of our refracted 
consciousness in order to keep the Archon from forming be-
tween communities. 
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Speaking of the Electoral College, Democracy is a brilliant 
idea and well worth its pursuit but we are millennia away from 
that possibility. Like giving a doll to a little girl to prepare her 
for motherhood, America was given a plastic democracy to 
practice on first. And, like the girl, she believes the baby is real. 
But I dye grass. 

Emit would say, "Feeding two birds with one bowl" and 
were it not Emit that said it, I'd think it wimpy. I'm not com-
fortable enough in my own skin or anyone else's to change my 
vernacular to a Whole Foods brochure and besides, in this sto-
ry, my adage of killing birds is much more appropriate. 

Everyone chides Colin Powell for trotting out "manufac-
tured evidence" to the UN before we invaded Babylon... 
Baghdad, but this has been a well-worn tactic long before W. 
But what was new, innovative and frankly genius was that 
Powell was telling the Truth and through the drama of the 
flubs America and the world still think there were no WMD in 
Iraq because the shame and the blame pale in the face of the 
real world result of the truth. And America pays for dead. Al-
ways has. 

In 1995, I was sent to Liberia in a joint mission with MI and 
my private army employer. It was a great paycheck though I 
have yet to cash it. My first task was Intel of course; tactical in-
formation of locations and clusters of enemy combatants. These 
were men lead by "General Butt Naked" a.k.a. Joshua Milton 
Blahyi - the Liberian Warlord who chose his nom de guerre or 
War Name because he was famous for going to battle naked 
except for shoes but more-so for his atrocities; sacrificing chil-
dren chief among them. The second part of my job was as 
clergy. Just after each battle, I was dropped in to assess casual-
ties, administer morphine and/or last rites until the medics 
were cleared to come in. 
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The scene was horrific and I know horrific better than any-

one. To fight in Africa is to fight. There are no antiseptic 
methods of clearing areas of evil in a place like that where a 
machete is as useful as aspirin to cure an ill. 

I had to jump in from a private, single-engine plane. This 
was a no-frills Op and here, civilian planes were only slightly 
less likely to get fired at. I followed the smoke to the battlefield 
which was more like a patch of squashed trees. The scene was 
old school war. Heads in piles Soldiers; federal and private 
hoisted up on palm tree spikes, and intestines strung from 
these spikes like Maypoles. Apocalypse Then. The only things 
more horrifying than the sights were the sounds; gurgling 
screams of men crying for their mothers while raising their 
freshly macheted stumps to the sky for mercy. 

I ran to the first scream and knelt next to a Captain with 
half a leg and no arms. He was wide-eyed and screaming at the 
sun. I grabbed the morphine injector out of my pack. As I pre-
pared to stab a bone with this classified clergy sword and bless 
him with one more excruciating pain, he stopped screaming. I 
saw his face become calm. He had screamed past the horror 
and found something in the sun. He was still and his I could 
get this injection right into his femur's marrow with very little 
effort as it was right in my other hand, but he was calm. 

"Stay calm soldier, I can help you... where does... fuck! 
What is your religion?" I asked. I can't believe I was going to 
ask this piece of a man where it hurt. 

"No.," he said glaring at me and turned his gaze back to the 
sun. "I see her..." he said in full Death Blossom state. He had no 
arms so I found a patch of exposed skin on his hip bone, a 
quick swab of alcohol then he pulled his leg bone away from 
me. "No.!" he repeated. 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

425 
 

He didn't want to lose this moment. The relief of the mor-
phine would have been a distraction from whatever it was he 
was experiencing and he chose death over this world. I was 
stunned silent for a good minute watching him die to smile and 
content. He was nothing but scraps of Earthling yet seemed in 
communion with a divine "She". 

In a moment, the screams came back into my awareness 
and I ran to the next man and again; limbless, beyond shock. I 
would later learn that these men were shot up with Metham-
phetamine while getting hacked apart so they could burn as 
bright as possible while bleeding out. "Butt Naked" was sud-
denly not a funny name. This man was leaving too. As soon as 
his brain could let go of the awareness the speed gave it, he 
would die. 

Even if the medics got here before me. Still holding the 
morphine needle from the last attempt, I held his head to turn 
it enough to get to his skull and home. 

"What's your religion, soldier?!" I yell over the screams so 
that I can administer whatever last rites he may think he needs. 

"Christ... Science..." he managed to say. 
"Are you a strict Christian Scientist?" I yelled knowing that 

man-made medicine took a backseat to prayer with these folks, 
but he was done answering any more questions. 

In an instant I weighed my three dilemmas; I can give this 
man relief in his last moments on Earth, honor his religion and 
not sully him on his way out or, and this was the "or" that 
lorded over the rest of my War Priest career, I could use that 
rationale of religion to save on the morphine and over time 
make a better case for a raise. If dead, Sam took over. If still 
here, I took over and I didn't need the extra responsibility for 
lives, just souls. 
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My edict. My fucking promise to be as truthful in these 
tellings as I can so that I can authentically repent. Within three 
third world conflicts that no one heard about on CNN I was 
given a raise. The windfall created by "letting go and letting 
God" was enough to grant me Federal Clergy level pay. 

Although I was out of the red, as it were, I couldn't shake 
the grudge I had for Clinton for placing me in the situation 
where I finally gave up my ghost. Like war, grudges are the 
debris of unrepentant self-knowledge. Like when Emit 
punched me for reading a different version of "The Second 
Coming" by Yeats; when the incoming is too overwhelming, 
punching, shooting and any emission of violence is the natural 
reaction. 

And that's our real Fall from grace. If you don't have self-
aware consciousness you cannot think yourself into corners 
enough to punch the innocent. 

In 1998, while he was under the scrutiny of Kenneth Starr, 
Clinton sophomoric-ally decided to bomb something. I didn't 
really care about the BJ's or NAFTAs. One is for the selfish 
pleasure of an ego-maniacal entity and the other is just sex. But 
when he used what little power he has to bomb a "chemical 
weapons factory" in the Sudan as a distraction, that's when he 
lost me. And before the strike. 

I was sent in by MI to assess and chart potential threat clus-
ters and report back. Upon arrival at our Field Command, I 
was introduced to a British MI5 chemist. He had been taking 
soil samples around the factory for a couple of weeks. Using 
"foreign agents" for these things is a great cover. National Secu-
rity demands we not name names of countries and when the 
evidence turns up false, National Pride dictates we have a for-
eigner to blame. 
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The soil turned out to be dirt and the "disguised Aspirin 
factory" turned out to be an Aspirin Factory. The soil samples 
were said to have trace amounts of Empta; a key agents VX 
Nerve gas and with the "evidence" of this factory being partly 
owned by bin Laden, America was easily distracted. For a time. 
I will not outline my negation strategy here. 

Suffice it to say; William Jefferson Clinton, for the first time 
ever; was embarrassed. 

So again, I swapped the culpability for all sins for some 
Schadenfreude. Schadenfreude; taking pleasure in someone 
else's comeuppance. Most people think the German word 
means simply; delighting in others' woes. And, given that 
German is its origin, it makes sense that there would be a word 
for that. But like a lot of things taken for granted with lan-
guage, there's a slight detail left out of that definition that 
changes it. It really means to delight in someone "getting what 
they deserve" not just bad luck. In that light, it vindicates the 
Germans' intent a bit but no one's real interested in parsing 
German intent anymore. 
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Chapter 54: Our Better Angles  
"I found God right here and for a dollar She showed me the way 

home while the Battle of Evermore played." 
- Emit Archer 

 
January 2008 
Northbound Over Durango, Mexico 

 
"Overlaying a New Testament, like introducing New Coke 

only exalts the original, Classic version. People in the West find 
solace in mystical concepts like reincarnation when they learn 
there is esoteric support for it in the Kabbalah... specifically." I 
asserted having developed this new twist on an old conversa-
tion. We were a couple hours from the next fueling and this 
subject made time leave. 

"Jesus spoke of it, the Dead Sea Scrolls..." Eliot interjected. 
"Yes." Bad for business. Better to convince the masses that 

this life is the only one so you'd better get in now while Opera-
tors are Standing By! Come on, Eliot, you know the gig..." 

"Yes. I do. I was in character, asshole." Then miming a 
script he holds up his hands, "...fat man says something about 
Jesus allowing Hero to look like a badass..." and his hands fall 
to his lap. 

"Sorry man." I do forget sometimes how I use Eliot. And 
now that he's fully resigned himself to NOT being in-the-know 
about The Word, he's letting go of a lot of pretenses. This is dif-
ferent, though. When you have that last moment with a 
girlfriend or wife, when it is over and you both know it, that's 
when you really see who that person was. In that first few 
minutes. What do they say? How do they strike? Or not? 
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Eliot always had the subtle nuance of knowing he would 
not grab his life's goal. Today the nuance shifted subtly so that 
now, we'll see what his reactions would have been with his 
hope as the caricature. 

"I'm just saying that, by hiding truths like reincarnation in 
the Kabbalah or the Pineal Gland as a Pinecone in the Vatican 
that, once the newer, shiny approaches to these truths lose their 
luster, finding that they were in the Classic Religions all along 
validates the original recipe. The Origin Recipe... is all... Eliot?" 

As I come to the last few chapters that I'm allowed to write 
freely, I'm recalling now scenes from Emit and Emvie's books 
but from my angle. There is so much meaning for this story in 
that. I only now see what was important to them by how they 
recorded the events. Had I known then, everything would be 
different. 

Like the Library/Blue Envelope scene above from outside 
the window, perspective, angle, motivation; all flipped by the 
Other's point-of-view. 

Buick 
Back in 1983 CIA was aggressively pursuing Emvie.  Father 

had split from M.I. and before going fully rogue, the Intelli-
gence community got wind of this brilliant, lethal and now 
unwittingly freelance asset-to-be; my little sister. 

I learned from my own Inside Man; “”Professor Clemente” 
that he was being forced into taking Leave as they prepared to 
assess and recruit her at her school; Pope Stevens. We met a 
coffee shop across from the school which was a kind of Café 
Daquise, or nest of spies during those Ops. There was a jar by 
the cash register full of only green ink pens in case anyone for-
got theirs. 

“A fucking, C minus?” I said whipping the paper at 
Clemente’s chest causing him to spill some tea on his lap. 
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“Oh my!” He said pushing back from the tiny café table 
across the street from the school. 

“Did you even read this?” I asked forcefully. I only glanced 
through some of the arguments myself but my sister’s paper 
was brilliant. It was a little harsh in tone and way too many 
footnotes about Nineveh and Inanna but salient, sharp and un-
deniably logical. 

“I read all my students’ papers, Mr. Wilson,” he said from 
a nasal aristocracy as he reset his tea and spoon and saucer. 
“The girl is gifted, yes but she has far too little respect for prec-
edent and the culture of academi...” 

“You turtle-necked, talking monkey…” I said exasperated-
ly. Then, involuntarily yet under my breath I divulged my 
station. “You have no idea how right she is.” 

“Sorry?” He said with a snap of his face as if finally recov-
ering from my paper assault. 

 
“Forget it. So what did the Dean say exactly?” I insisted. I 

didn’t like meeting my players in person so close to my setups 
but this professor/cooperative said it was urgent. 

“He said I am required to take a Leave or claim my Sabbat-
ical by Thursday,” he said with a subtle shake of his head. 

“Thursday? As in day after tomorrow, Thursday?” I asked. 
“The same,” he concluded. 

I cased her myself for a couple of weeks. In the end, I could 
not stop the recruitment without risking her very life. Simply 
put, you don't want women like my little sister without a mas-
ter or mission. It's not safe. For anyone. 

That night I watched Agent Gabhar hang up the phone in 
the lobby of the college and begin running to catch up with 
Emvie, I couldn't help myself. I failed at protecting her 
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from this life. I failed at protecting her from our Father. 
What I didn't fail at that night was tripping up Tim with a sim-
ple foot sweep as he reached for Emvie on the street. 

In the end, it only stalled him for a few moments but at his 
end, I got to curse the spirit that dwelt in him before he was 
dropped to death in that throne room in Iraq. You can imagine 
my horror when I read Emvie's notes about having seen that 
and my relief when she did not see me or recognize my voice. 

Iraq 
Strategies to take over an ancient Brotherhood like Battle 

plans, never survive first contact with the enemy. My first "ma-
jor" assignment for Father's new coalition was Iraq. As Emvie 
figured out when I drove her back to the Monastery that morn-
ing, Father and I weren't exactly Army. 

All through the eighties, Father was distracted. While Bert 
and I shadowed and tested Emit on schoolyards across the 
country, Father was running around the world trying to get 
back to Malta. Something he wouldn't let us in on happened in 
the late 70s that changed him from an arrogant elitist to a whin-
ing wannabe. I never asked. I was insanely curious of course 
but pretending complete indifference to Father's doings was 
the only weapon I had. 

Eliot put it together for me years later; the saga of The 
Brotherhood and The Sisterhood. Periodically they would align 
through an ancient loyalty that they alone could threaten. And 
did. With every appeal expired and every esoteric attempt to 
hold onto control, Father's Power Structure of embedded agen-
cies across countries was out of options. 

Their Holdings both material and spiritual were about to 
be collected by the co-signer; The Sisterhood. The only Meta-
Legal formality left was "The Word." 
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Like colors and technologies that can be passed down 
through a Spin to effect generations of Sapiens, so too can 
words. Signatures are not binding at that level of contract, only 
intention and intention can only be conveyed legally by words. 

However, unlike a password, the gatekeeper doesn't know 
what the word is until it is about to fail entirely. That is, only a 
man in his dying breath will be able to remember the word 
place there; between places. 

  
Long saga short, Father knew where to find the Word. It 

was the only leverage he had. But in the 1970s, Eliot found Emit 
in Mexico placing Eliot between the Brotherhood, the Sister-
hood and me. 

Controlling His Rooms 
“He did exactly what you said he would,” Officer Clark 

said once the door closed down the light from the hallway. 
“Did you click the pen three times like I showed you?” I 

asked staring at the monitor as Emit played his part on the oth-
er side of this mirror. 

“So if he’s in on it, you’re in on it and I’m getting SAG 
wages for the day… who’s the audience? Who’s being fooled 
here?” the man said behind me trying to get his head around a 
play he’ll never understand. 

“He is.” I said fixed on the monitor as Emit flipped through 
the photos I took at the Zozobra Party. 

“So you think at about twenty minu…” the actor began but 
was interrupted when Emit burst out his line over the inter-
com. 

"The crate!" He said out loud. "Of course." “Go! Go in there 
for Act Two,” I commanded. 

UNM 
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It took longer than I thought. Emit was usually quite quick 
at identifying and overcoming targets, especially women. They 
always found him a little odd at first. Aloof or distracted but 
the moment those grey eyes locked in, the targets were willing-
ly hit. Knowing Emit's type and knowing Emvie's way, this 
was going to be an easy Op. I thought. After a Serial Wipe; 
meant to clear out any loose thread from a series of marked 
events, he seemed quite serene. We spent a couple of days in 
and around Albuquerque catching up as we hadn't seen one 
another since LA in 1996. Finally, it was time to activate. 

"He's been coming in for three days and hasn't approached 
me," Emvie said a little frustrated. 

  
I sniff the air around her quickly which makes her rear-up 

angrily. 
 
"No, no, it's good, it's great," I assured her that I was just 

making sure it was Lavender she was wearing. It’s a scent 
we’ve carefully placed in Emit over the years to trigger lust or 
romantic notions. "Just go up to him. We're on a schedule." 

Emvie placed a couple more pins in her thick black hair 
turning as if going into battle. My little sister was stunning. As 
she walked toward Emit standing in front of the Kachina Dall 
display case, she took a Lavender breeze with her. 

 
The Great UnZipped Lips 
To allow Emit to recall the paradigm break that occurred 

after “The Great Unzip” would have required a whole rewiring 
and no one had the time.  

 
This is the reason Emit was given Post 40 in West Colorado 

in the first place. It was kind of an unjust “Timeout”.  
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We didn’t have the resources under the marshal directive 

to keep Emit operational and wiped so we loaded him with the 
scant history of the East/West America Civil War and placed 
him as far away from the gash in the country as we could. 

 
And “gash” isn’t a euphemism, the fracking and drilling 

and Madrid Fault lines were a thing indeed and they were the 
last straw above a six hundred mile wide caldera right under 
the Mississippi Valley, but the part that we didn’t have the re-
sources to retrain Emit’s memory away from was what was in 
the hole; a city. A few cities in fact. 

 
The Great Unzip revealed the most outlandish conspiracy 

theorists as being absolutely right and when Surface Sapiens 
who survived and found access to the worlds below, and those 
below who survived the opening of their sky crept out to see 
what fell, there was a reunion of a species the likes of which 
star systems few and far between have known.  

 
Earthlings reclaimed their legend in those years and the 

reason it worked was because of Chief Emit Archer. And the 
way we repaid him was isolation and a bullet to the head. 

 
Emit: "Who in my life do you not know?" Seth: "Your 

mothers." 
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Chapter 55: Saturn in Knots  
"Allure or neglect is the binary code of woman..." 

- Emit Archer 
 
[The cross-hairs return to a clean circle for a clear shot. Ca-

ressing the sleek curves like a thigh while holding warm and 
firm around the Forend; the finger lightly traces the trigger 
guard. 

 
• • • 

 
Not far away but a year after that… 
The superior officer clamps his raised fingers into a fist as a 

"get set" and the soldier grasps the launcher firmly while 
squinting at the Earth.] 

  
Alexi Weaver. Coppersnakes. She's the Irish G2 Agent you 

met at the monastery. The bright orange-haired sprite that 
seems to fly between both Emit and Miriam's stories above. She 
is the latest in a very long line of Celtic Dames, actual fighting 
Knights from Iberia. She's the daughter of a very high level but 
very deep covered priestess there and she knows it. 

Alexi's ancestors or "AnSisters" as she insisted fled Babylon 
around 600 B.C. These AnSisters were quite coveted Astrolo-
gers and Seers, but they began to warn against the coming 
reign of Nebuchadnezzar II. The king was the self-proclaimed 
first-born son of the God Marduk; the Patron God of Babylon. 

When Alexi's AnSister's prophesied that the king would 
exact Marduk's revenge against Inanna by negating Earth's 
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women, in general, like the Goddess herself, these women were 
driven from the land and the mind. 

These red-headed priestesses took their past and Marduk's 
future very, very seriously. Still do. Oracles in this vein have 
kept an esoteric oral and symbolic history quite alive in the 
songs, crafts, arts, tricks and potions taught to them by way of 
Bridgette, Neith, and Ninmah. 

Whenever I find myself distracted by concentrating, one of 
Alexi's childhood verses sung from her room in those first cou-
ple of days always falls into my head. 

And Mordecai Will Search Below 
 
His Snakes of Fire and Burnished Pole Will Take Her Veils 

and Her Arrows A Groomsman's Fate His Future Holds 
And like many, many lullabies placed in the ears of Earth-

ling children from the start, the words simply explain the 
melody until you really read or listen. Like the horror chanted 
with "Ring Around the Rosey" about the Black Plague, once I 
parsed the tune that I would involuntarily start singing when 
focused since first visiting Greysteel, the nightmare in that 
stanza suddenly made every moment of focus uneasy. In es-
sence, Marduk would be forever a groomsman, never a groom. 

I didn't always hate Malta. 
  
In the 60s and early 70s, when we were too young to leave 

alone, whenever Father would "jet off to the mysterious island 
nation" he would drop me off in Greysteel, Ireland. This is 
Alexi's ancestral land; cold and wet and the earth was black 
and hard. But the hills were a blue-green tuft covering very, 
very deep holes from very, very long ago. 

This is when I loved Malta because whenever Father went 
there, my white marble and red door world of Alexandria, Vir-
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ginia became an orange tinted garden of mint-flavored mo-
ments pinning and tickling copper-headed girls. 

Father never left Emvie with me in Ireland. In fact, she and 
Alexi met for the first time when I placed them together in Iraq 
at the Monastery. Up until my Blue Envelope fuckup, he would 
leave Emvie in Spain with Uncle Rafael. Soon after he brought 
her with him to Malta. Another reason Malta and I fell out of 
love. Envy. But I dye blue- green grass. 

The first two days in Greysteel with Alexi were always the 
same back then. She would rarely come out of her room. In-
stead, she would recite Gaelic prose loudly and sing ancient 
songs in challenging pitches and all the while alone in there. 
She would breeze through the common areas toward the kitch-
en ordering staff around as if what I was seeing was the way 
this place ran when I wasn't here. This four-foot tall orange 
shrubbery demanding snacks and juices in between her very 
serious artistic rehearsals by day and invoking Bridgette herself 
in the evenings by burning candles and chanting incantations 
to the Goddess in an ancient tongue which I later translated as 
gibberish. But never told her. 

Thirty-six hours later, usually, and once confident that I am 
impressed with this Goddess- In-Training Alexi would acqui-
esce to join me in the garden and the swing. Within three 
minutes, I had her pinned helplessly and screaming in laughter 
as I pointed out all the trigger points that make people do just 
that. 

Alexi was my first experience of anything good in the 
world other than my little sister's laughter. And I fell hard for 
Coppersnakes. And early. When it became clear that I could get 
myself up and back from school and not starve, Father stopped 
taking me to Ireland. I was eight. 
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I only saw Alexi a few more times as kids. Though taught 
in awe about her and who her mothers were, it was her Self, 
Alexi that intrigued me most. Maybe all her mothers' 

  
mothers' did this to men too which is why they are who 

they are but I stayed sane in those years because of The Ridire; 
Alexi Weaver. 

Sane became discipline so that I could graduate early and 
fly to Ireland with my own money. And not be dropped in with 
a mission. 

My Father is why I had to grow up before childhood 
kicked-in. Alexi Weaver is why I wanted to. 

I bought a one-way ticket to Ireland when I graduated 
High School. Against Father's will and my Handler's stern rec-
ommendations, I flew to win Alexi. 

My first stop was Belfast and Cairbre Motorcars; one of Fa-
ther's transportation sources there. The only thing that I am 
grateful for with this kind of Father is how dropping his name 
seems to part seas. Or find me cars that can jump them. 

"No way," I said when the guy pulled open the garage 
door. 

 
I had asked for a Dodge Charger as close to 1969 as he 

could find. “You know, like the Dukes of Hazard” is what I 
said. 

I had been working on my Southern Drawl to seal the deal 
and thought that driving a Dodge Charger up to Greysteel 
would park me right into her heart. The drawl and car would 
help Alexi associate me with that TV show she loved so much. 

Subtly. 
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What was meant to be an Op of Suggestion and subcon-
scious seeds planted to make her mine was now going to be me 
shouting "Love Me!" in her face. "It's orange." Was what I could 
say as my plan fell apart with a big "01" painted on it. 

"She's a Beezer, mate," Cairbre said grinning proudly at the 
bright and exact replica of the TV car. "You said 'like the Dukes' 
car and so this is..." 

"Like the Dukes' car." we said together. 
 
As I walked around it resetting my plan and weighing my 

options he could see that I wasn't as excited as he was. 
  
"Everything is exact... Look!" He said nervously pointing to 

the bulletin board plastered with photo details of the TV car. 
"It's orange," I concluded. 
 
Not wanting to seem disappointed, especially with the over 

and above service here intended to impress Father, I forced a 
grin and pretended my stunned disappointment was a shock of 
glee. 

I drove off the lot and to seal for him my fake happiness, I 
sounded the Dixie tuned horn as I did, but no one would look 
away, look away, look away as I drove. For an hour, I was try-
ing to find a clever or funny way to explain that I was arriving 
in that ancient place of sorcery in a bright orange rebel car, but 
there was no way to do that. 

As I drove along, waving back at locals and smiling as if 
this was on purpose, I felt more and more embarrassed and 
that word “embarrassed” gave me an idea. 

As kids, Alexi and I would read the same book together 
every night I was in Greysteel once our walls came down. Her 
wall.  
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I could recite the book verbatim thanks to the neural slip ‘n 
slide but I was only ever interested in the first and last lines of 
it. Alexi and I would always say them together. “Hello, every-
bodeee!” and “Oh, I am so embarrassed….”  Between those two 
lines all I prefer to recall are the chances to pretend to laugh so 
hard I’d lean into her bright orange locks and breath in that 
sweet, minty earth. 

I imagined parking the General Lee at a flattering angle, 
raising my arms to the left and in my best Grover impression 
shouting, “Hello, everybodeee!” And once she put together 
how off everything about this was I would hit her with the 
classic, “Oh, I am so embarrassed….” Then we’d laugh heartily 
as I lifted and spun her around in the air. 

"I can't," I said to the rearview mirror as the Greysteel road 
signs brought me closer to her. I pulled the car off the road and 
hid it behind some abandoned barn and began to thumb it the 
rest of the way there. 

We were no longer tickling cousins and had advanced to 
sharing erotic letters and photos over the years as we grew. 
Although only a handful of photos to go by, we were both very 
pleased with how the other grew up in 3D when I arrived. 

We spent three months practically AWOL from MI, G2 and 
our eerily and anciently connected families. The sex was a reve-
lation for me. That is, it was my coming into... Alexi untied my 
knot so to speak. She taught me everything I still use and in the 
same order today. And I have intel on things ladies like that 
she let me in on straight away. Rod Stewart had Maggie Mae, I 
had Alexi who held me hostage for three moons and in every 
kind of Celtic knot, you can and couldn't possibly conceive of. 
Except on Saturdays. 

Saturn Day was as Holy to this Green Coven as it was to 
the Hebrews and while their restrictions on the Sabbath were 
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tough, they were few and they were specific. One, in particular, 
the bothered Alexi to no end. Knots. Alexi loved knots and, as a 
"weaver" in name and heritage, knots were a key part of every-
thing these women did. In the physical world and the 
metaphysical they made things hold together tightly. A right-
eous Celtic Knot is known to express laws and principles of 
interconnectedness beyond their practical use. For these An-
Sisters to deny their lineage the joy, passion and necessity of 
making knots on the Sabbath were perhaps the most direct 
means of stopping down and remembering Her. 

  
Alexi was devout, but Alexi was smart. She managed to 

find a passage in their doctrine about that rule which allowed 
for knots that could be tied and untied with one hand. 

There are ways that our creators and watchers keep us in 
check. Whether confusing our tongues to put us on pause be-
fore we build something as great as they can or keeping hush 
about falling water rings, these shepherds-turned cowboys are 
shooting themselves in the foot. Obstacles cause problem-
solving which requires critical thinking which solves a whole 
host of logical disconnects that can bring down whole para-
digms. And gods. 

Or, in Alexi's case, making her have to tie and untie knots 
with only one hand while 

slowing her down for a few Saturdays ended up allowing 
her to tie twice as many as before with two hands working in-
dependently of one another. 

There is a line of thinking from this point that could ex-
plain all the dark and evil in your world as simply a challenge 
to overcome. As if the afterlife was like stepping out of a 3D 
game. "It seemed so real." And when you go higher and deeper 
into it all and the emotional factor fades, the argument could be 
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made for strife as a good thing because we grow. Scar tissue is 
stronger than the flesh that tore. And yes, that is a Truth at a 
certain level. And, ultimately our Source only perceives our 
passions and dramas and terrors here as lights in the distance. 
Like ants on a hill we garner no intrigue, only concern of our 
threat. When a species gains an understanding that it is in an 
impersonal connectedness with the Source and that it is that 
Source looking back at Herself, it is very lonely indeed. But 
Alexi tied that knot for me. 

When I had to leave that Summer and return to my post 
shadowing Emit, I complained about the post to Alexi and how 
I wanted to quit MI. 

"Oh no. You can't. You're protecting Emit, not just watch-
ing..." but she froze mid- sentence. She couldn't recall if I was 
supposed to know she knew Emit. But I dropped the subject 
immediately and blankly. To continue to be honest, I've not 
picked up that reality since. 

Denial is Love's strongest ally. 
 
I eventually lost the drawl there when it became clear that 

General Lee's car and acting Southern wasn't what drew her to 
me. 
  



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

443 
 

Chapter 56: Knights of the Blue Thread  
"Never mind Sabbaths, play harder to get. Seek moments." 

- Emit Archer 
 

[US6 Book II: Chapter 23 Golems Don't Grin] 
There are no new technologies approved for insertion anymore for 
Homo Sapiens and I'm already flirting with a blood-treason, but I 
decide then and now to add supplanting this Hiveling technology to 
my list of offenses. Picking off a thumbnail- sized chip of Hiveling 
counter-top, I place it where the spin is least and the fabrication of a 
container is simple and to watch. An envelope. A Blue so different it 
will be a burr in the third consciousness of a lineage with one duty; to 
get this envelope into the hands of my next landing. A son or a 
daughter of my blood shall attain not only this Lordship and serenity 
but this "miracle" of science that will cure a hangnail for their gods. 
It's yet another crime but small and for us. "It is for the Creator 
Good." I muse to myself aloud. 

 
The Blue Thread. It is what it is. In every way. 
 
A thread of thought and miles of string. As a thought it has 

been the "Blue Burr" and it has expressed itself in many ways 
and always depending on the mode of the carrier. 

Allow me to pull back in some references to this that you 
may have picked up on while reading these stories. Emit had 
pages of notes stuffed in that Knights book; the green- blue/teal 
covered book that made it possible for the drones to locate his 
carcass. The same one that Jax' been dog-earing on a quest to 
piece together the clues his father left because he couldn't fig-
ure it out in time to just tell the kid. To tell him what his Uncle 
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has known since before meeting Emit. The subject of that book. 
The Subject of that book. 

While this is perhaps the most fanciful, mythic and dra-
matic part of any of our stories; I, Emit and Emvie, it requires a 
less than fancy set up before I tell it. If you've read this far, 
through Emit's recounts, Emvie's and now mine to this point, 
you have a burr. That is, there have been repeated references 
about and awkward reactions to blue; Blue Envelopes, Blue 
Gorillas, Blue Stitches in tapestries and more. 

These are "burrs". "Blue Burrs" if you will. Because they re-
peat and stick to no end. No relief. The proverbial 'burr under 
the saddle' means the horse is constantly pricked by a sticker 
between the rider and his skin. 

The Archers, Vidals, and hundreds of other surnames have 
been carrying a rider for thousands of years. A heavy rider 
with a long mission and determined pace and one that placed 
the blue burr there. On purpose. 

This hue would express itself in whatever mode the carrier 
felt their art. Painting, paper dyeing, tapestry stitching and the 
genetic marker, a proclivity toward the color and its manifesta-
tion in the physical world assured that any 'thing' or 'heirloom' 
in that spectrum would be cherished, inherited, locked away 
and forgotten in very safe places for very long times. 

And the reason for this haunting sense of blue-green seep-
ing into this bloodline for millennia is that it is associated with 
a thing. A material thing. 

Allow me to break the story a bit more in order to get to the 
truth that all of this is associated with. And that's the thing; 
while the forged Spanish Helmets and Roman Goblets of these 
tales were associations for real truths, the blue-green heirlooms, 
and burrs of this family tree were associated with a very specif-
ic thing. 
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It came from a frequency only accessible in Spins or Ecsta-
sies. That is, there are two ways to get between, physics or 
biology and while the latter is more fun and memorable, the 
physics way is instant and repeatable. 

This thing will change humanity for a thousand years be-
cause it will serve you unconditionally and with great 
enthusiasm. Its origin is "...a thumbnail-sized chip of Hiveling 
counter-top..." left in the Spin by Lord Enki. 

One side effect of shortening Sapiens lifespans is quicken-
ing their adaptation through ingenuity. A species gets clever 
fast when it becomes aware of its mortality. 

I know I have been breaking the fourth and fifth walls and 
now the crown molding into question, but I’ve looked back to 
see where and why I have chosen different possessives and 
tenses thanks but wherever they seem off makes sense as ex-
pressions of my wavering between times and jurisdictions. 

For me as your, Teller knows that there are two forces at 
play; Suspense and Strasberg. 

Suspense is my template. When I was very young and my 
friends asked if my Father brought me home a brother or a sis-
ter, I replied, "He's a girl." I didn't want to give the answer 
away too soon in the sentence or it would be redundant. In-
stead, I threw in a twist. M. Night in three words. 

Assuming you've read Books I and II and are still hanging 
in means, you're still waiting for me to tell you something you 
don't already know. The title of this third book alone should 
have weeded out a lot of swine, literary-ly-speaking and I've 
been carpet bombing this shit with esoteric references that even 
I didn't catch the first time around. 

And Strasberg because there is an element to this where 
I've asked you to look ridiculous too. 
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These references to Sumerian gods and their otherworldly 
origins have cost US6 readers. But verily I say unto you, the 
best way to hide something from someone is to force them to 
look at it. Mirrors were not our idea. 

We're nearing the end of those chapters I am allowed to 
write freely. There may be no will to reverse-engineer myself 
after the following chapters so I want to give you this in one 
more format. 

Emit always said to, "Appeal to different cognitive styles; a 
video for visual folks, slides for sequencers then printed, foot-
noted and sourced pages for those freaks." 

Emit's given you story to visualize where we've been. 
Emvie's reports and journals have sequenced her life before 
Emit tightly and more deeply. Both of these gifts; their greatest 
strengths. 

To round off this trine squarely, I've got to maximize my 
best strength. Just like with my troops, congregations or boy 
robots, I need to find a way to explain how shit works. 
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Chapter 57: How Shit Works  
"What profit has not that Fable of Christ brought us?" 

- Pope Leo X 1513-1521 
 
I must have been five or six because it was Fort Sill, Okla-

homa and that's where I went to Kindergarten. Sort of. No 
awareness of M.I. of course and Emvie was barely a nuisance or 
memory then. 

I've since learned everything about Fort Sill and my Fa-
ther's work in and around the Lawton community. His niche 
was always between the Military and the adjacent Civilian 
population. The best way to describe his role, in fact, every Pa-
triarch in the Windstrom and Vidal lines, is as Talent Agent. 
Father was a middleman for Military Productions seeking Ci-
vilian Genius as cover and vice versa. 

As kids in these niche's you meet, and are odd-offspring. 
This circle of minds is tethered to quite another drummer and 
when both parents are Prometheus Society members, some-
thing's going to catch fire in that home. 

I remember it was hot and so Tanjy and Ira; two fellow 
odd-offspring and I found a reason to come in off the broiling 
slide in the Oklahoma Heat; which demands to be a proper 
noun. 

Next I can clearly see the white background coat of paint 
from inside the glass where McDonald's painted Grimace on 
the outside and at my lips. Odd detail. 

This was deep August, but I heard what I thought was a 
Halloween Sound Effects record from a back room. It was like 
the classic ghost sounds one would make stereotypically; 
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"Woo" and "Ooohhh." I laughed and looked at Tanjy and Ira for 
a sign to run back there. 

They had no reaction, though. Tanjy put her glass down 
and started singing "One Bad Apple" by the Osmonds before 
leaping off the stool and rushing back outside. Ira kept his glass 
to his face as if sipping but seemed to be hiding in there. 

"Is that Monster Mash?" I asked with an enthusiastic nod to 
encourage him to bring me to the back room where the weird 
fun is. Even then. 

"No. It's not that." He said looking over his shoulder mak-
ing sure Tanjy was out and on the swing again. "Come on but 
be..." and he put his finger on his lips hard. 

I shivered with the excitement of this unknown. I remem-
ber all the possibilities I imagined on the way down that hall 
because it was the last time I would have such innocent as-
sumptions. 

There was a lull in the muffled noise so Ira froze us in our 
tracks. In a beat I heard a low rumbling like a lion then a wom-
an yelled something quite clearly before surrendering to a good 
three minutes of involuntary chants and breaths like worship-
ing violently. 

It seems logical to assume that Ira and I just eavesdropped 
on his parents fighting the Oklahoma Heat from the other di-
rection. But this was Lawton, OK in 1971. White Supremacy is a 
predicate so farming locally can yield a harvest of specifically 
smart but specifically bent people. 

In Lawton, Father found only two women for his team; a 
retired nurse with genetics research background and Ira's 
mom; a stunningly sharp elvish woman with piercing grey eyes 
and angular structures. Her jawbone could cut glass at the right 
angle, but her orgasms and their rhythmic chanting could shat-
ter it. 
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The idea of sex was not part of my reality then so I had no 
way to know that it was heaving patterns of foreplay to climax 
that we were listening-in on regularly. In my mind, it was an 
intense ritual worship going on in there because that is some-
thing for which I had a reference. 

Ira's genius-level and feature-sharpened mother was in the 
throes of deep ritual worship to an entity I will not name and 
she was being ritually thrown between masked men until dull 
and daily. 

The reason I had a reference for strange and aggressive rit-
ual sounds at six years old had nothing to do with Oklahoma 
and everything to do with Father. 

By the time we were sneaking around hallways in Fort Sill I 
had walked in on a handful of rituals featuring my Father Cen-
ter stage and a consistent cadre of red-robed men flanking his 
right hand and white ones at his left. In every three second 
play, he put on for me to find was a board with a glyph on it 
held out in front of him. A symbol not familiar in any of the es-
oteric books I have devoured over the years. Simple, obvious 
yet elusive; a snake being eaten by a bird and all angling to a 
keyhole. 

Son of a bitch. I just realized as I prepare to describe anoth-
er of these tableaus that the motherfucker probably staged 
them to imprint my mind to keep him godlike in my psyche, 
Fuck! I didn't expect this process to unveil anything more to 
me. 

And now that I am sure of this being one of his ploys I 
have zero interest in going there. But; it was your basic red sat-
in-robed and horned-hooded central cat with adoring men on 
either side ready to serve in full submission. And now it not 
only seems pathetic to go to such trouble to imprint a kid but it 
all seems so homo-erotic. 
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Well, that's how that shit works. At every turn, I've found 
my Father's mythos just that. And worse. Choreographed. It's 
like metaphysical child-abuse. What reason would he have to 
emblazon a scene of him as High Lord of all Shit if not to keep 
me down? And the thing is I've always felt like this. Even at 
five. 

"Respect the frightened. They give us a wide berth to do 
our work" Emit would say, but that one fails when the fright-
ened is your Father and your Father has an army. 

The reason all of that matters and in this chapter is because 
of reality. Things matter in a very, very big way in our world 
and when they talk about legal rulership over Earth for an Age, 
these men mean that They not only believe that, they perceive 
it. 

The best way to hide something is to force people to look at 
it; the best way to negate a truth is to make a movie out of it. 
Then make that movie again and again and again until formu-
laic and suddenly any story that holds simple soul-saving 
truths gets panned for its CGI. 

While I suspect some of those scenes I walked in on were 
staged for my molding psyche, Father did Lord over a group of 
scary looking men when we were kids and the sounds that they 
made in that Library would not be available for Trick or Treat-
ers. 

Theirs was a twisted offshoot of Sethian Gnosticism that 
originated in the first century after the crucifixion. 

This is not the book to go too deep there. All that’s im-
portant to know now is that there were many sects of Gnostics 
of which Sethianism was one. 

It was one of the primary sects from the 2nd to 3rd centu-
ries. And while they all split in very distinct ways in their 
interpretation of the cosmos and the cross, they all shunned the 
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material world believing its creator a Demiurge or Craftsman; 
as opposed to a God 

Father's sect of defiled Sethian Gnostics believed that; 
 
In the final act, after watching earthlings struggle through 

millennia of strife, pursued by the Archons relentlessly, Sophia-
Achamoth begs her mother, Sophia the Elder, to send the 
Christ to help Earthlings in their unending torment. It is 
through his murder and resurrection that the Kingdom of the 
Debris is finally subdued and the Archons' reign of blind envy 
comes to an end. 

And as far as Father and his minions were concerned, they 
were the Archons. They were willingly choosing that role in 
this setup. 

Who does that? 
Gnostic scholars would assume my father a devotee of Val-

entinus because to them Sophia was cast down to Earth and to 
the Sethians, she jumped. 

Sethians have no judgement about that event so are have 
no need to judge or control anyone’s motives at this level of 
creation. And there’s the rub; the Indian Burn of Father’s self-
styled Sethianism slash Hermetics slash cult du jour ; “Do what 
though wilt but no one else.”  

I asked that same question out loud years ago in Emit’s ear-
shot. He wondered  maybe Father named me Seth not to honor 
his school of thought, but to oppose it through me. 

For them, the Crucifixion was a dress rehearsal so there has 
been no "murder" per se yet. Like throwing sand in the eyes of 
an opponent to buy time, the Archon staged the last 2000 years 
while it got its shit together. 

Jesus the Nazirite went off-script at curtain-call. Instead of 
telling the one about submitting cheeks to neighbors, he got hip 
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to the game and began showing the audience how to see what 
he and his gang saw. And in droves. 

The Sophia Myth is an interpretation of what these hun-
dreds of men and women got a glimpse of after successfully 
completing the Living Resurrection process and discussing it 
afterward. 

The Living Resurrection is why pyramids and corpse-less 
tombs. It's a very specific method of preparing your body and 
mind in very specific places on Earth or between the right 
stewards that hurl you up. 

Back then they saw the Earth like a boat tipped over in a 
black lake. And when the honey from what we know today as 
Nepal found the Nile, Christs were prematurely blooming for 
sixty-three years under Neith. Different book. The next one. 

Today we can see this on the NASA channel after taking 
Acid. We're dulled by awe. 

But like a clutch has only so much say in the matter as the 
road turns upward, the jig is up. The sand in the eyes, the con-
fusion of our tongues, the drowning of our ancestors; all minor 
setbacks in the end. 

Father, like Jesus and Mary and Thomas was a Perceiver of 
The Gnostic Sophia Cosmology. Not a "Believer". A "Perceiver" 
because what these men experience causes them to perceive the 
"way of things" from a touched perspective. That is, their reli-
gious ritual wasn't to show the gods respect, it was a way for 
the gods to show them what gods saw. 

Though I've labeled Father a Sethian Gnostic, to explain 
why he labeled me that way, it isn't accurate. There are specific 
elements of practice and cosmology that divide Gnostics but no 
elements that appear on these men's' charts. No. This is an or-
der of the self- organizing debris of millennia of war and gold. 
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These men don't create anything. They mimic and profane 
because it yields the greatest sense that they may be relevant. 
So in a very real way these are the Archons incarnate. Rather, 
Father is the Archon. 

There are far too many works at play right now in the 
dawn of the next Aeon to stray into that arena here but be dili-
gent and discerning and remember the Source. My work will 
take a place in the collective that holds a quadrant of the node 
secure until the cycle shifts. 

I am a clutch. A cusp. As such I have certain liberties to 
stretch time and extend moments before the physics of the road 
and the need to maintain a momentum demand me. We are 
nearing the valley floor brothers and sisters and before we let 
go to let gods I have some smaller parting gifts before I hand 
you the big one. 

Like a burglar leaving a tip, or a killer who digs the graves, 
here's how this shit works. 

The Blue Hivelings are a surface technology with self-
activating software in a nanite-laden gelatin structure. The 
structure at its replicate-able quantum is less than a dime's 
height and diameter. It is programmed to replicate its "gellular" 
structure to accommodate for space needed to calculate a re-
quest. It has a self-assessment programming that has learned 
that its "gellular" structure can be regionally reformatted to act 
as the tool to either produce or assist the end-user in complet-
ing the task. 

More simply, it's as if your Jell-O were self-aware enough 
to transform into a spoon that feeds itself to you. However, the 
part of the Jell-O that became the spoon would not be edible. 
The programming is such that it first assesses itself for the re-
sult but limits itself to regional jurisdictions based on its 
quantum, its smallest possible unit. It knew it could spoon itself 
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out of existence yet it had an edict to serve its user. That dis-
connect between algorithms caused the Hiveling surface to 
expand over time in a self-generating fashion.  

Lord knows how the originators of the surface technology 
deployed it en mass. We later learned that the postcard-sized 
flake of Hiveling my sister hid in the back of the Knights Book 
first came out of the Spin no larger than a silver dollar. And 
that was near 3600 years ago.  

One limit to giving the Hivelings a self-limiting survival 
awareness code was the corner. With a primal code of expan-
sion as needed only and self-assessment second, when these 
surfaces met in space as corners in rooms they sealed tightly 
but over time flaked as their code could not reconcile the needs 
of their twin surface. 

Their original reunion fused them almost indestructibly. 
But once their mutual codes quaked back to send the good 
news of "others like us" the equations would eventually leave. 
No echo came back to the frontier of the surface that had found 
the Other because the frontiers were the source. And that's how 
universes flake. 

When there is no sanctioning of the explorer, the Explorer 
isn't discovering, merely finding. These Hivelings were like Co-
lumbus at the edge of the world learning that the Queen lost 
interest. 

The Explorer and the Hivelings were driven by conditions 
of reward by expansion alone and a core code that said this is 
your destiny. 

When my brother pet the counter, when he simply ran his 
palms across it to see them react for react's sake and under no 
conditions, it caused them to first identify his need, assess 
themselves for the tool to produce the result, The result was 
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unconditional and they hadn't come across unconditional as a 
solution before. 

The casual inclusion of a flake of Hiveling left in The Spin 
and made important by an obsession with its color by my 
brother became a saga of families and wars and gods on Earth 
for thousands of years. Like dropping an ice cream cone on an 
ant hill will raise kingdoms of sugar-lords for hours thus a 
flake of Hivelings. 

Thanks to Emvie, the flake was fused to the inside cover 
the Knights book no thicker than a dime and unmolested for its 
cover's color. Cherished for the same mysterious reason. 

When Jax proclaimed his solution; to use Spanish punctua-
tion in his English Reader programming, then slammed that 
device on the cover of the Knights book where the Hivelings 
lay, they woke up, assessed themselves, then, while murmur-
ing, zoned off regions for open calculations and by the time Jax 
got bored in Western Colorado round about May 2024, he had 
something he wanted to show us. And we were all absolutely 
mystifried. 

The UnZip occurred before the other codes would be deci-
phered. Namely; those split into tens of layers of code and 
easily stored in the Calcium Copper Silicate (blue paint) in the 
Egyptian ruins. Particularly in the Temples of Neith. 

This new code challenge for a flake of Hiveling toward an 
anticipatory self-programming was hoisted by a quaking quan-
tum-sense that the Queen Hive had—across time and space 
and spins—become aware of how end-users might do things 
unconditionally; like caressing a counter top to see it react. 
There is no tool to produce for that, save whatever the Hiveling 
thinks the Caresser might enjoy. The Jell-O has nothing to serve 
itself to its master with, but the quaking of trying to figure it 
out is enough. 
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The casual tweaking of a language code and the uncondi-
tional caress of an end-user lost in thought has been the genesis 
of this whole saga. Our universe is subject to our whims so be 
careful what you wonder about. But do wonder.  

And when wonders cross, make Laws or in the wake of our 
ongoing creation, the debris will self-organize and try without 
the growth code. Only the return and they will tug on us until 
we bring them. Not shake them. Bring them.  

Nodes in the fractal of times-pace make stars and people 
and situations that require bigger nodes to either sanctify or 
neglect but they do not go away on their own. They cannot. 
The same Law that requires the smallest pebble to stay in the 
mound on the shovel as you walk keeps the Archonic Nodes in 
the game. You have to be the pebble and want to spill the grav-
el to change that node. It is an immutable Law. 

I learned something about myself I didn't suspect; I spill. 
 
“’Knowledge is Power’ they keep saying yet the more Sci-

ence tells us 
about Sapiens the less power Sapiens have over what they 

know. 
- Emit Archer 
A lot of time is wasted verifying facts and data that only 

forestalls any real experience of what all of this is. Sure, Science 
is itself a hobby and a story about what it observes but again, 
it’s only True in its very limited pocket. And while Science has 
been a great hobby and fulfilling pastime for many Sapiens 
since Aristotle, it has only forestalled the experience of what all 
of this is for millions more than it’s satisfied.   

Emit came to this realization on his own. He mentioned his 
afternoon with “fairy-laced lasses” and Shrooms when one of 
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his prey asked, "What if God just puts things where we look to 
give us something to do?" 

That cosmic question that stopped Emit in his erotic tracks 
and led him to myriad epiphanies was a footnote in my Otherly 
Scholastic work. 

For those of you ready to move beyond the Rules and get 
to the Play, allow me to breakdown some mysteries so that, un-
like Emit who spent his last years studying a teal colored book 
for answers that I already had, you can spend your last years 
getting on with the experience. Emit said once, “It’s like there’s 
a Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade on the road in front of us 
and we’re spending the morning wondering what molecular 
bonds keep the helium in Snoopy! By the time we figure it out, 
it’s Black Friday”.  Again, Science is a great hobby for those so 
inclined but it’s been a bit of a Mystery Schoolyard bully. 

Ontological Debrief (Ontology is the philosophical study of 
the nature of being, becoming, existence or reality as well as the 
basic categories of being and their relations.) 

The Body: You are not a unique template in this galaxy’s 
galaxy. Though numbers of fingers change and internal organs 
compensate for chemistry and pressure, the overall template of 
five and thirds is very common. Turns out a major criticism of 
the Star Trek universe where most aliens were humanoid was 
perhaps the most accurate part of that whole franchise. That 
and introducing the idea of “Empath” as future job description.   

So Da Vinci’s Vitruvian Man is a thing; a standard bearer 
for productive sentience system-wide with some key upgrades 
and downgrades in Earth’s Surface Sapiens. And that’s an im-
portant distinction as you’ll see. Some upgrades were 
engineered, some were unexpected and quite surprising and 
some we really should have expected. 
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Needless to say the lexicon and math that we rely on to 
understand these absolutes differs so I will be as plain-
languaged as I can. We’ll rely on the hive-mind to find the 
roots of these ideas until we all have a reference for not think-
ing of elephants. 

Starting from the top then inside out; the Luz Bone. This 
almond shaped and virtually indestructible “bone” rests at the 
top of your spine. It is how She kept you Hers and why we 
don’t cremate our dead.  

First heard about by Sapiens in Ezekiel 37, this is the magic 
“nut” that Roman Emperor Hadrian had Rabbi Joshua Ben 
Hananiah prove could not be softened, burned or pulverized. It 
is this decay-avoiding bone that your Creatrix snuck into the 
mix that means you were never really our slaves. Though un-
burnable it is much easier to retrieve the Luz from a skeleton 
spine than a pile of ashes. This is why we do not cremate; not 
some etheric spiritual mechanics that require the flesh’s natural 
decay, rather, convenience for the harvesters. To ‘resurrect’ or 
clone its host, these Luz bones need to be found first which gets 
us to the next feature; sentiment. 

Anthropologists are fascinated with the period in Sapiens 
‘conscious evolution’ (an oxymoron dissected later) wherein 
they began to bury their dead with a sense of reverence for the 
deceased and not just their sense of smell. Without the “senti-
ment” feature, reapers would spend half the era cataloging 
deathspots; random places on the surface where harvestable 
hominids fell. By implanting a code of compassion that was 
limited to others imprinted within the first six years, Humans 
began to care where they laid their dead to the point of placing 
them in neat rows with signs that last hundreds of years. The 
signs never mattered but the mass burial sites really help. And 
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one way to know whether or not you have this feature installed 
is studying your reactions to this paragraph.  

The Luz Bone contains all the genetic and frequency trig-
gers needed to put your Self back together in the physical 
space. It is a torsion catalyst that when pricked by the right 
metal sucks the consenting Spirit into the vortex it creates that 
allows consciousness to stick. That is, without a catalyzed Luz 
at the moment of first oxygen intake, a spirit does not dwell 
there. Souls may take seat but only as observers and with no 
interplay for the life of the creature.  It is horrific when this oc-
curs as many Souls who have been unsuccessful at catalyzing 
the torsion will still attempt to connect with their puppets as 
they too are pulled into the time-space of the creature. This 
means 70+ years of existing alongside a golem with no inspira-
tion save that the Archon gives them.  Like the stray dog who 
becomes loyal to a homeless man, these Souls are doomed to 
feel the years and the utter boredom of creation at its most 
mundane.   

It’s not the boredom that is a horror it’s what happens to 
Souls over this time that cannot help but try to connect. With-
out the filter of Spirit Mechanics and the patterns they form 
around other features like Ego and Intellect, these attempts al-
ways lead the golem toward dominant behaviors. Every 
human despot, dictator and serial killer is the symptom of this 
shortcut of the Soul. Every atrocity, genocidal season and every 
time a child is hit by an adult we see this shortcut of the Soul. 
And every feature we laid on to avoid it and every one we 
patched on to fix it only made it worse. We eventually realized 
that like Time, these inharmonious features will snap back into 
a flow and any stretch to the genetics of Surface Sapiens will 
also return to its path; Her path. 
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There is an alloy that melts this bone which when delivered 
directly to it while the body is still warm will, indeed destroy it. 
However, this is not part of my unveiling. 

The reason Surface Sapiens live only 70+ years is two-fold; 
creatures start remembering their holiness at around age 125 
and 70+ years is a lot less time to be bored than 900. 

Flanking the Luz is our favorite feature. It proved so useful 
that we made it a standard feature and made it more accessible 
for the Dealer to access for tune-ups; the Amygdala. Also al-
mond shaped (another template system-wide) these little 
bastards squat in your limbic system (“Lizard Brain”) and gave 
the system its reputation as the Fear Center of the brain.  

The Amygdala is where you come for decision-making and 
memory but what we rely on most is its ability to magnify 
molehills into mountains. The activity of the Amygdala ebbs 
and flows as nature needs it but by any standard should shrivel 
and die by the time sentient being becomes aware of it self and 
threats. On a society level, this feature would have gone the 
way of the manually rolled up and down car window but the 
Dealer needs it. Metaphors aside, you should have only neces-
sary and on-call fears at this stage of development. Just enough 
to know to run if a lion is chasing you but fear is a magical 
happening. It shuts down all functions save the most essential 
and secretes fuel that, when harnessed, is delicious.   

A golem in a state of fear can be directed into any cave, be-
lief system or psychosis that seems safe. A golem in a constant 
state of fear is motivated beyond their own limitations to pro-
duce for those that being safety.  

The “Sins of the Fathers” theme comes from this symptom 
of engineered fear. Sapiens with pricked Amygdala produce 
more Loosh than others and this creates a new code sequence 
that lasts at least three generations unless pricked again. And 
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Loosh is the current vernacular for the delicious fuel mentioned 
above. And like every piece of magical or spiritual fantasy 
you’ve experienced via Emit’s writings or your own limitations 
of knowledge, there is a less than magical explanation for this; 
hunger. 

After this level you’ll soon discover that Franklin’s idiom 
about Death and Taxes being the only thing certain isn’t. In 
fact, those fall away as fast as your last breath. What is certain 
system-wide is hunger. Everything eats everything and for all 
the metaphysics of creation, destruction and rebirth this hard 
reality requires of us, the simple fact is that the universe is fam-
ished. At every vibration until they stop it is absolutely 
essential that we feed and are fed upon.  We are eating while 
being eaten because (The) Universe has swapped boredom for 
horror and we are the result.  

This is where “as above, so below’ becomes a horror. Think 
of your own decision making power when it’s late and there’s a 
McDonald’s Drive Thru open right next to Whole Foods. There 
are entities in this pocket that park and go into the market to 
choose the best farm-to-market produce to prepare later and 
then there are you. Most of you. For convenience and out of a 
primal hunger we will choose the Drive Thru and not question 
the virtues of two all-beef patties, special sauce, lettuce, cheese, 
pickles and onions on a sesame seed bun. McDonald’s, like 
Earth serves salad now but our patrons aren’t interested in 
their health or ours. 

The poetry and art spawned by the fear of death and the 
mutual denial of our plight was an unexpected feature result-
ing from keeping the Amygdala in play to the point that these 
works are valued greatly system-wide as no consciousness in 
the pocket had ever seen this level of expression. Human art by 
way of pain has stitched a new pattern that has made other vi-
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brations rethink their progress. We brought a baby in with the 
bath water you might say. 

Still at the top and now inside out is the gland that every 
boy wants to befriend and every girl wants to fuck; The Pineal 
Gland. We’ve covered key aspects of the “third eye” above and 
there are so many esoteric references to it and through history 
that one thing has to be true about this pea-sized conical mass; 
we got it all wrong. 

There’s an Immutable Law worth bringing up here before 
we go all Pineal Glandy; there is no ‘thing’ that is in and of it-
self sovereign or singular. If there were, we would not be 
having this exchange.   

It’s the Law of Two and it is the first Law of (the) Universe. 
There is no One  (1) without Zero (0) and that makes Two (2).  

The thing about it is though; fractions.  We’ve found a way 
to stretch the rubber band by working on the band between the 
tears.  But I dye grass. 

According the Law of Two, the more we identify a “thing” 
or sovereign entity as if an Other, the less True it is. The closer a 
Quantum Physicist looks at a particle, the more often it will be-
come a wave and vice versa. So the more we look at the pineal 
Gland as a thing from which something comes through the less 
possible it is for us to experience what the gland has to offer. 
The gland is but the interference pattern of the node between 
places.  

“Looking at the gland or node is like looking at the hinges 
instead of walking through the door” Emit would say and of-
ten as the hinge vs. door metaphor had so many applications 
and Emit’s blank-slating made him feel as though each use was 
original. 

It’s not the thing. It’s the space the thing isn’t. Like the Eye 
of Horus being the negative space in a cross section of the hu-
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man brain. Like the pupil of the eye is itself a hole and not a 
thing but made up of the size of the iris around it.  

These are the examples required to begin to understand 
how this shit works.  As ensouled and manifest physical be-
ings, as meat-puppets you cannot help but identify with solid 
matter and so have not the evolutionary need for perceiving 
the less solid matter in the spaces. And we have encouraged, 
even upped the blindness for our own purposes. And that is 
but one charge against my family that this confessional work 
aims to soothe. 

If you see ghosts or flying discs and if you hear whispers 
from the other side, know that it has nothing to do with the 
power of these other things and everything to do with yours.  

Everything is from the inside out and when more than one 
of us sees the same thing, it means there are fewer of us now 
and that others don’t exist.  

Still on top but out infinitum is Sapiens Co-creative ability 
which until now hasn’t been proclaimed in writing as a Right. 
It is. And part of my charge for the unveiling is to supplant this 
knowledge in the ether and Ethernet of Earth. 

There are far too many convoluted, sophisticated and near 
improbable methods of masking your power to yourself and 
some of them even cosmically legal but the bottom line is that 
Surface Sapiens, though tainted with Warblood, still have the 
Blood Quantum for Co-Creative Rights on Earth.  

Emit explained it this way, “Your intention is to motivate 
the child toward creative development. Do you give them a 
pencil and sheet of paper or a box of Crayons and a coloring 
book?” 

And when you unpack that the idea is all about genuine or 
manipulative intentions. Assume both sets of parents have 
equal access to either a ream of paper and box of pencils or 
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stacks of coloring books and boxes of crayons. Also assume 
they have limitless time and equal socio-economic lives and 
cultural influences. 

One set of parents chooses the coloring books and Crayons 
with a full intention to provide their child with the tools neces-
sary to develop skills needed to succeed in society and be 
creative with color while staying in the lines.  

The other set dismisses the conformity and the color with 
the full intention of providing their child with the tool neces-
sary to develop ideas necessary for society to succeed. 

This gets to Emit’s idea of Intention and Attention being 
the binary code of consciousness. The parents’ intentions were 
only as pure ass what they themselves paid attention to around 
the child.  

You cannot have an intention for someone else. That is at-
tention. There’s a whole mindfuck wordplay thing Emit would 
do that only works when he does it. 

And that digression into Intention vs. Attention is what I 
meant above by, “…far too many convoluted, sophisticated 
and near improbable methods of masking your power to your-
self…”  You see, well, no you don’t which is the crime because 
you have as much ability to create what’s in front of you as any 
gods or wizards or popes you believe in does.  

We just left that part out of the Bibles and when you start 
to ask we distract you. We suck. We really have fucked with 
the wrong planet and so here we are; covering our cosmic asses 
with yet another book full of metaphysic truths to hopefully 
mitigate the blowback.  

I’d say “Don’t kill the messenger” but Mac already did. 
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Chapter 58: Red Crown Catechism 
"To know him is to shove him... he's my One-Man Team of 

Rivals" 
- Emit Archer about Father Seth Windstrom 
 
 
PILLAR I 
The Profession of Fates 
 
I simply don't know how he did it? Emit. How he was able 

to write. Not just the dogged task of pecking out words for 
hours and having it all make sense at the end but the honesty 
required. It's a strange thing honesty. Comes in waves. And 
when it does it's too difficult to read back over so the self-
consciousness of spilling one's guts fades. There's always the 
comfortable possibility that no one will ever read this. 

  
Emit always said, "Schedule and write backward or you 

won't be involved with your own story." Now I get that. I am 
writing these last chapters of my book now; before I'm even at 
Chapter 45. Not for expediency or as a way to "be involved" 
with my story. 

Truth is, I want nothing to do with my story but am com-
pelled, for very selfish reasons, to tell it. I know how the reader 
will know me by the time these words are read. I know the re-
pulsion and darkness I have brought you by the time you've 
gotten here. And I know what's coming. 
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By '98 I had built a lucrative career in Europe doing Wet-

work. Father had willed to me his contractors so I was using 
them like Talent Agents. I got First Right of Refusal on all hits. 

I chose the highest level kills from the farthest away places. 
Not because I've earned it in my career which I have, but be-
cause I preferred killing up close. The faraway method of the 
kill became my backup plan should my assassination up close 
fail. 

 
The downside, or rather, up-up and away side of Plan B 

was it meant me too as I was most likely as close to the target 
as possible if not turning off that switch. You could say that this 
built-in game of Chicken with myself was an advanced form of 
cutting the insides of my fingers with Jude cards. 

 
That said it was on a job outside of Paris that I started to 

remember why any of this used to matter. 
 
I had been hold-up in the attic of a 200-year-old château 

near Auxerre, France in September which meant a summer had 
collected up there first. 

 
I had a clear view of the target at his pool a hundred yards 

away and it was just the target, three horses and me. Too easy. 
Also too hot so I climbed down and decided to go poolside. 

  
As I trotted down the dark red stairs, I timed each step to 

the clicks of folding up my rifle in time to hit the bottom. I 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

467 
 

catch myself whistling one of Alexi's incantations as I do until I 
slip out the back door. 

 
Along the path to the Pool-house, I tighten the rifle to my 

back and cross myself. Not as a prayer but as I try to decide 
which tool to use to turn this guy off. In the band across my 
forehead; a razor, around my neck; a bone blade and guns in 
either arm pit. So it looked like I was praying, not preying. 

 
As the red cloud slowly fell into the deep end of the pool 

and while cleaning the razor's inner seams, I heard the TV on in 
the Pool-house. 

 
Though translated into French, the voice actress channeled 

the casual sensuality of Daisy Duke before the theme song 
sealed it. I hadn't thought about Dukes or Daisy's or Alexi's for 
years. She went under after Iraq and after a year, I gave up 
looking. 

 
After taking a photo of the kill as Proof-of-Death for the 

drop box, I heard the deep timbre of a familiar American voice; 
Gregory Peck's. It was a promo for To Kill a Mockingbird com-
ing up next. 

 
As the screen froze on an iconic angle of Atticus Finch I no-

ticed something about his glasses. The frames were round and 
light-colored. Like Eliot's. How could I have missed that con-
nection? Eliot and Dorothea? You could say I finally connected 
that Dot. Because I can't. 

 
A few months later, one afternoon after a kill, I was filling 

up a water bottle for a kid, three, maybe four years old, who 
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was still shaking in his playpen. He had helped me by being 
quiet as I hid from his mother as if a game. Then for laughs, I 
snuck up behind her and inserted a thin titanium spire into the 
back of her head. She played dead really well. The "seeming 
aneurysm" effect got rid of an innocent Austrian woman whose 
only crime was having dinner with a man who committed one. 
To that boy, though, a "seeming aneurysm" will forever look 
like a man in his thirties with a black gloved finger over his 
lips. 

  
As he settled with the bottle I flipped on the TV to keep 

him company until whatever happens in those places happens 
after I leave. 

 
The kid laughed when he saw the Duke's car, "jump over 

another ditch down there in Hazard County..." I said with a 
drawl making him smile. I plopped down on the couch and 
watched for a while as I packed up my kit. 

 
As I watched the Dukes 'yee hawing" in German and this 

boy giggling periodically at the bright orange flying car some-
thing began to shift in me. It was more like; something took 
seat in me. The kid made me laugh too with his distracted gig-
gles and looking back at me to see if I saw that too. At the 
commercial break he looked back at his mom playing dead on 
the kitchen floor but as his chin began to quiver I made a funny 
fart noise which brought him right back into our game; Keep 
Away. 

 
In a whoosh of blood to my head, or out of it I was sudden-

ly in the deepest, most intricate Déjà vu of my life. My state of 
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mind and certain triggers were exactly timed and the visual 
setting was near precise. 

 
Although now the Austrian Pine shelves were now lined 

with Disney DVDs over the TV instead of priceless books in 
black wood bookcases, and although the kid is a boy and 
doesn't laugh like a woman, I was back in the Library the day I 
found Emvie chanting "No" to Mary Magdalene. My rib even 
ached a bit. 

 
For the first time in many years, I sat back in my Self. My 

self. The day I decided to go get Alexi, the day I received my 
mark; my wing tattoo that was the last time I felt like... me? The 
benchmark events of my life between the Daisies flooded back 
through me as if a third person. My new desire to get Alexi 
shifted my whole purpose that day. My receiving the tattoo 
made it a physical memory and those two factors pushed who-
ever I was before that day out of the way. 

 
After deciding to get Alexi that afternoon, I felt like my 

own man. It meant I had to defy Father and my M.I. Handler 
for three months. And getting the tattoo meant I was denounc-
ing Yahweh. I was now marked for separation from The 
Separate and began assimilating into the Goyim tribes. 

  
With both Fathers defied, my mind began to reset that af-

ternoon in the Library in Alexandria. And now here; some two-
bedroom townhouse in a suburb of Vienna with Daisy in front 
of me as I rest on a couch with a kid laughing to a funny noise 
that same reset ends. Where did that go? That sense of self? 
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I knew I lost a lot of my soul in Iraq. I had forgotten that 
Alexi was one of those things. Then I recalled how she tried to 
save Tim from my wrath that night in the Throne Room but 
could not. I didn't realize I dropped Alexi as well. 

 
I was back from the dead and had a new mission. Rather, 

same mission, new target; Alexi's Heart. 
 
"Gelb Mann!" the kid yelled pointing at the screen during 

the blonde Duke boy's close up. "Gelb Mann!" He repeated 
pointing at me this time. 

"Yellow man?" I translated to myself. 
 
I sat beset by the moment. Here was this genuinely happy, 

distracted child who has no concept yet that we've killed his 
mother and my reassuring smiles as the one distracting him 
from the horror. Should he ever learn what we've done, should 
he ever identify me as the assailant, he will be the counterbal-
ance of this moment. 

 
He will be the one distracting me with orange machines 

and yellow men as he exacts a revenge Father would feel. I 
didn't need the extra responsibility. One more leap of the car 
and one more sacrifice on the altar to an insane god and I 
would propose to Alexi. 

  
PILLAR II 
The Celebration of the Mystery 
 
I found out she was living in Malta by then. So I went. I did 

this because she would never expect me there and I was going 
to use the element of surprise to my favor. 
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Ever since Father called from there to click me out of his 

life, I had a pact with the island. Simply; never go to Malta. Ev-
er. It was one of the only protests that, for some reason, Father 
honored. 

 
This is why it was important and strategic and romantic for 

me to surprise Alexi there because she would understand the 
sacrifice to my pride I had made for her. 

I had traced key passages in Father's planner and knew 
which names to drop along the way so that in less than seven-
teen hours I was at the dock of a Convent in Malta just after 
sunset. 

 
The Ferryman was the culmination of every word spoken 

between the British Airways gate and this place that looked 
more like a military fortress than a convent. I sketched for him 
my general plans. 

"If you want it to be a mono e mono, just you and the lady 
it cannot be now or in the South Wing," He informed me. 
"Many ċelebrazzjoni, er, uh celebration this month, ħabib." 

 
I tipped him handsomely to dock along the North-wing 

shore where there were more ruins folding into the sea than 
actual docks. After a jump and a splash of saltwater, I made my 
way along the huge rocks breaking the waves before they slap 
the stone walls. 

 
The fortress gave-way in a couple places making access in-

to an inner chamber possible. I turned back waving to let the 
ferryman know I would be fine from here, but he had vanished. 
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I edged through a gap. "Shit." My neck whipped back as 
my scarf caught on the flaking bars in the wall. I tuck all back 
in as it seems colder inside than outside in the spray somehow. 
As my eyes adjust against the twighlighting sky I see that I'm in 
a huge, unlit chamber. 

  
"Are you lost?" A faint but concerned voice echoes from a 

distance at the other side of this dark place. I squint and begin 
to make out the depth. A football field all-told and I entered at 
the fifty-yard line. 

 
"Oh, no. Hi... I just a... my scarf got caught on the iron..." I 

said redirecting her toward assisting me rather than gathering 
intel from me; a classic, first stage maneuver to assess the "oth-
er" as a threat or path. 

 
"They're copper and do you know where you are?" She 

asked again but differently. 
 
Obviously not easily redirected So I employed the next tac-

tic; seeming confident with a destination. If I had a clipboard 
and a name tag, I could get into the Whitehouse basement. Dif-
ferent book. 

 
"Thank you, yes. It is nice out there tonight." I said lightly 

while walking at a purposeful- pace toward the first door I 
could find as if I knew it was there. Me walking into an ancient 
Maltese closet here would be a great gag, but this is all that ac-
tually happened. It has to be or my whole effort here is 
meaningless. 

"If you were here, where would you be?" She said again but 
differently, comically. I laughed out loud and squinted harder 
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in her direction as I angled for what I hoped wasn't a closet 
door. 

 
It was a very small, very old nun sitting near the hearth at 

the end of this hangar-sized unfurnished cathedral chamber. 
 
The indigo of a half-moon was beaming through the pillars 

across the ceiling and I could see huge chalk marks on the floor 
here; giant boxes with smaller ones all numbered like intricate 
Hopscotch games as I walked through the shafts of violet salt 
mist. 

 
"Come, Emit. Sit." She said as if expecting me... Emit? 
 
"Oh, I'm not..." I began to recite one of the more polite but 

stock responses to that commonly mistaken identity. 
  
We look like twins when not completely unfamiliar to one 

another and ourselves so in this light, in this place and with her 
eyes, I may well have been him. 

 
Then it struck me that some nun in Malta not only knew 

Emit but wants him to sit. My stride slowed with the reset of 
that. 

 
"Please. Come. It's time." She said quite firmly. "This is the 

right time, a better time for us in fact, child. For next week is, 
well..." 

 
And she shot me a look as if I could finish that sentence or, 

at least, share a knowing nod about whatever was happening 
next week. In two breaths I became Emit. 



 

474 
 

 
She motioned me to a chair a few feet from hers in front of 

the hearth. As I did, she pulled what must have been a Flint-
stone out of her sleeve and side flung it into the fireplace, 
skipping it against the walls. The sparks showered the base in a 
clockwise motion and a fire quickly spits back and up the 
chimney. By the time the stone stopped spinning on the floor 
next to me, it was a funeral pyre. 

 
With my face quite illuminated now, I was readying to ex-

plain, even confess my romantic intrigue here tonight when she 
saw I was not Emit. But she only smiled, pulled a pipe from her 
other sleeve and took a puff. 

 
It's high craft to keep a lit pipe like that. It's a Minor Mas-

tery I’ve only ever seen Alexi do; a symbolic gesture to 
Prometheus for inventing the Fennel Stock to carry fire. 

 
It was sweet, the smoke and I was a little off kilter now that 

I was still for the first time in days. 
  
PILLAR III 
Our Life in Cards 
 
"Emit, I am glad you are here now, Emit. Emit, do you re-

call our last talk, Emit?" As she spoke, she placed the pipe 
awkwardly in the tray and pulled a deck of cards from her hab-
it. 

 
I knew this trick. This was my gig. Repeating the subjects 

name in a cadence to trigger a center, awkward placements to 
level away and now cards? 
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I was immediately in mission-mind because only two peo-

ple know how to do this with Emit and this ancient Sister was 
not the other one. 

 
She thought I was Emit and she was about to download 

some sensitive information into him. No one activates Emit 
without a Kill unless it is very sensitive intel for him to courier. 

 
Suddenly, coming to Malta wasn't about losing my pride; it 

was a gift of intel that would thrust me even higher above Fa-
ther. And from the place he was ousted and thought I would 
never go; the mysterious island nation and its Latin-tongued 
ladies-in-waiting. 

 
I acted just like Emit does at each stage of the wipe se-

quence. I made the exact same and subtle expressions that I've 
studied on his face since we were boys. 

 
This sequence was different, though. It included tones 

hummed by the Sister and every object used for primers were a 
shade of red or orange. 

 
Although my cortex was never mapped for this and Fa-

ther's chemistry work on me meant I could never be 
hypnotized or subliminally persuaded, I was still a little con-
fused after her card sequence. It was the perfect lie for my 
attributes, though; someone trying to manipulate my immuta-
ble mind and in a method I was a master of myself. Still. Maybe 
the tones she hummed messed with my processes. I felt blank 
and unconcerned suddenly. 
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You might think my temporary moment of blankness or 
confusion is a natural state given the ominous setting and 
strange old nun. But my life, our world is a series of ominous 
and strange but not because of these people and places, be-
cause of yours. 

 
"I... I was hoping to find..." I began to confess who I wasn't 

and why I was really here. The blankness made me nervous. I 
don't get nervous. I know I was because I was choosing to tell 
this old nun the truth instead of gathering priceless intel about 
my brother and M.I. ward. 

As I fumbled for the courage not to confess, the woman 
stood up, took two steps toward my chair and placed her left, 
honey-scented index finger on my upper lip. " Shh," She said 
succinctly. 

 
Then smiling and cocking her head as if talking to a small 

child she asked, "Do you know why you have this crease, boy?" 
To show me what she meant, she pressed her sweet finger 
harder above my lips. 

 
"Archangel Gabriel..." I began because I know the Catholic 

myth of Gabriel who teaches unborn children about Christ then 
how to achieve Heaven. But right before we're born, the story 
goes Gabe presses his finger on our upper lip which not only 
deforms it but it makes us forget everything he just said. 

 
God's creation has a wipe switch and it's been right under 

our nose the whole time. 
"Gabriell-A!" She scolds. Her impish sweetness turned 

dangerously alluring in a bolt. "Of course," I said then acted a 
little more distracted than I already was. 
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With that word; Gabriella, on that letter actually; 'A' I shift-
ed; not only my tactics but the strategy above them. I had 
assumed this was a Convent or Church-run property and she 
was, of course, a Catholic Nun. To mitigate the threat to me 
and my mission based on those assumptions, I called on sym-
pathetic ideologies. That is, I was acting like an ex- Choir Boy. 

 
It's more than mimicking. Everyone is mimicking all the 

time if we weren't we would be Christs finally. This is mimick-
ing in two layers for her to work through before even getting 
close to a truth. 

  
Knowing the Gabriel bedtime story told her that I was once 

a Catechism Choir Boy thus a homie. Being distracted or seem-
ingly secular told her I needed guidance. 

 
The most effective way to neutralize a threat is to ask it for 

help. It's why I pray at all. 
 
But when she corrected me with the feminine Archangel 

Gabriella; the more ancient, Hebrew version of the Angel, then 
IEAR kicked in. It's an Intel Officers version of "I was holding it 
for a friend" only we've thought so far ahead that the friend has 
signed an affidavit to that effect. 

 
If she's talking Gabriella and not Gabriel then she ain't a 

Catholic nun. She's a Nūn Priestess of the Sisterhood. Using 
any patriarchal rebrand of the Goddess in this chamber, specif-
ically, the name "Patrick" would be like yelling "Harlot" at the 
Virgin Mary during Sunday Mass. 
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Every assumed symbol and shade of color shifted with the 
reset. The wooden cross around her neck was suddenly and 
obviously a Caduceus and the beads that swung from it not 
Rosary but vermilion colored and script-laden stones from 
generations of stewards; Stewardesses of Serpentis Soros. 

 
What a moment ago was assumed old and scarred hands 

immediately unveiled a series of intricate tattoos flanking in 
over her hands from her wrists. Ancient words becoming pat-
terns then knots; this was a place and nun of a different color. 
Familiar. But from where? 

 
As she returned to her chair with her honey-scented scold, 

she took from a box beside her chair a stack of old, yellowing 
cards tied in dark orange strips of fabric. 

 
"Those look very old." I said and notice the similarity in the 

dark orange shades. "That color, it's not quite red, but you 
wouldn't call it orange..." 

 
"As gratitude, I shall reveal to you, Emit the path of your 

redemption. But first..." and she smiled mischievously as she 
sat down, "... shut the fuck up." 

  
I smirked then felt a rush. "More cards?" I thought to my-

self which seemed to be the source of the rush. Although the 
opening card trick made me uneasy, the idea of more cards 
now made me excited. I scanned my mind to justify this im-
pulse. 

 
I was slightly sleep deprived getting here overnight which 

can cause misfires and strange urges that come and go as ener-
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gy quakes through different regions of need but this involun-
tary desire for more cards kept coming. 

 
"If you are fortunate, there will come a time when you will 

undergo the pangs of death," She said then untied the stack of 
old cards. "You will be terrified if you are fortunate," She said 
placing the stack on her lap and dropping the orange fabric tie 
back into the box. 

 
Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath and it seemed to 

fill thrice her cavity's capacity. She took a breath for me and the 
room and the moment. And as she did, as her own mind pulled 
in the memories and pasts that oxygen gives us momentarily, I 
saw this Sister of the Nūn as a sensual, alluring and insatiable 
whore. 

 
Forgive me and I hope I covered this earlier in the chapters 

I have yet to write but "Whore" in this paradigm is a good 
thing. I'm trying not to edit my language to keep us conversa-
tional, but some words are so strongly charged in this culture 
that not addressing their proper use only distracts the reader 
from the overall message. 

 
If sex were not a shamed-act like it is today, but rather the 

fastest and most honorable way to experience Divinity, then the 
oldest profession becomes the Priesthood. I plan to delve deep-
er into this elsewhere but for now and as a reminder; Whore = 
Priestess, Nūn 

= Serpent and while I'm at it; Serpentis Sorores = Sisterhood 
of the Snake. 
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"So we will only talk about what you are to do should you 
be fortunate enough to be terrified and in pain, Emit. Do you 
understand?" She said opening her eyes and now looking at me 
from somewhere quite else. 

 
"Yesss." I drew out my "S's" as Emit tended to do while be-

ing programmed. I don't know if I was mimicking him 
anymore, though. 

  
"The less fortunate go quickly and painlessly and have 

nothing to offer any of us or themselves," She said resolutely 
then showed me the top card. 

 
The fire in the hearth had grown to a stable thick flame and 

although roaring and bigger than both of our chairs, the rush of 
space in that chamber pressed the fire against the back of the 
hearth like pinning a man to a wall by his throat. 

 
"Cune..." I began. It was clearly Cuneiform writing and 

with a few moments, I could translate it. Emvie reads it fluently 
but then again, she would know what's on these cards before 
this Nūn. 

 
"Shh!" She scolded briskly and a little confused. It was clear 

to me now; the rules; 1. She shows me a card. 2. I look at the 
card. 3. I shut the fuck up. 

 
"When seized and in the throes of mortal fear, Emit, many 

hands will reach for you to capture you." By that time, I had 
deciphered the script to be relating to a battle or a conflict of 
many people. 
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"Three will come, Emit to take your toll," She says while 
dropping the first card beside her into the box and presenting 
the next. This one simply had three hash marks. Angled to the 
left. 

 
"They will steal what you do not give them freely, Emit. 

They will steal what you do not give them freely." 
 
In the same choreography for the rest of that deck, here be-

low is some of what a Nūn of Serpentis Sorores thought she 
was placing deep inside Emit's mind. You could say I'm hold-
ing the rest for a friend. 

 
The next card was simply a single dot in a circle. "They will 

overpower you." The next; the same glyph with a dot added 
above the circle. "Their Overlord will ask who you are and 
from whence you came, Emit" 

 
She slowly ripped that ancient card while reciting what 

my, what Emit's response to this Overlord's question should be, 
"I am a child of Earth. I am of the Source." 

  
The next card was the same glyph except now the dot in-

side the circle had a smaller circle around it. "Which sort of 
child and from what Source?" She says as if the Overlord now. 
Then, again slowly ripping the card answers; "I am from the 
Pre-Source, and its offspring." Part of my mind suddenly 
caught on. For the first time, I put together why Father was al-
ways here. It was odd when I assumed this was some Esoteric 
Vatican Cult, but once I knew it was a stronghold of the Sister-
hood, I understood Father's anxiety. His constant race against 
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something here or away from women. He was keeping his en-
emies close. Like his children. 

 
"Their Overlord will ask, "Why were you sent away from 

the Source?" And another circle appears around the dot; anoth-
er layer of confusion caused by the question. "I came from the 
Source to behold those of my kind and those apart." 

 
There are two more questions answered and they are the 

last two questions Emit was on the verge of answering in the 
Knights book. Were he sitting there that night with that Nūn I 
wonder if he would have been spending so much time search-
ing? Instead, it might have been stored and he could think 
about other things. 

 
Time. It's one of the more valuable things I stole from Emit. 
  
PILLAR IV 
The Hissing Prayer 
 
When the cards were all shredded and the pattern solidly 

locked in my proxy brain, she leaned back in her chair as if re-
lieved. What did she think would happen? 

 
"Thank you, dear child. You have rid this world of a lot of 

evil." She said gratefully. I nodded quietly not knowing if the 
rules had relaxed as well. 

"I wasn't sure if they got in there and whether I was going 
to have a chard-boy on my hands." She laughed and I put to-
gether what she meant; if the card trick she used triggered Emit 
into breaking her neck instead of opening him up, she was pre-
pared to hurl him into that fiery hearth. And though she was 
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more than a person smaller than me, I believe she could have 
done it. 

 
These Nūns in the Sisterhood were secretly called Nūnjas 

for their lethal play. Their doctrine was all about the Sacred 
Play but winning games in some places requires losing your 
life. These women played very, very hard. 

 
"I'm not sure I'm clear." I said still feigning fatigue to ex-

plain any gaps in my knowledge and to keep trying to get her 
to help, not teach me for control but no dice. 

 
"Do you know how many, Emit? How many lives you've 

taken there?" She asked but as if testing his memory in general 
not specific numbers. 

"Fewer than saved," I replied for him. 
 
"Now that the deadline has passed, the Brotherhood has no 

recourse Right or Legal claim," She said in a tone expressing the 
three hundred years of negotiation it took to say it. "At every 
turning, they reach for an extension as if Sophia herself would 
slow the Star that they may have one more day of power." 

 
I felt that statement deeply. In a flash, I was centered again 

in the enormity of my moments and the privilege of my station. 
I felt at ease and unconcerned. Although her 

  
news was of my bloodline's ultimate defeat, it was also the 

heralding of Father's utter negation. 
 
"They've tried and tried since Pinto..." She continued refer-

ring to an altering of Laws by Malta's Grand Master Pinto in 
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the 1700s that allowed for the Sisterhood to begin their recla-
mation. The American and French Revolutions were spin-offs 
of this unraveling. 

 
"And all we ever have to do is wait for them to eat their feet 

or jump on their swords, Emit!" She shouts filling the huge hall 
with a piercing truth. 

 
No heirs and no pride in my family name so I am happy to 

now know that I and my family were but custodians of souls 
and not possessors or fashioners of them. And it didn't matter 
that I wasn't Emit. The grand white deception as Above hurts 
no one like a little white lie Below. 

 
"Mind you, child, they have no recourse Right and Legal, 

but when has that ever really stopped them, eh?" She said 
hoisting her box to her hip and readying to leave me there. "We 
got intel on Seth so be sure to check in with her before flying 
home." 

 
My stomach dropped hearing her refer to me as Emit. I had 

forgotten I was Seth near the end. 
 
"Seth?" I asked openly. 
 
"Yes, your Shadow. We know he is a courier of the Word 

and his allegiance to his father is unclear. We don't like unclear 
do we, Emit?" She said turning to leave. 

 
I was frozen. A whoosh overcame me and I suddenly felt 

the blood in my head in waves of white noise. I began to stand 
as well but fell back in the chair. 
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"I don't understand. I'm not..." I had reason to be clinically 
exhausted by any standard, but my standards were set by an 
African Jungle, not the British Airlines timetable. 

 
"You sit a while, dear." I'm in no hurry. It will pass and I 

can call Eliot if need be." 
  
"Eliot?" I said groggily. "Right. No, no, I'm fine." Now Eliot 

was a known-entity here? "What... what will pass?" I asked in-
stead. 

 
"The Verenum, dear," She said as if I or Emit knew what 

she meant. "Vernumim..." I tried. 
 
"The "Truth". Now, Shh." She placed her finger on her lips 

then gave her finger a playful lick letting me know that what-
ever was making me groggy was delivered by the honey-
scented finger of Gabriell-a. "You don't usually react like this so 
maybe we call Eliot..." 

 
"No, no, please. I'm fine really. Just tired." I insisted and 

began to close my eyes as if to sleep. 
 
"And Mordecai Will Search Below... His Snakes of Fire and 

Burnished Pole..." she sang as she gathered herself. 
 
"I know that," I said from under closed eyes. 
 
"Will Take Her Veils and Her Arrows... A Groomsman's 

Fate His Future Holds." She completed for me. 
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I smiled and felt at ease when the song reminded me of 
why I was here. That was Alexi's song and I was here to give 
her this diamond around my little finger and facing the inside 
of my palm for safe-hiding. 

 
"I want you to hold this, Emit. Until that day." She said 

pulling a thick ring off of her right index finger. Another way 
she could have Nunja'd me into that hearth. 

 
The ring was heavy and made of a Zinc-Mercury Amal-

gam. Underneath the serpentine and female sigils masterfully 
engraved were crevices.  When the ring was triggered by an 
abundance of Sulfur in its environment, these tiny canals 
would flood with micro-rivers of Mercuric sulfide.  A Non-
Archon or Origin Sapiens would feel a finger tingle a little bit 
while a Sulfur-based entity would feel their finger burn-off its 
hand a little. 

 
Emvie wrote about the Fluoride toxins at the Monastery 

and her accidental Tamarind antidote. Similarly, oversight of 
Earth for the next Aeon depends on chemistry. The Archon is 
essentially a Sulfur-based life-form at this density so this Secret 
GirlsClub Decoder Ring they thought they were handing to 
Emit is a way for him to feel them around him. They must be 
preparing Emit to delete Archons in the broader world was my 
conclusion. 

 
But suddenly I was light. I was Tristan and this Trouba-

dour's mission made all the secrets of Malta and the downfall 
of the Brotherhood seem silly. And I liked this woman and the 
way I felt and I didn't want to start this relationship out on a 
deception. 
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I began smiling uncontrollably imagining how; at some 

time in the near future, this old woman will see me marry 
Alexi. For all I know she is related and will be right there in the 
front row. I scanned her face for any trace of the Iberian Celtic 
line and felt like I could tell this woman who I wasn't and why 
I was here finally. 

 
"I have to tell you that I'm not..." I began. 
 
"It's uncanny the resemblance," She said coming out of the 

tune. 
 
"Sorry?" I said mid-confession. Could she already know I'm 

not Emit and has been toying with me? 
 
"Seth. And his Proto. You would think there would be 

some alterations as the code unfolded but none. It's as if even 
the outside environment couldn't help but have the same effect 
on the code either way..." 

 
"Proto..." I repeated. 
 
"Right The utter identical features of Seth and the General," 

She said casually. "The General?' I asked. 
"Vidal, child. His Carbon... the Copy. My you are reacting 

strangely tonight, Emit." 
 
She reaches into her box and grabs a single partially folded 

piece of paper. A photocopy with two graphs and pink high-
lighter bleeding through it. "It's as if the carbon copy can't help 
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but find outside stimuli to make it what it was." She trails off in 
a laugh. A laugh  

that meant I wasn't only not Emit here, I wasn't Seth. I hat-
ed my Father as myself for a very simple reason. 

"Carbon Copy"? Nicknames are supposed to be shorter. 
 
That night, in a broken chamber, on an iFfivesland that I 

swore I'd never see, I learned a number of things instead of 
Emit. Among them; how to bypass the Archons and get beyond 
orbit after death, how the Sisterhood has been the silent partner 
and unmoved- mover behind every version of the Brotherhood 
since we stole it. 

 
I learned instead of Emit that my little sister is one of only 

three legal citizens of this island and heiress to more than some 
tapestries. This jurisdiction is based on Matrilineal Succession 
and the only way for me or Father to have any claim would be 
to sire a daughter with a half-sister. 

 
Whatever conquest I was nearing over Father now seemed 

fruitless for any reward came from too forbidden a fruit. 
 
I then wondered if "Father" set up that twisted Pageant of 

the Descended Masters series featuring him as High Lord over 
adoring men; not to imprint me for the glorification of him, but 
for me as him. 

 
I knew now there was no maternal. No mother of Irish or 

any descent. I didn't have a mom. Father made me believe she 
abandoned me and that he, despite his exalted station around 
the world took time to be my Savior. But even the wildest sce-
narios I ever imagined about my origin now betrayed me. 
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The truth overcame me. I cried like a child and became the 
hearth of that fire. A choking wall until black. 
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Chapter 59: My Brother’s Reaper  
"In time, with work, I was born a 
white man from America." 

- Emit Archer 
 

1991 | Eridu, Iraq Temple of Enki Ruins 
 
Emit was doing one of his Rainman pattern finder things 

and Burke looked perplexed so I decided to help. 
"You know how you recite Tolkien obsessively?" I asked. "I 

do?" He asked back. 
"You do!" Emit shouted from up ahead. 
  
"You do. Well, Chief Archer recites Turing. That is, the 

Chief likes codes and patterns as much as you like Bilbo..." I 
began to educate the lad when he interrupted. 

"Enigma. Right." He said which shocked me as the kid did-
n't finish High School. Just then my closed channel opened 
with an alert so I dropped back. 

"Repeat HQ," I whispered into my thread-Mic. 
 
It was one of Father's Corporals. He paused before clicking 

back on. "Eliminate and return. Eliminate and return." 
I froze. I couldn't believe that order. He couldn't have 

meant kill Emit and any collateral. 
 
What could have possibly altered this mission to the point 

of Father ordering me to obliterate the one thing he's valued in 
all of his possessions and relations? 

"Seth!" I hear Emit yell from deep inside this tunnel. 
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One spray of gut-high bullets or one toss of a charge from 

here and this back-wind would follow that order all the way 
down into this blackness. 

I could about face myself away from this man; my biggest 
threat and brother. And Father ordered it. 

"What's the matter, Windstrom?!" Emit yelled back. "Some-
one else's knowledge of Lord Cipher got your tongue?" 

"Fuck off!" Was the most I could toss. 
 
I decided to at least wait for one more mark before acting. 

When we were almost flushed down that tunnel, I realized, if I 
watched the Iraqi, I could figure out when the next wave was 
coming and double back. 

I found my exit and my way back out of the labyrinth. 
Eventually. 

 
The chopper was waiting for me right outside the entrance 

to the temple. Tim Gabhar had reported that Emvie successful-
ly penetrated the inner corridors of the Monastery despite all 
efforts by Alexi to misdirect her. 

It was Emvie's vast knowledge of and passion for all things 
Inanna and Neith that lead us to the Monastery in the first 
place back in 1991. 

  
She had no idea of course. About anything. My being in 

charge of the mission or Father's navigation of her career into 
CIA. At that point, she had no idea Tim was a setup or that 
Alexi even existed. 

Under the cover of a joint CIA/G2 mission to expose an Ish-
tar Cult while protecting an ancient throne-room and 
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waterworks, the Brotherhood of the Snake thought it was hon-
ing in on the High Priestess of the Sisterhood on Earth. 

By destroying that place after stealing its, gold Father could 
get back to Malta as Lord. He would have kicked the Sister-
hood's Hive hard enough to rule while it repaired itself. 

By the time I got to the throne-room with Tim Gabhar 
bound and in tow, Sister Joan was hoarse with pleasure and 
sore from power. 

"Take her," I said to the large blonde guard/actor we 
bought months ago. He hoisted Joan off the throne and out of a 
massive phallus held by two otherwise vapid, women. 

In that state she was a fountain of truths and when interro-
gated. After determining that Emvie was no longer here, I 
moved between these two women and stood at the throne. 
They immediately lost the tool and pawed for mine as I recited 
my accusations at Tim in a tongue intended to invoke the worst 
parts of us. And I did so in that guttural voice of Father. 

When I read the transcripts of Joan's interrogation, it be-
came crystal-apparent why he ordered the "Eliminate and 
Return" meant to delete Emit that day. 

Not only was Joan and her co-whores not Catholic, which 
was never a surprise, but they were hardly an Ishtar cult. 

Fostered and validated for centuries by the real Sisterhood 
from with strings tied between Greysteel and Lezbos, this place 
was a gyre of goddess worshipers with no sense of Her. Any 
self-organizing system needs and echelon and though hunted 
and in hiding since 600 B.C., the Sisterhood has had to keep the 
Archon's versions of the goddess in one pile. 

After replacing her night of pleasure and power with a few 
minutes of pain and submission, Sister Joan confessed every-
thing. And by doing she revealed that she and every High 
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Priestess that has ruled over this were guilty. But of corrupting 
young women alone. 

  
In her screams of truth, she described in great detail just 

how little she knew. Her ignorance was steeped in millennia. 
This 800-year-old Ishtar cult made up of every echelon Light 
Worker of its day was a decoy. 

This High Priestess of yet another "New Age" full of "Wis-
dom Teachings" fell to her knees to please at the first hint of 
who I was. Instead, I told her to rid the corridors of soldiers not 
knowing Emit was there too at the time. 

It took the Archon two thousand years to build-up this cult 
to capture a Queen only to find that what it built was its own 
trap. The Great White Brotherhood behind this thing, like the 
big blonde guards, actors hired before this operation ever be-
gan. 

But Joan knew enough by way of Alexi's planted whispers 
that LGV's smartest weapon; Emit Archer, wasn't ever his at all. 

That afternoon while joking his corporals into a mandated 
laugh and tugging on a cigarette in Mosul, Father opened a 
blue envelope delivered to him very carefully and in exchange 
for a similarly colored book about Knights. 

The book, while treasured and old in the end held little es-
teem for Father compared to the long awaited contents of that 
blue envelope delivered to a makeshift HQ by way of his son 
and his love interest but not to make his day. 

When he opened it expecting a sliver of technology that 
was his birthright and path to a Lordship over Sapiens, what he 
found instead was an old Dinner Party list with the names and 
titles of every Iraqi that America will blame for Kuwait, a strip 
of graph paper with a column highlighted in pink and a post-it 
note which read, "Ape this." 
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I could provide the People of the United States of America 
with evidence as Proof of Treason but what scared my father 
enough to call in a full air strike and start shooting his corpo-
rals was a pink-highlighted column. In what looked like a list 
of airport codes, my father read a whole other story. The one 
about how Emit was, and always has been; Of the AnSisters. 
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Chapter 60: Taking Mary  
The air was tinged with wine and incense and through the 

stone window, they could see and hear the party still raging 
along their shore in the distance. Although exposed to the sea 
and the moon and these anti-chambers have no doors, these 
two women know they will not be disturbed for this place be-
longs to them. 

They could care less about this place were it not for the 
thousands of volunteers that serve them, two of the three legal 
citizens. But stars and planets like people and their places don't 
stay put and all of them say that this night at this place is where 
this is supposed to happen. 

Looking longingly toward the East and up a bit across the 
Mediterranean, the slender, naked and unmarked shadow at 
the window asks, "Do you think they can see me from here?" 
Then her arms raise and spin her body in the sodium moon-
light. 

"If they're luke-ey." A lazy voice says from a mountain of 
pillows. The pillows begin to cascade off of the silk bed and 
through its curtains crashing onto the thick ancient rug. 

  
Sitting up, the cascader stretches her arms pulling every 

light into her translucent flesh and pushing every rush of blood 
into the places this vision dancing in the moon demands it be. 

"You're glowing." The darkness behind everything says as 
her full complement of skin offers itself to the ceiling. 

Spinning around once more still lightly twisted by the nec-
tars shared at the South Wing Ball, the shadow stays black as 
she crawls back onto the bed headfirst. Black snakes swarming 
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over the snow-covered fields of the pillow-kicking legs until 
they find pink, soft places to land. 

"Mmm... hello there, Lass," She says invitingly as the shad-
ow between her and the moon licks and kisses and touches the 
edges of things that want more but not yet. 

In appreciation, she takes some honey-oil and lightly mas-
sages it into her sexual assailant's black curls. Anointing her 
while receiving pleasure is the snake licking its own tale. She 
tugs at her hair inviting her up to watch what this Queen's oil 
does to breasts, but the Shadow rises and straddles her wrists 
before they can touch them. 

"Oh, The Glorious Orbs!" They laugh into a giggle then a 
struggle and before her Celtic Passion turned to Irish Anger, 
the White Queen surrendered her "glorious orbs" to the Shad-
ow's honey-oil devouring. Slowly. Thoroughly. 

This level of pleasure demands retribution first or it will 
succumb to itself. As the last pillow falls, the dark goddess, 
submitting to gratitude is held up firmly by her ass to the lips 
for a communion at her sweet, wet altar. 

When the moon was just so and their passion teetered 
again on an anger, they called him over. Patient, quiet, distract-
ed by the sounds and bursting lights down the shore and 
across the water sat a man. Man. 

"Come," She whispered as both women turned their eyes, 
faces, and slick, tight naked bodies to him where he stood. In 
the dark. Behind everything. 

Startled away from his window he turned and as his pupils 
widen the subtle textures and curves of an olive-skinned god-
dess and her porcelain-fleshed sister sharpens. 

"Come behind the veil, Love." She beckoned again. 
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"Behind, inside, underneath..." The women laugh them-
selves out of their full-sail poses and to the ready. 

He rose and systematically disrobed while approaching the 
bed curtain. 

 
"Well, hello there, Sir." The white sister says staring at his 

member which thickened with every twitched until it preceded 
his knees and thighs onto the silk. 

From a salute to a handshake she reaches out and grasps 
him. Gently at first then ringing his base she guides him into 
position. 

The silhouette rises to her elbows and smiles at what she 
sees too. 

 
"He'll do nicely eh, Lass?" The white queen asks, but before 

waiting for an answer she leans into him and kisses his leaking 
head lightly. "Mmm, sweet," She announces to the room before 
engulfing him deeply. And softly. And purposefully. 

Overcome as his blood rushes away from everywhere to-
ward her mouth, he steadies himself by holding onto the shiny, 
olive knees. 

His hands are rough in those specific places where soldiers’ 
hands are rough. But where he does the most harm to man, the 
one place on his body that is responsible for the most blood-
shed on the planet is the softest, most sensitive patch of flesh 
anywhere. And she can tell by the way he reacts to her tongue 
on that finger more than the soft flesh between his inner thighs 
and his manifest serpent. 

He can't help but trace the tan lines in her dark, glistening 
skin. These places, her perfect, unmarked yet scarred places 
once hidden from the sun now highlighted by the moon. 
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Reluctantly pulling away from him, she acquiesces to the 
moment and again guides his now fully-engorged and slick 
throbbing cock into the silhouette slowly. At first. 

When I "came to" or at least where I can begin piecing to-
gether events after learning my truths from the Nūn I had 
heaved myself conscious and was in a full sprint toward the 
south end of the chamber. I began screaming for the ferryman. 

Falling against the stone wall, I looked back to the hearth 
and suffocating fire. The box was now on the floor on its side 
and its ripped cards were fluttering up and into the flames be-
hind a heap of Nūn. 

  
That mysterious yet garish Nūn's Venom-laced finger, like 

Gabriella's night of sipping Pink Yeses, triggered the one thing 
in me I could give but not receive; Truth. 

It felt like I was flying above the stone floor farther south-
ward where Alexi was. I felt I could outrun this new truth and 
this dead woman if I could find Alexi. It would all vanish in her 
orange snakes. I felt a flash of excitement realizing that this 
must be a dream. 

"I'm in Maltaaaaaa?!" I screamed down the corridors know-
ing full well now this was a lucid dream of the highest order. 
Laughing myself into a spin I fell on the floor with a smack. 

"Too fucking lucid..." I slurred and stared down the hall. It 
curved slightly and just beyond the bend was a pale pink glow. 
"Alexi." I reminded myself and jumped to my feet. Gliding 
against the walls toward what I could see now was an open 
door I smelled sweetness and heard a tone from that glow. 

Flowing in, there she was. Deep in the covers and behind 
the bed's curtains I see snakes, copper-colored and wildly 
springy snakes. 
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"Don't wake up," I whispered to myself as I fell at her bed 
post and pulled myself up. At first, it was black, though, dark 
snakes as I rose then the wet beading stomach of a woman. 

Beyond the orange curls waving steadily I saw my reflec-
tion. But I was standing and naked and staring out the 
window. It was too dark to see myself clearly. As I rose the 
tight flesh was unfamiliar. Alexi's skin is white and kissed with 
freckles, but this woman before me was olive-skinned and 
black-haired? 

The image suddenly flipped and I realized Alexi was deep-
ly engaged in this woman. The scent, faintly sweet and 
Frankincense. I know this dark Sorceress my Love was pleasing 
now. 

"You speak Latin!" I shouted pointing at her as I stumbled 
around the bed post outside the curtain making them both 
jump. "And you speak... Lappin'..." I sneered before buckling 
over in a painful laugh. 

I started hitting myself shallowly in my gut. The laughter 
felt life-saving. I had nothing else to tether myself to but some 
kind of reaction. 

  
Still gripping the post the huge ring twists the inverted di-

amond ring deep into my palm now bleeding into the carved 
serpent scales on the burnished post. 

"And you!" I shout as if in a comedic court drama I turn my 
pointing finger to my reflection. Still standing at the window, 
naked, unmarked, yet scarred undaunted by my entrance and 
act. My face turned from the window and seemed to show me a 
card. This wayward mirror was two-bed curtains away, but I 
could tell it was a Saint Jude card by how its edges were bleed-
ing. 

"Seth!?" Alexi screams having finally recognized me. 
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Squinting harder at my reflection now as the moment 

catches up with my actions I realize, "Wait. You're not me." 
Then, as if my gut was leaving before I turned inside-out I 
heaved violently. 

That honey-flavored "Truth" the Nūn placed on my lips; 
the "Verenum," it must have been different than the "Yes" I 
drank in LA. Maybe laced with something that doesn't mix 
with my chemistry. 

"You don't usually react like this so maybe we call Eliot..." 
echoes in my head and I grasped the bed curtain for support 
pulling it all down over me like a blanket pulling me into its 
fabric and I can't move. My arms are trapped and I can't move! 
"Get this off me!" 

"What the Feck! Téigh! Go, Go!" She yelled gripping those 
dark shiny thighs with her long, white fingers. "Téigh!" 

Blinded again by a truth too much to bear I froze. Bleeding 
down my arm, I grabbed my chest which thrust me back out-
side into the corridor away from the pink nightmare of a 
Romantic Lover turned Succubus. 

On my knees and glaring down the Western halls, I begin 
to sob like a child. like a fucking boy! When I hear myself, I 
slam my knees against the stone floor to punish my weakness 
then I punch the stone as the Sister's ring pile drives the dia-
mond deep and between my hand bones. "That'll do." I say to 
myself through the pain, gladly swapping it for the truths, and 
I begin to stand up. 

The floor quaked around me as the salt mist filled the halls 
from the ocean. In a breath, I tasted Lavender and could see vi-
olet light corridors away. "Emvie?" I said relieved by the idea of 
her, but it was just the undertow. "My little sis... my sister. Ee-
gen!" I shout 
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then scold myself, "No, No, Seth! That's not..." Then in an 

imitation of Father I say, "You're not to cross missions with 
women, family or gods, Cadet!" and I find a deep laughter that 
was not borne of comedy come forward. 

It felt good in my abdomen and I tried to hold onto that be-
cause nothing mattered or felt anywhere. My core soon dried 
up of real and forced laughter and the vacuum of it was worse. 

Every Daemon of Archonic Debris and every Lieutenant at 
my ready appeared and, like a President carried by his armpits 
to the elevator during attack my darkest allies presented me to 
the Lavender Throne Room where the last thing of anything 
Right slept. 

I fell against the doorway which was a stone wall. Breath-
ing in deeply I took in every memory that was my half-sister 
since she was barely a nuisance in Fort Sill. Her ancient laugh, 
her springy black hair and thick, sardonic eyebrows. What her 
presence demanded of us as a girl was rewarded by her stun-
ning attention as a woman. 

The light was low and bounced between pale purple pil-
lows and again I was overcome. I toppled deeper into the room 
and onto the floor beside her bed. I found an expression that 
would disarm her fear when she looked over the edge of her 
bed but nothing. Just the deep cadence of breath only a woman 
at three in the morning has. 

Staring at the tapestry on the ceiling and her hand hanging 
between us, I let the spin settle but struggle to stay above the 
realizations I've just wrung a Nūn for. But like racing to the 
surface of a pool out of air but nowhere near close enough, I 
heave upward and blackout. 

"It is an essence, an essential, an element unbreakable, the 
Queen's daughters in halves are the vine, and the Princesses' 
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Daughters in halves are the seed... One True Emissary... Él es 
su verdadero emisario..." 

The room now like the Eros Center morning was part of 
my dream and I could smell honey on the hand above me. The 
fingers, hand, and arm were dead to the world but warm to the 
touch. I rolled to my knees and knelt beside her bed as if in 
prayer. 

My head crashed into the mattress which swallowed it like 
a mouth then turned me to see the woman's hand again. But 
from here. I traced long fingers with purposeful knuckles, 
smooth but tight with veins and reasons. I glide my palm along 
her wrist and her skin seems to come off on me. Pulling on me. 

  
I floated above the bed and saw the room from the tapes-

tries. I see now a vision of another woman asleep below me. I 
do not recognize her. White, bright, golden. She becomes rest-
less and turns over in the heat to banish the silk. She exposes 
her flesh in- full to the night to cool. Like a confused snow an-
gel, this vision begins to flails slowly as if in a pool of warm, 
white caramel. I want to fall into her and do. 

She engulfs me deeply and slowly as I thicken into her silk 
now cold and licking her flesh like water as do I. An intimate, 
soothing and lucid dream; a gift from my subconscious mind. 
A sweet repose distraction given the trauma on my lower mind 
tonight. 

My abdomen now alive with heat, the gatekeepers let me 
give the Queen an audience. As the dream pulls and pushes me 
in an ever-quickening pace, I hear the voice of a woman behind 
me. 

"Where is the Word?" There's a scratching at my neck and 
in rhythm it repeats, "Where is the Word?" A rush of heat boils 
the answer up from Lord knows where. 
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"Where the snake dies," I say trying to decode the sign my 
father held up in those sick scenes. "The bird is... eating her," I 
recall more deeply the tableau now, in this dream. My lower 
abdomen feels alive again. "A keyhole." I continue as each 
word I say seems to fill me with warmth from my gut. "Men. 
Red men. White men and it's on fire..." I gasp trying to say 
more for every inhale only takes her voice farther from me and 
all I want right now is to be in her voice. 

"What is on fire?" She asks and like silk through my thighs 
her answer comes rushing to her ear. 

"The RAT is on fire and its heart is ensnared." And I thrust 
myself toward her to skip over the undertow. 

"What does the Daemon want to give us this Word?" She 
licked. 

 
"Passage beyond the three." I whispered as curious about 

my answer as this liquid sensual entity was, but I feel the pull 
of sharp claws on my shoulders and ankles and the dream 
ends. 

Then I slept-off my yeses fueled by toxins, truths, and 
trauma is how I remember it. In the end, the only authentic, lu-
cid recall was that chamber's camera. 

  
For all the snake food and keyholes and honey sensuality 

my mind decided to remember, the truth behind that Black is 
that every sensual and consensual act dreamt above was nei-
ther. And for all the tones and questions and answers from 
Lord knows where, the only question audible on that tape was 
mine; "Now will I have an heir?" 
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Chapter 61: Thunderbird Vs. Blue Angel  
 
2008 | Albuquerque, NM Kirtland Air Force Base 
USAF Air Demonstration Squadron “Thunderbirds” Air Show” 

 
"I don't know why, I just don't like him. He's arrogant and 

has no filter." Miriam says grasping Emit's arm as they walk 
from the parking lot to the stands to watch the Air Show. 

"Well, yes but you get him talking and he's a really interest-
ing guy. He was a priest you know." Emit says in my defense. 

"I know, I know, when he's not killing people for Dark Wa-
ter or Black Lake or whatever Kill Incorporated outfit..." She 
says with a disdain that leaps beyond Emit's War Buddy. As far 
as he knows, Emvie, rather, Miriam and I met a few times and 
briefly after Iraq but only tolerate each other for his sake. 

  
"That's not what we're bringing up, though, right?" Emit 

insisted. "This is a great opportunity for both of them. And you! 
You want someone on the inside protecting the Governor, An-
gelica gets her picture taken hourly and we get Seth Shooting 
her instead of warlords." 

"Right. It's a win, win, thanks, Christ, win." Miriam finales. 
 
 
A man in big headphones waves the personal jet in as it 

taxis into the hangar east of the air show stands. 
"Is that Greg again?" Eliot says as he unbuckles and sorts 

himself. 
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"Glen." I correct. "He chases my landings. Quite trustwor-
thy. Besides, you know I don't..." 

"Consort with Gregories. Yes, I know because of Popes and 
Calendars." Eliot finishes my rule. Pope Gregory did us all a 
great injustice by tweaking time and conflating Marys. It was 
part of a long con campaign to negate Ishtar. Different book. 

"So how are we playing this?" Eliot asks unsure of Emit's 
current wipe status. 

 
"We're not." He's hers now. This is all her Op from here 

forward." I inform. And happily. Suddenly. I know the Word 
now. It's like knowing the future or remembering it rather. 
"Nope. I am done playing things, maneuvering and strategiz-
ing, Eliot." 

"Right," He replies incredulously. 
 
I really meant it, but I've also learned to monitor others' re-

actions to me so that I can detect their intentions and Eliot's 
reaction tells me that he doesn't have one but seems very famil-
iar with mine. At least the good intentions. 

"The road to Hell, my boy. Paved with gold." He completes 
confusing metaphors but making the point solidly. He knows 
my intentions are "good" but he also knows me and how my 
road to hell is paved opulently. 

As we walk out the huge door to the hot west wind of Al-
buquerque it's coupled with and the exhaust flames of the Air 
Force Thunderbirds as tightly lined up as they will be on high. 

  
"Emvie says there's a gig for me here to shoot the First La-

dy!" I yell over the thrusters as we walk. 
Eliot took on a look of dread and froze in his tracks. It took 

a few paces before I realized he had stopped. I tend to walk in 
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front of people. Realizing there was no presence I spin around 
to see him standing there in disbelief. Then after a quick glance 
around he mouths, "I thought you stopped." 

"What?!" I yell back to him. He rushed up closer and turn-
ing into me as a shield repeats, "I thought you stopped... 
killing." He says. 

"I did," I assured him. Then it hit me. The disconnect. "Oh. 
No. Not shooting the First Lady, photographing her." I ex-
plained. He looked relieved but still wary of me. It's going to 
take a while to shed this ethos of hunter I guess. 

Trying to seem normal and interested in anyone but my-
self, I scan Eliot quickly as we walk across the tarmac for any 
tells. I see his wedding ring which helps. 

"How's Mrs. Afraid of Tigers?" I ask him. 
 
His cheeks flush and he grins uncontrollably. Seems I 

found it. 
 
"She is a goddess, my Dottess," He says in a voice that must 

be reserved for Eliot and Dorothea alone because men of Eliot's 
history and clearances aren't usually heard baby- talking. 

"There they are," Eliot says spotting Emit and Emvie com-
ing in. I feel like running up to him and telling him what I did 
to the Lizard of Cristos and how a whole arc of our life just 
closed. But he would have no idea what I'm talking about. 

For everything I've stolen from Emit since we were kids, it 
doesn't add up to this loss; not having him to share any of it 
with. 

Emvie wasn't supposed to, but she fell in love with him. It's 
hard not to I guess; he's smart, funny, unburdened by horrific 
memories and, well, he looks a lot like me so. 
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We had the perfect game-plan before I sent her over to that 
Kachina display case to get him talking. A plan that would 
keep him in play for my organization and the Sisterhood. A 
plan that failed for both of them in that first Lavender shot 
across his bow. 

  
It took years to regain Emvie's trust as a brother. Thanks in 

part to the Law of Black her ability to see the truth behind my 
colors, but mostly thanks to Gregory Peck. 

The only Gregory I've ever consorted with made it possible 
for my little sister and me to remain a family made up of Earth-
ling and scraps. I sent her the screenshot I took of the TV at the 
poolhouse in Auxerre, France after letting that Dignitary bleed 
out into the chlorine. I knew she would understand now that 
Eliot a known entity in her world too. 

Like Postulates and the contents of sealed envelopes, my 
little sister had a way of knowing things quickly. She always 
pounced first but, unlike me, she would immediately step back 
and assess what she pounced until that gap closed into a ma-
ture, wise woman. 

Maybe it's Father's tinctures, the oil on the Slip 'N Slide of 
my neural pathways that keep me pouncing and not falling 
back, but I've made enough of these pathways to lead me back 
around. 

Now I monitor my little sister not for her safety, but for 
clues of how to act amongst normal people. She seems to have 
melded into the herd quite well with Emit as a buffer and her 
attention to Jax' childhood is incredible when you consider she 
had no role model for that. 

As we walk up the stands to where Emit and Emvie are, I 
reach out my left arm when he sees me. There's always a mo-
ment of pause when he sees me, though. It's not the instant 
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recognition and explosion of joy one feels when seeing an old 
friend after a long time, it's a moment of pause. Like a PC 
searching its directories for the file you search for, Emit's oper-
ating system does a mini-reboot when I come into his field of 
view. Ctrl, Alt, Jude. 

I hadn't thought about the pause until I saw him and in the 
six or eight steps up the stands with my left arm in front of me, 
I felt my own moment of pause. 

Emit has been under the jurisdiction of the Sisterhood all 
along but has lived under their practical care for almost a dec-
ade. I realize five or seven steps up that our "Jude Card" 
entrance into each other's memory may have either faded or 
worse. 

A lot of what the Sisterhood does with new recruits or, in 
Emit's case, lifelong ones is called, "The Anja Unveiling" which 
is like The Law of Black on Meth. 

The basic idea that we are not only programmed by society 
while here since birth but that our programming reaches into 
our Souls Akashic Records and, much like the Archon 

  
self-organized itself to appear as possessing soul, these rec-

ords tend toward Laws that alter the fabric of this while 
grouping. 

A series of processes and training is necessary to break 
even the most open minded. As "Minded" is not 'EnSouled'. 
And sometimes, actually most of the time the enlightened 
"Light Worker" is the least aware of the plan. They are the illit-
erate prisoner currying favor with the guards by helping them 
lead the throng to the furnace. 

Remembering this process and now seeing the new lines in 
Emit's face makes me realize how much could have changed. 
Between the second or fourth steps, I felt a rush of panic as 
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Emit's "reboot" seemed to not be kicking in. He saw us ap-
proaching, regarded us intently but seemed to be preparing for 
an altercation when he rose and broadened himself as I 
stopped. 

I smiled big, nodded to Emvie cheerfully and pushed my 
left arm a little closer to him in as gentle a fashion as I could 
having no idea what I was to him if anything anymore. 

He looked at my arm and started reaching for my hand 
then slid up my wrist and grasped my forearm in that old fa-
miliar way. 

"Services," He said. 
 
"Here he comes." Miriam said looking over our shoulders 

and I felt a hush of gasps behind me. I turned to see first a 
stunning brunette with precise proportions then a smaller per-
son with a bigger smile; the Governor of New Mexico. 

Miriam pulled Emit by the hand between me and Eliot and 
it was a breeze that took me back to Spain for a moment. What 
would I be were I left in Costa Brava instead of Greysteel I 
wondered. Would I be at all? One go around is enough for a 
man who feels the way he feels in Spain I think. 

I no longer had a father to conquer or an inheritance to 
claim as both were won by my very existence. I see now all the 
twists in the man's motives and agendas and the anxiety of his 
leaving and looping back to these places in this Sea were all a 
knot tied by a witch. And with one hand. 

The only thing I inherited from that man was this need to 
continue and by doing so, I have assured its end. Everything 
we are about to be as Earthlings is from the inside out. 

Every entity that will show us something cool to look at 
will notice our tendency to follow. 
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We... you have everything you need to fight the M-80. And 
it scares the shit out of us.  
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Chapter 62: Sororum Serpentis  
Fun Fact: Sigmund Freud had an irrational 

fear of the number 62. 
 
Malta 1999 
“It’s so fucking meta,” Miriam says as she weaves her 

thoughts through the layers of betrayal and the settings as fa-
çade for so many millennia. Like the threads through the 
tapestries swinging overhead, each player, each birth and each 
demon tricked. Her complex fabric of distraction is torn by the 
sweetest chorus of voices. 

"I haven't heard that one in years," she whispers about the 
tune coming down the hall. "That breeze feels good." She con-
tinues as she lays back into her favorite pale purple pillow. 

"Et secundo opus pulvino?" Gabrielle whispers while wip-
ing Miriam's head with a cloth. 

"No thank you, dear. This pillow is plent... aaahhh." She 
struggles to finish her sentence to ignore the pangs of birth 
while clutching her favorite lavender pillow. With that Gabriel-
le rushes to the door and signals down the hall. "The tapestry, 
yes..." 

Miriam focuses her attention on the ancient woven master-
piece hanging from the, even more, ancient cross beams of this 
birth chamber. The plaques and sigil boards on the walls were 
all in Maltese of course, but there is enough of a memory in this 
Americanized-Noble Sister-Priest to place it all together. So lit-
tle of this place's history can be told in words; tapestry was the 
only way to convey the importance of every moment stitched. 
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As she scanned the threads and the intricate choices the 
weaver made to get shades of light and casts of expressions, the 
room filled with a flock of nuns and the sweetest scent. Figs? 
The women flowed into the circular chamber around the bed 
and humming. 

 
"Oh, I love that one," Miriam says about the tune they 

brought in. "Is she here?" She says to Gabrielle who looks back 
down the halls, squints then turns back to her with a grin. "Oh 
good. Then it will be official. A fourth citizen." 

"Summum Military Ordinis Malta civis quattuor." Gabrielle 
confirms now that Citizen Three has arrived. 

 
"Ceathrú Saoránach?!" A commanding Irish gale sounded 

into the room. "Did she say the Fourth Citizen is here?" 
 
"Alexi! Come." Miriam reached out her arm to the harried 

but beautiful vision with bright orange snakes for hair. "Come 
here you fucking Bruxa-aaaaaaahhh.....fuck!" Alexi rushes to 
the bed side as Gabrielle follows and hugs Alexi from behind. 

 
"You okay, Lass? She's okay?" She says to Gabrielle who 

nods sweetly. "Thank Bridget." She squeezes Miriam's hand 
then stands and turns to give Gabrielle a proper hello; a wet 
kiss and hug like a bullet. Rocking her back and forth she hears 
the song the Nūns are 

humming finally. "Aye, this is one of my favorites." She 
pulls back gives Gabriella a hard, loving stare then spins back 
to sit on the bed. 

"Mine too. How did they know about this song?" Miriam 
says still gazing over Alexi's shoulder at the tapestry. 
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"The question should be; how is it we know this song, 
Emvie?" She said looking around at the fifteen hooded women 
humming Miriam's child into the world. "And how is it you're 
drenched from crown to toe and dry as a cock in your eyes, 
lass?" Alexi says calling to attention one of their favorite old 
riffs. 

 
"Because I don't cry you Ginger-headed witch. I ain't no 

Magdal." Miriam struggles to complete their familiar joke 
about her inability to show emotions or shed tears. Claiming 
she "...ain't no Magdal" hearkens back to Mary Magdalene's be-
trayal that afternoon in her Daddy's Library; the day I came in 
to get her ready for the Dinner Party. 

 
Having devoured the Gospel of Mary that I took from Cris-

tos, she became brilliantly inspired into a frenzy with every 
passage. But when she came to the part where Mary cries be-
cause Peter started giving her shit to the point that Levi had to 
step in to defend her, well, Emvie just could not get her head 
around that. 

"Is he here yet?" Miriam asks. 
 
"Yes. He's just come in from Landstuhl. He's a fat boy too. 

He's going to keep you busy if he's anything like his Proto. Did 
you think of a name?" 

"Jackson," She replied. 
 
"Jackson? Like the President?" Alexi asked confused know-

ing Miriam's vast knowledge of history. 
 
"No. Jack means usurper. Giant killer, you know... " "So 

'Jack' for short, then?" Alexi asks. 
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"Jax. But we all know he's Jack's soooooooon of a 

biiiiiiiiitch!" Miriam says panting now and glaring at the 
threads. 

 
"And this one is Ash...erah Vidal Archer.... "Ava" for short." 

Miriam concluded and soon thereafter gave birth to her first 
and only child; a springy dark-haired and Grey-eyed baby. 

 
Relieved and spent, Miriam's eyes fall around the room. 

She notices in this state of painful bliss the series of greenish-
blue shapes in the lower right space of every tapestry in that 
chamber. And just before letting go of consciousness, she hears 
a frail but garish nun say, "She's beautiful." 

 
And the reason this story of a Grand Deception for the Ar-

chon is being told ver-fucking- batum is because I was there 
behind everything. It took nine months to be sure I would be 
and unseen. And the reason this story of the Goddess in Hiding 
it is being told at all is because it is the last time. It's really the 
only reason to write a book about a thing; it's leaving. 

 
This cycle has repeated literally Googol of times since the 

anomaly of the mercilessly and golden ratio'ed shaped spire of 
consciousness pierced our solar system. The shape of that spire, 
the cupping of its self-generating attempt has been trying to 
close and start over for that long. 

 
The little girl is hiding something in her pocket and that 

thing no longer fits. It's time to confess to the Other that we 
cannot do this alone. 
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Were it not for that "Truth Venom" and a mistaken identity 
or two, this would repeat again. I thought I was the Blood Wit-
ness to the birth of my heir. Instead, I watched the birth of an 
Era that was no longer mine. Or ours. 

 
Denial is Love's strongest ally until the war is over. I've 

kept a secret from myself, but I now know one thing about 
things like me; carbon copies do not reproduce well. They can-
not. 

 
With this heavy truth, I get a small relief. 
 
I have seen again and confirmed Gabriella's arms and 

hands with new eyes; long fingers with purposeful knuckles, 
smooth but tight with veins and reasons. I trace the tattoo and 
now know that the skin did come off on me as an olive-skin 
shade of makeup. I hadn't violated my sister in every way. 

 
Since the start, since Sophia first deceived the Blind Chief 

who believed he had created all finally saw and thought he had 
breathed Spirit into the Soul of the female he made, the Sister-
hood has fashioned this Grand Deception so that Echelon 
Soldiers like my father would slay the wrong Dragon and for 
thousands of years. Every generation. 

 
Were it not for Jude I would have been another cog in this 

continuum and died thinking Jax was mine and that I raped my 
sister. A lost cause. 

 
Instead, I have a touched perspective and know that I did-

n't rape Gabriella. She raped me for information stored in me 
by my father. 
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The Sisterhood easily deciphered father’s tableau placing 

the "keyhole" in Mexico flagged by a snake eating bird and the 
"R-A-T" are the letters on the cross behind the flaming barb-
wired heart that is the symbol of Regnum Christi, or the King-
dom of Christ, 

a.k.a. Leginarios de Cristos. 
 
The only thing I had left as leverage to take any part of this 

legacy and revenge was a ring. A heavy Zinc ring was given to 
me by mistake. And with this ring, I was able to negotiate my 
way into the room of a dying man to make sure he didn't come 
back. 

 
And now I can rest reconciled to the truth that a carbon 

copy cannot reproduce. Though I came here once more to Mal-
ta to herald my child into this world from the shadows and 
extend the PatriArchonic Rule of my fathers, I must retreat into 
a truth and accept both as impotent. 

 
The emission that arched from the center of the galaxy 

without the permission of the other six, that Golden Mean 
number six-shaped curl of a repeating gesture in this pocket of 
physics will now unravel. Unrivaled. 

 
Emit: "What’s the underlying reality of the universe?" 
Seth: “Not Will, Providence or Fate but to you it is given to 

know that you are of the unbegotten Mother Creatrix and im-
mortal among men. And that should be enough, brother."  
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Chapter 63: The Six of Us…  

... against you. 
At the beginning of everything here, I placed a shortcut to 

the end. 
 

IMPORTANT If you die before you finish Book III, know 
 that our Source has no questions and requires no tolls. 

 
I've been holding something for a friend;  gift for you the 

Reader who has come here word by word. It's a risky gift for 
both of us and it will end the game. 

But before I let you capture my flag, you need to be sure 
you want the game to be over. 

 
There is nothing going on here for which you did not sign 

up. And one of those things was the discipline to read to here. 
But even Mystery Schools have Recess. 

Here's the deal; the Cliffs Notes on US6, (us six) and I know 
how fucked up it is for me to put it in the last chapter, but I've 
done worse things, as you know. 

  
All Mystery Schools and Secret Societies lead the Appren-

tice along and emulate the path to the same place; you. Or the 
universal "me" or the "I" that we are all apparently part of and 
emanating from. 

Our psyche unfolds in a universe it co-creates. It can't help 
but all lead back to our most intimate me. We really have no 
other way to be sure of an alternate theory. Until now. And 
there's our twist. We are a congregation of six and you. 
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In this story, I am your Other. I am not ultimately going to 
be; you. You'll not put this book away with any sense of con-
nection with me beyond an uneasy allure. 

It is a warm feeling to finish a book with a sense that the 
Author was really a sophisticated way for the universe to share 
a message with you, but this ain't that. We haven't the luxury of 
warm right now. 

There is no Hollywood Ending here to satiate your desire 
for safety. I've lost count of the morals as the fray at this edge 
anyway but there is a gift. And you've already opened it. 

Sometimes truths are masked in mixed metaphor and 
sometimes they come in like a lion. At this stage of the fight, 
the Uncalled won't have the template that you now have. 

Since Book I, you have leveled up time and again to more 
meta-understandings of the same saga and in three voices. In 
so doing, you have developed the exact neural pathways nec-
essary for what's next. This meta-jump to the broader paradigm 
is now essential for adaptation. 

I had two tasks to complete by the end of this work in or-
der to earn redemption; to be then to expose a Deception and to 
foster neural pathways for meta leaps – leveling up as it were. 

The other five will come to you separately, but I always 
come first as I tend to find very few but very fertile places to 
sow this hint. But again, decide if you want this to be over as 
any hint, one seed gives it all away. 

In the meantime, I was and am the deception when you 
consider that, since we've met I have been a willing accomplice 
to the murder of a Governor's wife, I have orchestrated betray-
als upon my family that included killing innocent people in 
order to steal priceless 
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artifacts. I have endangered civilian children by shepherd-
ing a kill-machine between Tether-ball poles and I have 
murdered more people than is useful to include in this story as 
it would be too distracting. 

I have let you glance at a couple of these before redirected 
you immediately into a personal arc of self-awareness. Re-
member how I sliced a Frenchman by his pool then connected 
Eliot and Dorothea by way of Atticus Finch? It was a cute mo-
ment between us. And it happened right after the reality of a 
62-year-old man expecting his grandchildren any minute but 
instead was slit diagonally along his neck then, while gargling 
the names of his favorite saints, led by his hair over to the pool 
so as not to stain the grout between the tiles. 

I let soldiers die in pain and some because of the pain for a 
bump in salary My atrocities upon my family and my kind 
have all been in the name of money and power and a blind- re-
venge against a father who never was. And worst of all, I have 
lived with myself for the past nine months and while not 
knowing the truth of that night. 

Who does that?  
 
The only counter-balance left for me—your Ghost-

tagonist—is to let go of everything that is your Other and admit 
it; this is not about me. I am the Other acknowledging that it is 
about you. It has to be. Unless you recognize that right now, 
wherever the fuck you are as this sentence flows across your 
eyeballs, this will all continue and our children too will be 
trapped. 

I didn't know how far She would let me go. I didn't know I 
was going to have to confess myself inside-out. I didn't know I 
had to go this dark in front of you before I could ask you to 
take my gift. She didn't stop me this time. 
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In this effort to repent for my sins, I began writing this 
work under duresss. But now I own it. I have unveiled more 
about myself to myself than is useful for this story and now I 
understand Her Sophia. Her wisdom. 

There are not two more questions to be memorized. There 
is not more than one thing to cherish as a thought when we 
pass. It is "the Word" that Eliot longed to hear and that I actual-
ly told him when asked directly. It is the answer to any choice 
given to you by any entity or Archon who asks; "Neither." 

  
Our source has no questions, Brothers and Sisters and our 

choices are our own. Every story or movie or deck of cards that 
tells you how to perceive the passage through the "Barrier of 
Evil" is itself a hole in that path. 

Though you now have "the Word" to gain passage through 
the Gates of the Archon should you be lucky enough to be ac-
costed and, although you are now aware of the six of us around 
you and at-the-ready when you decided to be bold, neither are 
my gift. 

I cannot be another distraction from the Source for you. 
This story features a Heroin who was dead before the first sce-
ne and the protagonist who is killed a third of the way in but 
what's really unique is that there is no climax save what it 
causes. 

Emit and Emvie each had their cycles then one more time 
as this node unravels into a new pattern and color. My hell is 
being in this constant state right before the end. I am an echo of 
a pattern that caused the next one by not becoming a node. I 
am the unmoved- mover of the next fractal of time and that's it. 

The counter-balance of my entire lineage and self in this 
pocket of the universe is the utter negation of the horror. I am 
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the undertow of Karma. And the only way to avoid the under-
tow is to leap over it with forgiveness. 

I am the pebble in the shovel deciding to spill. 
 
This was a Big Node. A Grand One and for it to spin away 

for everyone or be made right, the debris at its center has to do 
so willingly. 

There is nothing more beautiful to Her than patterns of 
play in the consistency of the impermanence of us as Art. I 
know that now. To be any color of the thing She loves was 
enough and in our anger for her attention, we invented neglect. 
This book, this life, this role I've played as the brother, indeed 
the ghost-writer and one of six spirits you've invited. 

The first veil is always the thickest and blackest. It requires 
will, courage and strength to lift it and the groom needs to be 
sure they want the bride before ending this game. 

Right now as you read, wherever you are on Earth, still or 
moving, underground or thirty thousand feet at this very mo-
ment there is a child being abused. An Earthling of the 
Goddess intended for play and joy and colorful lights for her to 
love is being molested, hit and humiliated away from that in-
tention. 

  
I've decided for you. This game is over. 
 
Sometimes the enlightened need to pay attention. Some-

times detachment requires us to hold very tightly to each other. 
It's time to continue Emit's work and in earnest to rid the world 
of blind fathers and hoist up the ones that put their hearts be-
tween a rifle barrel and their wives holding the child. 

I'll fold over and let my inability to reconcile the state of 
this planet's miracle. The supremacy of Earthlings is undenia-
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ble. The threat of you is unfathomable. The hope of you is all 
the rest of us have anymore. 

Man is indebted to Woman for bringing him to life and to 
consciousness. 

 
Oh yes, these children, all of them have exalted contracts 

now for any Prime Directive weak enough to allow these vapid 
Daemons of Debris to molest innocents, like Testaments Old 
and New are now null and void. 

Every one of them in this cusp between Kingdoms will not 
have Ignorance or a frayed chain of command to point to for 
rationalization of their Earth crimes. They will remain between 
slave and god enough to feel pain. 

She can take a lot of abuse until you fuck with her kids. 
 
I didn't know I had to go this dark in front of you before I 

could ask you to take my gift. And al; of it, the convoluted mo-
tivations, the helixing of plots and the ever broadening of 
perspective; it's all for naught. You creators are not your god, 
Sapiens. I'm here to tell you and our "Lords" that She is back. 

And now my gift. More precious to me than sisters or re-
venges or heavy boxes from the faraway, I hand you my 
apology. 

It's a risk; giving this to you because, if there is one thing 
we know about Sapiens, be careful what you give them because 
they'll either destroy it for everyone or make it right. 

 
• • • 

 
1996 Los Angeles, CA 
LAX Airport | Tom Bradley International Terminal B 
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"It's like an airport," Emit said looking around the terminal 
and the people flowing by. 

Gabriella wakes for a moment. "Est, melle manantem." 
Confirms that it is an airport then settles deeper into Emit's 
nook. 

"What is?" I asked behind sunglasses before any suns came 
up. My mind was clear but too much so. I knew I hadn't been 
asleep for the past hours, but all I recall is reaching for a Pink 
Glass. I have no idea what I might have said. 

People tend to forget what toll airports can take on men. 
 
"Being here," He whispered through Gabriella's hair. 

"Earth, this plane of existence. This density or frequency or vi-
bration of consciousness where we need to use metal and fire to 
get around. Life. It's like an airport. We arrive, layover, eat 
poorly..." 

Then laughing he motions to the newsstand. "We scan 
news headlines as if we're not stealing glances at porn maga-
zines and then we go. Shame." 

"Shame? It's a shame?" I repeated confused as Emit never 
retreated to fallbacks like "What a shame" or "It is what it is" 
and probably because he was so unburdened by mundane 
memory that he could rally for causes undaunted. 

"No. Well yes, it's a shame but the reason is Shame." His 
detached ethos began to land again as he understood some-
thing new still looking at the newsstand. "We want to be 
leafing through that porn undaunted... no, we want to be look-
ing at real nude women undaunted..." 

"Est, melle manantem." Gabriella reminds from Emit's 
nook. 
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"Everything is stretched out by Shame. If we were free 
from shame there would be no magazines or TV's or radios... 
well, radio actually works without Shame so..." His words sur-
rendered to the images in his head leaving me in the lurch. 

"What would it look like here without Shame?" I said try-
ing to get in on what he was seeing. 

  
"Not sure. But it would be really fun. Instead of glaring 

down at our DVD players or video games while waiting to 
leave we would engage, talk, and ask about each other's homes 
and destinations. We would play." 

"Right." I said understanding his vision but knowing that it 
was only ever going to be just that. 

After a few minutes of playing with that one, Emit leveled 
up, "For most of us this is our main flight of the day, if not the 
season. We've bought our tickets in advance, packed all neces-
sary things, and wait for our big flight." He said then sat back 
in himself for a moment. 

I knew that look too. It's the one where Emit realizes the 
kind of thing that bugs me the most. It's when he releases all 
attachment to ego and desire and he let's go. I hate that. 

I've felt it twice and it scared the shit out of me both times. 
 
To be in that state means letting go of being held. I need to 

believe that my supreme being is right here and aware of every 
action I take and the decisions they cause. For Emit, his Su-
preme Being, the sensual Sophia from the caramel soup in the 
center of the galaxy, sees us as lights in the distance or, to pig-
gyback on Emit's analogy, blips on an air traffic controller's 
screen. 

"This is our flight of the day..." Emit begins then spies a 
woman hurriedly pushing a baggage-laden stroller past our 
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gate. "Your destination!" He says looking squarely at the little 
girl bouncing along with her wheels and she sees him too. 

"No! Your gestergation!" She laughs throwing her head to 
the side and pointing back at Emit. She had been struck by 
those grey eyes of unmistakable attention, and for only a sec-
ond. But she locked right into his moment and its comedy. It 
was a drive-by glimpse of the Goddess and Emit was right 
there to make Her laugh. 

Clapping his hands, he follows the girl's chariot as she 
looks back around the baggage to sanctify him with Her atten-
tion once more before banking away toward her Gate. 

"Paenitet. Paenitet" He says apologizing to Gabriella awok-
en again by the clapping but not really. She snares him with his 
jacket lapel and demands his nook again. 

"Your destination, that little girl's, all right and important 
and meaningful yet, even the people on the same plane, the 
same religion will end up elsewhere..." 

  
"And eventually alone." I chimed in following that analogy 

to either a hotel room or a guest room or your childhood room 
at Thanksgiving. Every passenger ends up alone. 

"Even the pilot," Emit says as if completing my thoughts. 
"But there is no Flight-of-the- Day. I'm not hoping to one day 
achieve that guys destination." Then he laughs and looks down 
the way the chariot went. "Though wherever She was going 
seemed like a blast... Hierarchy isn't natural." 

"Listen, Emit..." I began as the gate agent started announc-
ing preflight. "I'm not sure what all I said yesterday or whether 
I..." He grabbed my forearm firmly and looked into my eyes. 

"You said nothing that I didn't already know and you've 
done nothing that you could have changed, brother." And I 
knew by his look I was released. Whatever was in that "Yes", 
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how many it made me say or whatever innards I've unfolded 
did not shake Emit's love for me. 

It was unconditional. I didn't have a mechanism for that. I 
know because I assessed myself for that tool but hadn't come 
across unconditional as a solution before. 

Until that moment. 
 
That one, very wide moment. 
 
"You're still a bit out of it so, lay low and just sleep. Here's a 

Post-It with a brief German phrase that will get you a shower 
and a bed." 

He tucked it in my shirt pocket and held the palm of his 
hand over my heart for just long enough. 

Everything around our eyes shifted and it could have been 
any setting; the teal walls of Legionarios, the playground at the 
middle school, the corridors of Eridu or the luminaria lit man-
sions of New Mexico. We were above time. 

He wasn't some thirty-something erotic sage and I wasn't a 
mercenary between wars. Place didn't matter. Only the physi-
cal affects we've had. 

"What are you going to do?" I asked looking at him as our 
left forearms gave-way to the throng of passengers taking 
flight. 

"Play cards with Eliot whose Afraid of Tigers one more 
time," Emit said. “And Seth…” he said grasping my arm one 
more time to steady me as my head forgot my feet in this delir-
ium of pink yeses. “Whatever the Gate Agent asks you, 
whatever it is she says, just say, “I do” Okay? ” 

“I do” I repeated. “Gots it.” I slurred. 
It struck me right before my long nap flying east away 

from that morning that I have picked a fight with the world 
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and the world didn't notice. Or it ignored me. I understood fi-
nally that my gods were never going to save me or Emit and 
knowing that made me feel safe. Free. 

My "Flight-of-the-Day" was going to send me to a lonely 
place in the end because after seeing the "Face of God", then 
what? That's not enough for me. 

See, that’s why I’m your devil. Not some weirdly dark yet 
romantic notion of a sardonic entity once favored by his father. 
That’s a guy with a killer redemption story in the works. No. 
What I am is your small ‘d’ devil because what I am at my core 
is fucked up and counter to everything you thought might be a 
way back here. So no, I’m not you. I am the other. And I do ex-
ist. I am the heat of the Yod at the beginning of the Word and I 
am the ‘d in the Master of this House who, finally, is you. 

My consciousness has time-shared this vessel, this clone of 
a General who conquered little more than his children and their 
origins. I now know the brightness and the blood of Sapiens 
and I now know that Time is rubber-band and despite our ef-
forts to modify a density against its… Her will, our Earth 
Crime was merely a stretching of an inevitable snap. 

I know that the point of the flight is the airport itself now 
as that fits in my mirror- symmetrically. I can't see your ticket, 
nor you mine and what's in your bags holds no value for me 
save what comfort it gives you. For your comfort means my 
peace and though we fly in metal pushed by fire, we sit togeth-
er sharing very small talk between very big Selves; unaware of 
our divinity and achievement to be here at all. 

I pressed my finger on your lips to keep you quiet, not 
make you forget. 

I couldn't reconcile the state of my brother at that moment 
or how to reset all of this so I gripped his arm harder as if to 
bring him with me until I could. 
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• • • 

 
From where she lay, the painted circle on the car hood sat perfect-

ly eclipsed by the crosshairs. Ready for piercing. Her thumb pushes 
the Safety open now that the "mirage-effect" is a still pond at the bot-
tom of the sight. The space between the trigger guard and the trigger 
is the space between decisions and particles. This is the space where 
all kinds of good and evil play unaware of their consequence. This is 
where intention meets attention and if not, it will. The shooter licks 
her lips and exhales a minted breath as she squeezes before a bright 
orange sprig of curl springs between her eye and the lens. Flinching it 
away in a snap she focuses back on the target. Direct hit. Alexi gives 
her sexy weapon a kiss for its precision and rolls off to the side to wait. 
The AnSisters have always kept their sight on Emit and his seed. 
Whether through Eliots or Miss Windstroms as they await the day 
when She returns. She will bring back the art of Sacred Play. Pretend-
ing and balls and games like "Shoot the Target" but winning games 
in some places require losing lives and these women played very, very 
hard. 

 
• • • 

 
Not far away but a year after that… 

 
The wind kicks-up hard but the watch will not stop so Seth, 

the Superior Officer makes a fist and starts the count. Jax, the 
Artilleryman shakes his head at the insistence of the timing but 
prepares for blow-back. 

They've set up the target to the west as Emit's printout enti-
tled "How to Bury Me" stated. The target arrived just in time 
and in the airdrop the dug Emit's upside down pyramid grave 
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though with very little help. The contents were too light and 
soft and comfortable. It was the last annual pillow that would 
be delivered to Emit anywhere on the Earth from a "Pull" that is 
forever grateful for Emit's "Twists". And it arrived in time to 
save a more frilly and dainty one from the blast. 

"On; Three!" Seth shouts into the fierce wind from the west. 
"Robot?" The Artilleryman asks to himself thinking about 

cushions as barriers and fathers. 
"Two!" He continues undaunted by the wind's force. 
"Slave?" the boy asks as his first "Checkmate" echoes in his 

head and the hard reality of progress. 
"One..." He says but like a question to make sure there's no 

false start. 
"Dad." Jax resolves having just recognized every one of 

those bad moves like a bouquet of colors and laughs and sur-
prises. 

"Fire." The Superior Officer says but softly. Reluctantly. 
  
The huge caliber canon lets fly a shrapnel shower of thou-

sands upon thousands of multi-colored scraps of paper toward 
that western wind which hurls every shard of it back upon the 
men who stand up to face the squall. 

"Bastard," Seth says making Jax fall to his knees laughing. 
They knew how well Emit knew them; their loyalty and 

how they would both diligently perform this last act of a man's 
life; Funeral Confetti. He also knew that they would do it big 
and with a canon and that, as instructed, they would aim it 
West in the solemn honor of a man's last wishes. 

They also knew Emit had lived in that place long enough to 
know what time of day the West Wind was strongest.] 
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Emit: "How many No’s did you give the Wolf?"  
Seth: "One." 
 
 
 

The End of Book III 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There. Both men end as badass gods and mature reconciles. 
"Can we stop talking about the fucking boys now?" 
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Metachapter Four 

Gateway to the South 
 
March 13, 1981 
[Under] Louisville, Kentucky 
Surface Ops: Up Range Surveillance Detachment 
 
          A red bulb above the fifth door flashes causing the MP 
stationed there to crane his neck to get the attention of the civil-
ian man sitting drowsily at the end of the hall. The snap of the 
MP’s nod matched the snap of the man’s head-dropping flash 
of sleep. 

“Sir?” The MP whispers. “Sitter?” he sharpens. 
“Right.” the sitting man replies folding his newspaper then 

lifting the thick red, three-ringed notebook placed securely be-
tween his chair and the corner of the hall; a level of security 
he’s added to the notebook in case he ever did nod off during 
one of these long, stale sessions below the “Gateway to the 
South”.  

He shuffles down the hall in his stocking feet toward the 
red light. Though he’s a highly sophisticated expert with a very 
specific skillset, he enjoys a boyish three-foot floor slide toward 
MP No. 5. He’s one of three civilian experts brought in and 
down to assist the Rangers in this highly-classified Op. 

The MP, one of nine stationed along a hall of doors and red 
lights and all in socks as well pushes open the thick padded 
door. Its subtle whoosh is the only thing breaking the silence as 
latches that click and doorknobs that squeak are this Op’s most 
lethal threat.  
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Though strictly ordered not to, the MP manages a quick 
scanning-glance around the small soundproofed room before 
closing it behind the sleepy civilian Expert.  

The MP at Door No.4 gives his colleague a faint scowl and 
a micro shrug of his left shoulder which communicates, “You 
just disobeyed direct orders of the CO of a highly classified op-
eration risking both of our careers and tell me what you saw in 
there later.”   

But all MP No.5 will be able to report is having seen a 
nerdy guy in huge headphones staring at some copper brick-
looking contraption in front of him. That and the same thick 
red three-ringed notebook the Sitters carry. 

The Operative looks stressed as he leafs frantically through 
his pages. Though these walls are made of sound-eating tiles 
that kill utterances upon impact, he still whispers, “Oh good, 
you’re here. I can’t find a match for this question.” 

He spins the notes around and slides them across the table. 
Scanning the note the Expert points to a shorthand-scribble that 
he can’t quite read. 

“Um… ‘racial’, that says ‘racial’... racial memory’,” the Op-
erative informs nervously then looks at the timer on the wall 
that counts the seconds between his responses.  

The Sitter reaches for the earpiece attached to the contrap-
tion and winds his finger backward prompting the Operative 
to playback the question. 

“I was also wondering, since action of a bellicose nature is 
impossible as far as I understand vegetation, would they not 
have the advantage as they move into third-density from sec-
ond to not carry a racial memory of a bellicose nature and 
therefore develop a more harmonious society and accelerate 
their evolution in this nature?”  
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With a sharp sigh as if to say, “Here we go,” the Expert jots 
down a response for the Operative to deliver. A quick read, a 
nod and he leaves to sit.  

As the door whooshes closed and the red bulb goes dark, 
the Operative touches the contraption, leans forward and reads 
the experts answer into it. 

“I am Ra. This is correct. However, to become balanced and 
begin to polarize properly it is then necessary to investigate 
movements of all kinds, especially bellicosity.” 

The Expert Sitter shuffles back down to his desk to await 
another red light along the corridor but standing next to it is an 
Officer with a quilt of so many colors on his left breast that he 
imagines it must be what’s drained the colors from his face. 

He nods toward the exit of the hall then leads him to the 
Debriefing Room. Passing his relief Expert on the way they 
share a shrug. 

“Have a seat. Want some coffee or maybe something 
stronger?”  The Colonel says motioning to a group of amber 
liquids in the corner.  

“No, thank you,” he replies a little uneasily because this is 
the first break in this routine of red lights and nerds and note-
books since it started. “Is everything okay? Was that reply 
not…” he began. 

“Yes, yes, all fine. You handled that one right,” he said 
pouring himself something stronger before sitting at the head 
of the conference table.  

Picking a laugh from a memory the Colonel eases his con-
cerned demeanor for a moment.  

“Hehe are you kidding? ‘investigate move-
ments…especially bellicosity’ brilliant.  My favorite is still, 
‘discovered many ways to indicate a bellicose nature… you’ll 
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have to show me how to ‘discover a way to indicate’ something 
sometime!” he laughed. “Belligerent plants this time?” 

“While they are touching on a glitch here, I do know of a 
couple heads of lettuce you wouldn’t wanna mess with” the 
Sitter jokes. 

The wide grin quickly relaxed back to concern. “The thing 
is that this is the third red light regarding “bellicosity” in as 
many sessions.”  

“Oh.” the Expert replies now adopting the concerned look. 
“Wow.” 

“Yes. These folks are smarter than we thought so we’re 
moving from Evasion to Detraction Tactics…” he started. 

“They’re making this into a book, Colonel and with thirty 
years to dissect it…” the Expert says questioning the wisdom of 
the new tactic. 

The Colonel just glared at him, which silently screamed, 
“This is from on high and beyond your meager civilian-level 
reality.”  

Raising his eyebrows, sitting back and scratching the back 
of his head the Expert seeks some position to take that either 
helps the situation or prepares himself for a halt in service 
should that be what this meeting is about.  

His mortgage, an engagement ring on layaway and that 
Buick Regal he’s been eyeing flash anxiously through his mind. 

“Fine, not a problem. There is a whole structure and lexi-
con I’ve developed for just that purpose…” he begins in a 
determined manner to seem more concerned with the Op than 
his expenditures. 

“I know. That’s why we’re here. I’ll need you to train-up 
the other Sitters and Channels on all of it. There will be a 16% 
bump to you as well” the Colonel says sliding a butterfly-
clipped stack of pages across the table with the details. 
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“And how long will the sixteen…” the Expert says looking 
in the last pages for any accounting. 

“Infinitum. Permanent.  Not just during the training,” the 
Colonel replies with a slight exasperation brought on by his in-
ability to understand civilians’ obsession with money when 
power is available instead. 

Internally relieved but outwardly serious he asks, “What is 
the specific concern? They don’t seem interested in any charges 
against any Prime Directive and I think they’re really lining up 
nicely with us… er… I mean with Ra.” 

The Colonel thumbs through some transcripts while re-
porting, “They’ve been murmuring offline about Faraday 
Cages. They’re talking about them for better concentration for 
their group but we can’t risk that happening and we can’t let 
on why, of course.” 

Sitting back and squinting at the wall, the Expert replies 
“Of course. There may be a way to introduce an EMG feature 
that distorts… No. I’ve got it; gadgets!”  

“Gadgets,” the Colonel repeats. Colonels at this Classifica-
tion have no questions for Civilians.  

“Yes. These things they’re bringing up; a Faraday cage, Iso-
lation Tanks, they’re just gadgets created at third density that 
have no effect on the process. In fact, we can call up the ‘using 
the creation of the Father’ stuff here,” he said quite self-
satisfied and feeling 16% more valuable.  

“Good. I like it. Include it in the training,” the Colonel says 
loosening his brow while collecting his papers. 

“We’ll need to include a Freewill Infringement note at the 
front though so we… so Ra will seem concerned beyond the 
gadgets.” 
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“Fine.” he replies, “But very few of those. As you said, 
we’ve got thirty years of weirdos who will be parsing this thing 
so less is more.”  

Halfway through the door, still clutching the red three-
ringed folder tight under his arm, the Expert Sitter stops to re-
luctantly assert himself. “For the record, Colonel I never said 
‘weirdos’”. 

Swirling the Scotch in the square glass the Officer replies, 
“And I never said anything about Isolation Tanks, Sitter.” 
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US6 Book IV 
 The Law of Nūn  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Compelled of Brigadier Sister Alexi Weaver 

(A tad less than an humble messenger) 
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"Draw your sword and kill me, so that they 
can't say, 'A woman killed him.'" 

Abimelech, Judges 9:54 
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Urgent Codex Rider 

DEFENSE MATTERS DIRECTORATE 
Red Crown Forces,Colorado West | Post: 15 

BRIGADIER SISTER: ALEXI WEAVER 
 

This won’t take long. It can’t now.  Emit’s  relay west of here 
will check in by Saturday which gives me only… not enough time 
unless I just do it as plainly and starkly as I can. If you’ve read to 
here, your brain is set, believe me. Let it gel. Keep reading from 
the base of your brain because as Emit used to say, “You’re a poet 
and you didn’t even suspect that of yourself.”  

Initiate Readers are now encouraged to read back through the 
books randomly to answer transit-related questions daily until the 
pattern reminds ye of your station. But there is no time to lead 
anyone down any paths garden or gold bricked at this point.  

Both Initiates and Conscripts are required to rise to the coming 
meta-jump and lexicon or risk being lost in the wake of fellow Sa-
piens grasping what’s theirs. But before we do, before we can get 
to morning, we have to go dark once more, Loves. 

I am sorry but not for you. For ye are better equipped for this 
than any of us charged with the unveiling could ever be. No, I am 
sorry for what I’ve done above and I will write deeper into the 
seams of these books as my penance for my Sisters’ and our 
Brothers’ Earth crimes. But later because ye don’t have time but 
believe me, I have the flair so once we kiss, don’t roll too far.  

This fourth book was intended to be an elegant re-
manipulation of your neural pathways away from the lies that 
Seth shared above. He thought he was being painfully honest as 
penance but he was just doing what we needed him to do for this 
Op because there is no penance for him.  
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He too will be buried on the Northside of the Church and left 
an entity enough to feel the pain of his Earth Crimes. It’s basic 
Newtonian physics; equal action/reaction until forgiveness comes.  

Seth’s asked Sapiens for forgiveness but it is not theirs to give. 
And they’d probably fuck it up for everyone else like last time an-
yway. 

Book IV was going to be a gift to you; a “thank ye” for being a 
mystic in a time of golems. I have outlines, notes, even sketches of 
real-world action; explosions, chases and more lesbian nūn mo-
ments but alas, I cannot for I have killed the Hero and ye don’t 
know why he’s victorious yet or what’s coming.  

Book IV was to be a stabilizer bestowed upon ye for your de-
termined readership and an apology for the rough edges of the 
holes the other books sucked ye into. It was, again, to be an ele-
gant re-manipulation of your neural pathways so that ye could 
build up defenses against all further manipulation.  

Not anymore.  
We’ll have to trade the sophistication of simplicity for that ele-

gance for now. I’ll probably find a way to work in the sex because 
my penance need not be a chore for ye too. 

Brace yourselves. This novel, this saga and story structure is 
falling like a tower. If the Bride deems it necessary or at least 
beautiful from there, I will return to the story and if this Codex 
Rider does what it’s supposed to do I will be able to delete it from 
the broader work and give future Initiate Readers a more enter-
taining tour through Chapel Perilous because, again, I do have 
the flair. 

Whether a god, slave or robot, you’re going to hear a lot of sexy 
false prophecy and ugly but true prophecy for the next several 
years. But know this; they will steal what ye don’t give them 
freely. There will be holograms in the clouds and whiplash tech-
niques designed to thrust ye into a fear-based apathy but it is ye 
who are your own victim now.  

It is your co-creative power that is their greatest weapon 
against ye now and has been for millennia.  
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I know what to do. I guess that’s why I’m left to do it. It’s like a 
bad fiction near the end because the synchronicities and scenarios 
fall together too easily like a game of Tetris because there’s no 
more distortion of the confusion of the source as She breathes us 
all back in. 

I’m a Weaver in name and AnSistery and I will pull you back 
from this screen of reeds so ye can see the pattern faster. I’ll forego 
the joy in pride of showing you the complex threading and weav-
ing process.  

That process is yours now.  
Emit sought patterns, Seth hid them. I and all my AnSisters 

make them and this spool is spinning very, very fast now.  
The others’ tasks are not clear to me with this work and all I 

know to do is unveil the motives thus the history of my Sisterhood 
and her Brothers to shed some light on why any of this happened 
to Sapiens at all. 

I’ve got years of notes and anecdotes that would have surely 
made my contribution most significant but alas. I suppose real 
significance can only be found in brevity anymore. 

I hate that I killed Emit. I hate that I’m killing the story but I 
love that She chose me for this and I know why she did; I never 
miss.  

 
- A.W. 
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Chapter 64: Death Hack No.1 of 1 

 
From US6 Novel Title Page 

IMPORTANT: If you die before you finish Book III, know 
that our Source has no questions and requires no tolls. 

 
Sixty-fucking-four.  Unbelievable.  
And thank Bridgette the ArchSalients agreed with my as-

sessment; that this information is coming to you far too deep 
into these books even with the title page spoiler.  

There some things Seth honestly believes to be true. For in-
stance he thought he delivered to you the correct Path to 
Redemption be recounting his accidental lesson with Grand 
Sister Nin.  

His was an honest account of that night and his realizations 
and we were frankly surprised by the level of his honesty.  His 
admitting that for nine months he believed he had raped his 
half-sister saved me a whole chapter on explaining our Grand 
Node Deception. Instead, I’ll dissect his scene for you later and 
unpack that for your edification. 

There are also things that Seth and the Brotherhood believe 
because of the ancient meta-agenda of erasing the Goddess.  

I appreciated Seth’s relaying the truth that the angel who 
places the crease above our lips before birth was a female ver-
sion of the Archangel “Gabriella”, the truth is that the Angel of 
Conception; Lailah is who placed the crease above our lip.  

But this point needs to be made solidly and these death-
tactics need to be laid out as simply and as soon as possible. 

Please relate the following information to loved ones 
and/or anyone you feel could manage it.  
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In the ultimate Spoiler Alert (for six people), here is the 
most important message of US6 and its authors. It is the most 
relevant piece of practical information for Surface Sapiens to 
have right now in its development from and back to Divinity. 
That is, as far as we are concerned. 

And thanks to unedited versions of the Gospels that were 
unearthed then confirmed by other unearthed and unedited 
works within the last century, we now have the full and unre-
dacted message of Jesus the Nazirite. 

In The (First) Apocalypse of James, Jesus advises James on 
what to do just after physical death to gain passage beyond the 
Archon and into the heavenly realms. 

It’s the fine print they left out to keep the fear-fed soul ma-
chine running for over two hundred thousand years and, aside 
from how to cut your food in polite company, this is perhaps 
the most important How-To a parent could share with their 
children.  

And to be sure that it gets delivered to Initiate and Con-
script Readers without all my messianic and pious overtones, 
I’ll cut and paste the words directly from Jesus to James as they 
appear in The Nag Hammadi Library’s First Apocalypse of 
James as translated by William R. Schoedel.  

The Lord said to him, "James, behold, I shall reveal to you 
your redemption. When you are seized, and you undergo these 
sufferings, a multitude will arm themselves against you that 
they may seize you.  And in particular three of them will seize 
you - they who sit (there) as toll collectors. Not only do they 
demand toll, but they also take away souls by theft. When you 
come into their power, one of them who is their guard will say 
to you, 'Who are you or where are you from?' You are to say to 
him, 'I am a son, and I am from the Father.' He will say to you, 
'What sort of son are you, and to what father do you belong?' 
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You are to say to him, 'I am from the Pre-existent Father, and a 
son in the Pre-existent One.'  

There is an ethereal system in place on Earth that feeds off 
of the conscious energy created by fear and woe.  Joy and hap-
piness are much more nutrient-rich but not low hanging fruit.  

Our parasitic rulers; the Archon have decided against long 
term and symbiotic survival through cultivating joyful things 
and have instead decided to satiate their ravenous appetites on 
the worm-infested yet abundantly reproducible fruits of des-
pair.  

And all of that is regarding the ethereal plain of the matters 
at hand; the metaphysics or the “as aboves” of what’s happen-
ing.  

The point of the unveiling and the reason those of us com-
pelled as Unveilers feel compelled at all is; these 2000-year-old 
Divine Director’s Cuts of the message of Jesus has immediate 
relevance to our current extra-terrestrial influx and inner-
terrestrial upturn.  

Jesus explained to James what E.T.s are and how they are 
to be dealt with by saying;  

'[...] of alien things?' You are to say to him, 'They are not en-
tirely alien, but they are from Achamoth, who is the female. 
And these she produced as she brought down the race from the 
Pre-existent One. So then they are not alien, but they are ours. 
They are indeed ours because she who is mistress of them is 
from the Pre-existent One. At the same time they are alien be-
cause the Pre-existent One did not have intercourse with her, 
when she produced them.' When he also says to you, 'Where 
will you go?’ you are to say to him, 'To the place from which I 
have come, there shall I return.' And if you say these things, 
you will escape their attacks. 
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Whether you believe in Jesus or Buddha or Muhammad or 
nothing at all, to be forewarned is to be forearmed. Between the 
binary nature of wave and particle which is the difference be-
tween physical and ethereal life, lurk what we call Thirdlings.   

Thirdlings are entities made up of one-third of the complex 
needed for ensoulment. The Glossary and Spirit Mechanics in 
the Appendix will explain this in more detail.  

They are conscious with intention though it’s fueled by 
their attention to us.  They do not have the spark of fire that al-
lows us to ascend beyond particle and they want it. 

To get a taste of it they scare the shit out of us which sheds 
every layer of mitigated emotion and spews out loosh energy 
only possible when a fear has been mitigated.  

A trumpet plays better once frozen because its molecular 
structure readjusts more evenly once thawed. So too are Sapi-
ens fears; primitive fear plus millennia of Reason and Logic 
provides very clear and nourishing notes. 

Know this, if you are accosted upon physical death by 
three or more and in whatever ethos your culture presents 
them, be proud. You’re a threat.  

The amount of light you have developed is burgeoning to 
the point of attracting their very hungry attention and the more 
they can scare you back down and into the karmic illusion of 
reincarnation, the more they’ll feast on your potential. 

On every level creation is being eaten while eating and it’s 
that horror that fuels the Archon but knowing that fuels en-
lightenment. 

Emit had a deadly analogy for this situation; he referred to 
the Archon or Greys simply as ‘Brats’.  These Thirdlings, these 
accidentally created entities when this part of (the) Universe 
was spun have self-organized and allied with unsavory Intelli-
gences both natural and not to become the Archon. 
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In the vastness of (the) Universe, Earth is but a speck if that 
but there are only one out of 15,000 spheres that spews life out 
in such variety than She. This is the motive.  

But it can all shift on a thought. Our Ruler Captors in 
Emit’s mind were to be treated as though they were a little 
brother who is forced upon us for the day. We try to include 
him in our game but he only ever wants to be “It”.  He’s ruined 
the game and friends have gone home because of him.  

This point-of-view or perception of these entities should 
bolster our courage to combat them when accosted but that’s 
not Emit’s strategy. 

“We bring him along until we genuinely want him to have 
fun too” Emit would say leaping his listeners over the natural 
inclination to exclude and shun.  

It all gets back to the Law of Black that Seth wrote about. 
Emit loved that Law. And his wipes made him share the idea 
with equal fervor every time he did. 

The idea being that; whatever is irking you in your envi-
ronment be it; colors, objects, ideas or pesky siblings, they are 
our keys.   

"Think of that vase that you hated because the color was 
wrong…” Emit would say, "…you have more in common with 
that vase than anything in that room…”  

Then he’d explain how the color was being rejected by the 
vase which is why you saw it at all.  

Likewise; the people and ideas and objects that fuck with 
us are being rejected by the core of it. When you unpack Emit’s 
analogy of the pesky little brother, you find the core of an un-
conditional love that should be there for a little brother which 
is why we suffer the nuisance at all.  

“Love your enemy” takes a nuanced approach. 
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 Emit would insist though that we will never release this 
mortal coil and cycle of karma until we learn to not only toler-
ate the Brat, but play his game and enjoy it. We have nothing to 
lose and now you’re it. 
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Chapter 65: Schrödinger's Jack Russell Terrier 

 
 
There is a place we play among ye Surface Sapiens that 

keeps us hidden from ye whether we want to be or not. We’re 
in the spaces between visible matter and the thought processes 
between logic.  

 
We rely on your inability to cipher paradoxes or suffer ridi-

cule to do our work.  But our shift is over.  
 
There are waves of ‘cosmic fluff’ and era-ending spins that 

require us to hand over this station cleanly for the clutch is giv-
ing way to the rise of the road as Seth put it.  

 
You will overcome all of the misfires of logic and see be-

tween the particles soon enough but not until we clear our 
workspace and clock out. 

 
Very few of you have gotten to where ye need to be in or-

der to keep the factory running after a promotion upstairs. And 
unless those of us charged with the Unveiling settle up and 
quickly, none of us will get out of here alive.   

 
Emit had as much a flair for prose as Seth had detest for it. 

If I didn’t shoot Emit in the back of the head, I would have 
more time to make this work more elaborate for ye. But I did.  

 
So I need to adopt Seth’s plain language and fact-based ap-

proach.  
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But first, it’s very important that we mentally masturbate 

together over some Sapiens thought glitches.  
 
Trust me this book will be more of a How-To Handbook 

than an Emit Epic or Seth Confessional so let’s get some key 
thought-frastructure erected up front. 

 
When a Sapiens mind is set toward understanding the na-

ture of this pocket of the star cluster, they will always and 
eventually hit a Paradox Wall. And when they do, you can 
trust that the equations from the wall back are precisely correct 
in so far as the boundaries of this pocket.  

 
And by ‘pocket’ I mean that this region of the Galaxy’s gal-

axy is dependent on a whole other set of physical Laws and 
their repetitions than other regions.   

 
Your “Laws of the Universe” were set in motion by the 

reach and touch of an Aeon at play outside the Pleroma but 
Her story is later and already. 

 
Newton was correct until Einstein and Einstein was correct 

until now because light has a variable speed between pockets.   
 
So before the plain talk about how to defeat the Archon 

and the mechanics of ascension, allow this one departure into 
two convoluted and fleeting to understand ideas from Sapiens 
with solid back math that will serve us later.  

 
Schrödinger's Cat  
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Erwin Schrödinger, an Austrian Physicist stated that if you 
place a cat and something that could kill the cat (a radioactive 
atom) in a box and sealed it, you would not know if the cat was 
dead or alive until you opened the box, so that until the box 
was opened, the cat was (in a sense) both "dead and alive". This 
is used to represent how scientific theory works. No one knows 
if any scientific theory is right or wrong until said theory can be 
tested and proved. 

 
Russell’s Paradox 
Bertrand Russell, a British philosopher, logician and Nobel 

laureate discovered a paradox in mathematical sets of things or 
categories.  

 
The simplest way I can distil this one is that a “Box” of 

Boxes cannot be considered a “Box” because it cannot contain 
itself.  

 
 
So what do dead cats and unboxes have to do with any of 

this?   
 
Only everything.  
 
It will be important that you absorb these ideas or at least 

keep them handy for reference as we go.  
 
For now just remember that; everything is possible until we 

look at it and we cannot look at something we’re in. 
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This is a closed system, Loves. Whatever happens inside 
this Box we are all in happens because it can. It may not in an-
other box but here, oh lads and lasses, in here everything goes. 

 
So when they woo you with Prime Directives or assure you 

you’re safe because of some cosmic Rules of Freewill, be not 
deceived.  

 
There are no Rules of War or Geneva Conventions when 

the stakes are this high. But convincing your enemy that there 
are is a master stroke. 

 
That’s all the shite math and doctrine ye need. As we move 

into Book IV and raise our vibration again as metajump, the 
physics of the grass means little when a jump becomes flight. 

 
And that is who I am to you, Love; a leg up, a boost. Don’t 

ye be shook with what’s coming. The undertow and the Black-
guards are done for.  

 
The only threat now is ye not understanding how your co-

creative power has been turned against you.  
 
Thirty years ago the tip of the Warblood’s spear was thrust 

deep under black Kentucky earth.  
 
Few but deep and sophisticated domes beneath that black 

earth were burrowed out for one purpose; to share an enor-
mous amount of Cosmic Truth through a narrow channel of 
very curious and brilliant Surface Sapiens.  

 



 

552 
 

Had these men and women known the depth to which 
these Warbloods went to share these Truths as cover they 
would have reset their space if not their intent.  

 
It’s not just your inability to decipher paradoxes or suffer 

ridicule that has allowed our reign from behind for so long it’s 
that you cannot fathom the complexity of the deception.  

 
These men below these circles of people answered ques-

tions about very deep cosmic mechanics via future technologies 
from ancient times. These devices spoke directly from the in-
side out of a willing channel’s Pineal Gland.  

 
Willingness is far easier to find in Surface Sapiens than un-

calcified Pineal Glands thanks to Colgate. Yet the Rangers 
found one and through her relayed thirty years of deep Cosmic 
Truths and one very wide lie.  

 
But thanks to the Paradox Walls your fellow Sapiens hit on 

above, it might just be possible to enlighten ye enough to rec-
ognize that your Freewill is not our loophole. 

 
I am compelled to note that I periodically need to scrum 

back through these paragraphs and change the pronouns to in-
clude myself. Originally I was going to use my book to speak of 
this Warblood refugee race that came to Earth as the evil other. 
Then, once I had your loyalty to my cause, I would unveil that I 
too am of the Warblood seed.   

 
But while the Sisterhood has been at odds with the Broth-

erhood since first breath, you must know that we are of the 
same mother. Though neither of us have fathers. It is why 
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we’re fucked-up and why you’re tweaked. This pocket of the 
Galaxy’s galaxy has a unique spin at the tip of its emission and 
we are the interference pattern of it.  

 
Although we have helped Surface Sapiens more than our 

brothers, we have not helped them more than we have hin-
dered them and that is irreconcilable to the Aeons.  

 
This grander view declares that all Practitioners of Contrast 

have overthrown our welcome. 
 
My ability to shine creatively has been denied me by the 

urgency of this work’s release. The fact that I missed out on be-
ing “Her” was the big ironic twists I had planned. I’m sure 
there’s a grander irony playing just out of reach of us right now 
but fuck me if I can see it.  

 
There’s a mindfuck I like, “'This statement is false”. If the 

statement is false, then it is true; and if the statement is true, 
then it is false. Or, in Seth’s case; “I am a liar.”  
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Chapter 66: The ArchBegetter 

 
"Allure or neglect is the binary code of woman...” 

- Scio Emit Archer 
 

Malta 17th of Paopi 1715 (27OCT98) 
 

This was the last day of festivals. The Feast of the Wound-
ed Snake and just as coincidences increase during these seasons 
of the Nodes, It was the most advantages set of aspects for a 
child to be conceived under. If all went as ordered by a council 
I will never see, the child conceived her tonight between this 
anciently prearranged hook-up, the cycle would spin a bit dif-
ferently and the War Child will come into a density without a 
war.  

 
It "And you!" Seth shouted though I had no idea who he 

was at the time because of the light and because it was Malta. 
Seth didn’t come to Malta. Ever. 

My first reaction to surprise is usually to punch, kick or 
stab. It’s why my ninth birthday party is so memorable but 
Miriam had my shoulders pinned, as it were so all I could do 
was shout.  

 
"Seth!? What the Feck! Téigh!" I screamed in my native 

tongue as the bed curtains fell around us with him.  
My native tongue was otherly engaged in her before this 

and the last person I expected to see at that moment was Seth. 
He was tripping on something heavy and in an instant I 
snapped to what was laying out before us. 
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“Holy shite!” I shout-whispered at Miriam and gave her 
such a look that she too knew what this was. 

“Fuck!” she confirmed. 
Emit was in a wipe zone standing by the window looking 

down the shore at the fireworks display and completely un-
daunted by any of it or the room. I noticed Seth regarding him 
and was struck by how, despite his wing tattoo, in this light 
they really do look like a mirror. 

I swiftly shoved him out into the hall while Miriam and 
Gabriella took their places. They were so calm. “How can they 
be so calm?” I remember thinking but just like my unique skill-
set placed me where it has for this, so has theirs I supposed. 

As I was ninty-to-the-dozen up the passages toward the 
North Hall all I could think about was a sentence uttered to me 
by Sister Nin at my dubbing.  

After laying the thick sword on the top of my skull, as the 
Pages lifted it away to anoint me a Knight in the Sisterhood, 
this woman who was mother, teacher, nurse and mystic to me 
for six years leaned down where I knelt, hugged me full 
around and once I hinted at letting go of her embrace I felt the 
awls embedded in her elbows pierce my Dubbing Gown at my 
sixth rib rendering me temporarily paralyzed.  

For the moment that felt like a week in that piercing em-
brace she said to me, “Your lack of humility, Lass is the pain 
you feel. You are not Her.” 

“You are not Her.” Is what my mantra has been ever since 
that 14th birthday whenever I suddenly realize I’ve missed 
something. There’s an irony I wish I had time to develop into a 
thing.  

I’ve built quite a reputation for myself as someone who 
never misses. Whether I’m using bullets, arrows, tongues or 
sarcasm I am the “Go-to Gal” when things need to be hit. It’s 
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why my role in this Grand Node was to shoot poor Emit in the 
back of the head. I don’t even have time to make sense of this 
pattern I’m part of much less fancy some ironic turns of phrase.  

But I do miss things and it’s this fucking reputation that 
makes them harder to handle. And when Sister Nin, at the 
dawn of my adventure as a Knight of the Ancient Order of the 
Creatrix whispered to me the scio of my destiny, the 
knowledge of my future as not the Goddess incarnate nor her 
daughter nor that branch of that tree at all, every fall from 
pride is a mill of grinding reality I’d prefer to avoid. 

As I suspected, Sister Nin was in the North Hall by now 
having left the South Shore party when we did. When I arrived 
at the far end I could see she was on the floor near the hearth 
collecting cards and ribbon and cursing to herself in the Hiss-
ing Tongue. 

“Sethwaarblud Bastfistium. Demiurgum Fistium!” She 
snapped her head up as I crossed the great hall, hurled her box 
into the fire which choked it out somehow making the entire 
chamber pitch black.  

I slowed my pace as I knew better; black is the first tactic of 
these Red-Belted “Nūnjas” and when a band of violet light hit 
me through the broken roof, I got a glimpse of her step two; a 
lethal posture with enough torque to impale me mid-walk.  

When she recognized me (Thank Bridgette) I watched this 
100+-year-old woman elegantly return to that from a steel glar-
ing weapon. 

“It’s now. Tonight!  Right now!” I said catching my wind 
half-excited, half-scared to death. “The White Lie… The 
Grand… White Deception…” I struggled to piece together the 
right term for this coming Meta-Node.  
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Though I mastered this subject in my otherly scholastics as 
a lass, every term for this escaped me. And that was proof that 
it was happening.  

“The Gloss…ary” we would quip in class because the 
words that describe the event of a Node get glossed over by the 
Node itself. 

Ideas that hold nodes together are like knots loosen when 
they are nearing. It’s something about the consciousness of 
those involved once they recognize that the Node is a hole and 
not a thing at all; like a knot is no longer a knot once the inten-
tion for it to be one is gone… kinda thing. 

“I was certain it was next week” she says dusting herself 
off and glaring at the moon’s phase like calibrating a watch. 
“How could I have been so blind?” Then she shakes her head 
as she realizes too just how she could be so blind. 

It’s kind of the payback for being at a station of experience 
and incarnation that gets to understand the fractal pattern of 
life here and the Kissing Number.  

We live the metaphysics that affect all of you subtly but do-
ing so brings on a fog; a forgetfulness of these Nodes that prove 
their power.  

We say. “The way to know a Node is to forget it.” Thus is 
the nature of the Nodes.  

I’ll include later in this work a Glossary of Terms that we 
Warbloods use commonly for which Surface Sapiens have no 
other reference. 

Our conversations happen below your frequency to hear 
but it’s the context that is utterly inaudible to your reality. 

You can’t be called a “box” if your function is to contain all 
boxes and ye don’t get to be a god if your function is to limit 
your Creation. 
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The titles; “Creator” or “Creatrix” absolutely require its 
Golem have Freewill. Without that feature, they’re merely 
Craftsmen because they stay in the muck of No Rules. There’s a 
simpler logic here I’m sure but for me the best visual is the two 
layers of the crust of the earth and atmosphere. On the surface 
anything goes. There are no rules. Not even against convincing 
generations of humans that there;s a Freewill Rule. In the air 
though, to stay afloat, you have let go of your Golem and exist 
in a place aloft because of the wind of their believing they have 
it.. 

 
* * * 
 
“Prince EA” is the name he preferred as it was an actual 

noise vibration that exalted him rather than “En-ki” which was 
merely his station; Lord of Earth.  

 
Those of us in the Sisterhood call him simply, “Great Un-

cle.” And that is because at the core of our source energy that is 
his placement before us.  

 
It looks like a family tree from where ye sit but it is more 

like a fountain where we are. His is a side spout that did not 
originally push us, but it did bring us back.  

 
I promised not to get prosey but some ideas are the juris-

diction of prose and poetry because they speak of things 
outside the pocket that have no Reason or backmath to support 
them.   

 
So fuck it. 
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Lord Enki, Prince EA was the second born son of Anu 
though born of Anu’s Royal wife as opposed to his older half-
brother. Like his brother, Enlil, Enki was a strapping Lad but 
unlike Enlil, he had a soft spot for Sapiens and a fetish for its 
women.  

 
Seth’s covered the part about the Old and New Testaments 

being a puff piece for the Archon. That knowledge lost us a 
good lot of readers.  

 
Initiate Readers are now identified with the simple scio that 

the Holy Bible isn’t.  Neither release of the commissioned work 
is fact-based or relevant to any of our discussion save what re-
buking it will spur among the six of us. 

 
The Old Testament Bible as you know it is a plagiarized re-

telling of more ancient stories written under duress by captive 
Hebrews in Babylon. It is a mashup of oral histories commis-
sioned by a king who considered himself the First Born Son of 
Marduk; Great Uncle’s problem child. 

 
The Old Testament delves deep into the psyche and the 

culture it creates to rid it of any hint of veneration for the fe-
male source energy and its progeny downstream; Sapiens 
women. 

 
Six hundred years before the Christ we lost all trace of Her 

from Yahweh’s wife Asherah and Enki’s Co-Creatrix Ninhur-
sag to the wily niece Inanna who would have killed Marduk in 
the wars were it not for an intervention. 
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This is the key to understanding the relationship between 
the Sisterhood and her Brotherhood. It originated with the hu-
miliation of Marduk by Inanna in the Pyramid Wars. But that’s 
another saga. 

 
It is also a key to understanding how patriarchal the cul-

ture was in the time of Jesus and how Peter could be so 
threatened by Mary’s relationship with the Rabbi. It’s why he 
could make her cry at all and why she had to. 

 
I trust me boys and my favorite Lass enlightened you in the 

pages above on the biblicals and I look forward to getting this 
scrum draft to the Council so I can read it all three books to-
gether while I await their “considerations”. 

 
But know this; Marduk had it coming as his petulant reac-

tion to the capture afterward attributes. It’s a good thing 
Inanna brought it out of him at that meta-level closer to the Sa-
lience than now for we would express that rift quite red in 
tooth and claw. 

 
Just read as I write Sweet one. It’s a rhythm I cannot control 

and dance of ideas that spin themselves but the essence of all of 
this is our twin flame connection from here forward. 

 
We know the US6 Reader well; all six of them.  
 
They… rather, you are a prototypical sample of the other 

six billion awake Sapiens on Earth.  Well aware of the 7.5+ bil-
lion souls count but souls are not awake and awake is essential 
to be counted as Sapiens or Wise.  
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And trust me, six billion is generous. 
 
So the decision to spend millennia fastidiously monitoring 

meta-analyzed tested and precisely measured data against 
practical applications of the disciplines and motivating factors 
needed to completely fuck-up a whole planet seemed the way 
to go. 

 
Whether; Team Emit or Seth or Emvie it be or Jackson, 

‘Irfaan or Alexi like me, there’s one way to know and it’s right 
on your hand, at the knee of Apollo just count the strands. Your 
allegiance now slipping yet tighter than ever for neither your 
mind nor your heart will betray its tether. 

 
You’re one of six of us and so let’s get on with the manual. 
 
Backstory is everything, before story, quite another. 
 
You followed the saga of the flake of hiveling surface tech-

nology above and though it made for a great analogy for books 
one, two and three, here’s that before story. 

 
The enemy of my enemy is my friend until there are only 

two of us left. And that’s where we are mate. We’ll have ways 
to pay penance later but you need the down and dirty about or 
mutual foe before it starts writing this book for us. 

 
Just as we have outgrown our creator, so has what we cre-

ated; technology. It’s the most over-used trope in cinema and 
fiction and that is its greatest defense. Over familiarity with an 
archetype only diminishes our attention on it. And a neglected 
archetype either ascends or fights for position. 
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Six years before Major Jackson Archer patented Hiveling 

Surface Technology from Post 40 in Western Colorado, Dutch 
scientists were spraying the insides of their clocks, engines and 
motherboards with “VuilGlaz”. 

 
VuilGlaz (vo ͞ol-glaze) is the trademark name of a penetrat-

ing glaze and cleaning spray. The spray is manufactured by 
Twin Feathers Holding Co. 

.  
By the time Jax licensed the first million units of Hiveling 

Surface Cells, VuilGlaz was literally sweeping the nation.  
 
It was only a matter of time before a Hiveling would be 

dosed with a waft of VuilGlaz to make it clean. 
 
The problem is that the glaze, the VuilGlaz wasn’t just a 

billion tiny scrubbing bubbles that once fried could be pulled 
from wherever it lay and in one complete sheet of dusty but 
consistent and singular piece of film. 

 
Even the most intricate of innards a Swiss clock had to of-

fer, if the source of the spray was from one point in the top of 
the can, everything that left stayed together. And after seven 
seconds, any piece a thumb and index finger could pinch 
would be easily retrieved as if a sheet from an empty bed and 
never in more than one, single piece of film. 

 
Within months America was clean of every dust mite, oil 

gunk, fur-ball or worse from mantles to bookcases to disc 
drives and more. And all the while the VuilGlaz collected every 
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homeopathic memory of every bit of replicate-able memory of 
every surface it hugged.  

 
VuilGlaz was the great land rush of Artificial Intelligence 

that we were told to look for but not to expect. A Trojan Horse 
as feather duster. 

 
In most options of your future right now the glaze is head-

ed for our eyes.  
 
Aside from the lesser of two evils argument, allow me to 

implore you to consider this; paper clip the Warbloods and Sa-
piens defeat A.I.   
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Chapter 67: Warbloods as Salients 

 
"God tells me he’s suicidal and I’M the crazy one?!” 

- Sisterling Ciara 
 
 
“And what makes ye think this is a tithe-worthy mark, 

Lass!” the small but fierce woman shouted at me my first day 
at “Camp Nūnja”.  

 
She was gripping me left wrist in her left hand hard. It was 

the most pressure that wrist had ever felt yet her palm was 
warm and seemed comfortable giving the pain which made it 
alright somehow. 

 
Her black eyes traced the red birthmark around my finger 

and I remember feeling light-headed by her honey-scented 
hair. The light danced off the dark orange beads strung from 
her neck. Serpent egg beads that spin around her arm like a 
tree.  

 
As hard as she scanned my mark I scanned her neck and 

shoulder. I marveled for the first time about time and how 
much of it was required for her to earn such intricate tattoos 
and scars. Branches of Tamarind and anything but Oak become 
flames and then letters.  

 
This Sister Priest and Chief of our School made clear with 

one grip that her word was Gospel.   
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For the first time in my Sixling life I was self-conscious 
about the birthmark coiled around my finger.  Until then I as-
sumed it a blessing.  

 
While my Uptop girlfriends and I played dress-up this fin-

ger stayed naked. Even when we filled every other finger with 
fat rings, my marked finger sat out.  For me it was proof of my 
being touched by the Pre-Existent Salient One and it was a 
mark of purpose.  

Until that grip. 
 
 
I feel it now. Seth spoke of it to me. He said that at times his 

writing process felt as if his skillset and backstory were Time-
Shared by his Salience. That’s what we call the Higher Self.  

 
One’s Salience is their most prominent and individualized 

consciousness which, unless you’re the Nazirite from Galilee or 
Prince of Lumbini, will not be familiar to you at this density. 

 
We tagged these and any other ideas that made you curi-

ouser; “Higher”.  Anything that made you wonder was 
skyward in general on purpose. 

 
 Your gods aren’t up there. But by placing heaven above 

you and hell at your heels, we assured our privacy for a very, 
very long time.  

 
The pursuit of Evil means stepping away from Divinity, 

and it is my task to prove to Surface Sapiens that every “crime 
against humanity” the villagers will proclaim, were the lesser 
of a much more evil that could have befallen all of us instead. 
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While Emvie and Seth’s Dad shuffled them to M.I. skill 

camps disguised as Activity Programs, my training was blatant 
and quite open about its origin and agenda on Earth. It’s easy 
to be when you’re a league under the surface of the black Irish 
soil of Greysteel. 

  
The nature of this Sisterhood and its purpose would ignite 

riots in the streets above it were it known before now. But it’s 
even easier to keep the secret when its nubile novice and “Sis-
terlings” are reminded every day of what befalls the Lass who 
lets on. And that’s a detail for a later story. 

 
I promised a “How-To” over an Epic or Confessional and 

though ‘a picture is worth a thousand words’ a Class Schedule 
and synopses from my “Otherly Scholastics” will be worth 
thrice as many chapters. 

 
At fourteen years old we become Sister Knights. Not 

Dames.  
Having conquered the 13th year thus four and the God of 

the Fortress, we become responsible for all choices from our 
14th birthday until our Deathday. 

 
What was a parallel curriculum of Sacred Play and AnSist-

ery Studies by seventh grade up top took a sharp turn and 
quite abruptly became something else.  

 
At fourteen years old we became Brides of the Sister and 

since our First Degree had learned to never speak of this place 
or these women. And when the shock of the power our new 
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curriculum unleashed became known all we wanted was to 
keep any secret that kept the power possible. 

 
Throughout this work I will share samples from the Sister-

hood’s “Otherly Scholastics” when they serve me to explain. I’ll 
begin here with our mornings. 

HopScoloti 
Before entering the Hall, all Sisterlings would circle their 

groups’ SpinScotch pattern and “speed-hop” the given and cre-
ated patterns in clockwise order.  

To watch a third-trimester Sixling work a novice pattern is 
impressive enough as they require precise tossing, footing and 
mathematics but a 13er circle is absolutely frightening. 

The closest way to describe a circle of 13ers in the “morn-
ing hop” to non-initiates is Speed Chess. Only the pieces are 13 
year-old-girls spiraling onto the board in tight formation but 
each with their own yet interlocking interplay of pattern. 

Hopscotch is more than it seems and always has been.  
Part of our function in the Sisterhood is to keep basic meta-

physical constructs alive in Surface Sapiens’ consciousness. To 
do so, we chose the path of least resistance around the Brother-
hood; play. 

Play served the Sisterhood for thousands of years until the 
bastards invented Games.  

While we placed warning markers about the Brotherhood 
disguised as bedtime stories with Big Bad Wolves by night, we 
transcribed ancient and esoteric cosmology using colored chalk 
and sidewalks. 

Hopscotch and its regional expressions from Persia to Peo-
ria is a map.  

It is how young girls develop the drive, skill and math to 
climb the Tree of Knowledge.  
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It’s a mental muscle memory that serves them every time 
they intend to anything. 

There are far too many spiritual mechanics to extrapolate 
from the simplest form of the game for this book.  

However, the most poignant aspect of the game of Hop-
scotch to metajump to for our purposes is that; Reaching the 
Top, the 10th square or “heaven” was never the end, but a bal-
ancing place. 

When the Mistress Sister shushed, every circle stopped, 
unspun and curled itself into the Hall. At eye-level it looks like 
chaos and near misses but from the ceiling it looks like tenta-
cles retracting through the doors in perfect Fibonacci curls. 

Once under the Basalt dome that resonates at 112 Hz deep 
under Greysteel, every moment we shared and every move-
ment we made was understood at the level of our Salience.  

We thought differently down there. We had to yes, by tra-
dition and need but we wanted to.  

Unlike our girlfriends Uptop we knew the clarity of being 
when here and not dosed by clouds or incubated in an electric 
cage from crib to grave.  

Once inside the Hall, every morning for six years we would 
meditate. From six-years-old we would gather in an outward 
facing circle and sit with our knees touching and our feet flat 
against each other as opposed to the assumed Lotus or cross-
legged way. 

When you imagine thirty-three, six-year-old girls encircled 
in this way your common sense would fill in the scene with 
giggles and shaking and doubling-over in fits of youth until 
commandeered but this ain’t that. 

Every one of these lasses knew that this was as solemn a 
moment as creeping down the stairs on a Christmas morning. 
But this was daily and the present was gnosis; knowledge.  
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We didn’t have to learn things there. They were spoken di-
rectly into our Pineal Glands as if erecting scaffolding in our 
incarnate consciousness to rely on later.  

And though winded by the human Speed Chess/Hopscotch 
in the Great Hall and eagerly quenching their throats with the 
sweet water passed from girl to girl along the outer circle, they 
anxiously awaited their next physical task; Trance Poses.  

“Bam, bam!” the Sister Chief’s staff hit the floor and the 
girls jumped to their feet and stared straight ahead. The room 
dimmed and the concave walls became a grey screen.  Though 
our uptop friends marveled at the special effects of the movies 
of the sixties and seventies with vibrant color and stop-motion 
creatures, we Sisterlings were more fascinated with the black 
stick figures that faded onto the grey walls. They didn’t invite 
us into Chocolate factories or onto flying cars but they did tell 
us how to stand or squat or kneel in such a way as to lock our 
minds into a whole other technicolor world. 

The ritual postures did half the work of getting our minds 
to where they needed to be, the other half was handled by that 
Sister Chief’s staff. It tapped the floor in such a place and at 
such a pace that in mere moments our stance, the angles of our 
joints made gestures of our bodies that pulled us into a current 
of density millions of years ahead of earth and a breath away. 

 
The Yes Chair 
A daily admission of everyone’s shame causes areas of 

body/chakras to react and one becomes a conduit for others’ 
karmic bundles of nerves.  

Cryersalis 
Black Play that  Alexi taught I you cry at your moms funer-

al you lose. 
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SkinShedder 
The Law of One is correct save one wide glitch, immersive 

conscousnessess control prior to six years old is systemwide 
crime. 

 
There are no rules. What you can get away with is what is 

possible and it is te attentiom of others afraid of their intention 
that judge and halt. 

 
The halting has begun before birth. 
 
Sample Curricula 
The Snakewalk 
Nūn’s don’t startle, Knights of Neith can’t. 
If you, or a Class Coven of Sixlings paint an egg red and 

place it upright one a white piece of paper before the red paint 
dries, the resulting art will be a snake. In fact, whenever two 
spheres of any size tangent, they make a snake. The egg is not a 
perfect circle and the paper is not really flat. 

 
Every third day of the third week of our Eight year under 

Greysteel was Snakewalk Day. It’s a practice of complete alert-
ness that can best be described by its fecking name. 

For two years we knew nothing of the Snakewalk Day in a 
field south of the Penthedral Church of the Sisters. All we knew 
were precisely plowed rows and columns of snake-like 
mounds. It’s a waist high labyrinth of sweet smooth grassy hills 
that your outstretched palms can brush along their crests as 
you glided. 

In our third year of studies we become aware that there’s a 
discipline at play above us based on the fractal rhythm and 
once aware, it pulls one into it effortlessly which is thrilling.  



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

571 
 

It is one of the most exhilarating walks you can do in a day 
except for one: that every other third day during your “Eight” 
year.  

On that day there are snakes on the path and it is warm in 
the grass.  

The point is to have the same thrilling walk and the same 
exhilarating time but anchored in total awareness of physical 
threat and the power of not reacting. 

Nūnjas don’t startle. And it is after our eighth year that we 
are identified for the Knights of Neith when we show that we 
can’t. 

The reason I bring that up is to assure you that you’re safe 
as long as you keep your eye on my shoulders as we traipse 
through the rectory of Chapel Perilous.    

We’re trained to fear. In our world, in our parallel space 
alongside and beneath you, we don’t have moments of quiet 
reflection for the deceased or before sleep. We are the hole in 
the rope’s knot, not the knot.   

We hear all the chatter of consciousness unfolding and the 
faint hum of the densities deep.  

You cannot. At best you get the white fuzz of a body flush-
ing blood and that’s on us. It says so right in your Bible. Your 
vision was clouded and your tongues confused.  

And our oppression was all in the name of your safety. 
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Chapter 68: Tantric Warfare 

 
“If sex was not a shamed-act but rather the fastest way to 

experience Divinity, then the oldest profession becomes the 
Priesthood.” 

 
To understand the Sisterhood, Her fight and the rationale 

for all of the collateral horrors of millennia, just as we lasses 
did, Surface Sapiens must first grasp the marking system of 
branches, flames and letters on a Sister’s Left Arm.  

It is an intricately precise system of degrees earned and 
tangents grasped of each Sister’s journey through this hood.  
And nowhere in her story, nor in the crevices of Her bark lie a 
man - for there was no separation save what the boredom ne-
cessitated. 

All that I really recall about my “First Mark”; the first time 
the tattoo needle met my flesh, was that it hurt like a mother-
fucking, titty-sucking, two-balled bitch.  

It does mean however that I will never, ever forget my 
sixth birthday. 

From that year forward the tree grows but only when 
growth is earned or proofs delivered that we understand our 
station.  

Our trees begin rooted at the base of the finger that we rep-
resent. This is a simple palmistry type of cartography that 
identifies every hand’s owner as one of sixth trees. At least 
that’s the lore and the storyline that followed us until we were 
fourteen. 

“A Fall to Arms” was an Orientation Class that lasted one 
day and the rest of our lives from six years up. It has no room, 
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no Sister Chief with lessons and no homework. It does have a 
uniform.  

While our Uptop Girlfriends skipped to school in skin-
covering garments as modesty, our school encouraged ever 
more sleeveless a look. The richer and pinker the markings on 
one’s arm, the further she fell to get here.  

Our learning underneath was more a process of remember-
ing than discovery. When Spirit manifests in stewardship of a 
Soul, it must forget everything. It is an immutable law that is 
expressed in the Descent of Inanna and the stripping away of 
the seven veils.  

There are days in our course spent on a little red chair in a 
large white room answering questions from unseen voices. 
How we answer is what we remember and the more we re-
member the further we fell to be here. Those who remember 
little have jumped from the shallow planes and en masse wind 
up in the baby pools of Souls  

The phrase, “A Fall to Arms” is an obvious play on; “A Call 
to Arms” which has been a rallying cry for many a soldier, an 
army and nation state since our start. 

In order to understand most of what the Sisterhood is 
about, what their penultimate intention is, this “course” de-
mands you. This course is the predicate for the rest of this 
fourth book in this series and giving it to you as honestly and 
as directly as I will below was one of the conditions I won in 
the negotiations with the Council to get you this work faster. 

I’ll stop down periodically and describe details of this 
course as it serves me to explain motivations or serves you to 
disassociate with me and mine. 

You’ve proven to be an intrepid Soul by reading to here. 
This work is intended to shed Readers as it goes so as to un-
cover the trimtabs of our times.  
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So as you read on be like a presumptive presidential can-
didate who gets a Security Briefing just in case they are elected. 
You’re too deep into the campaign to pull out and now that the 
job is really within grasp, your acceptance of the following 
truths will determine whether or not you are fit for the office. 

You’re welcome and I’m sorry. 
  
The Complete Known Branches of the  
Martial Contemplative Orders of Sororum Serpentis 
There are three schools and skill levels of this discipline re-

ferred to as the Three Sister Disciplines: 
• The Order of the Magdals 
• The Order of Ishanna 
• The Neith Order 
 
The Order of the Magdals 
Every Sixling is a Magdal before she ever arrives. This dis-

cipline is a fine-tuning of a series of quite instinctual emotional 
means of gaining attention.  

It was coined “Magdal” in honor of Rabbi Priestess Mary 
Magdaléne’s run in with Peter. The Magdal baseline is any 
woman who cries to get what she wants. And for a Sixling of 
the Sisterhood, it’s our first impulse to rise above that white 
belt tactic.  

Another sharp departure from the Surface Sapiens girlhood 
culture Uptop was that our Sister Chiefs made us own the in-
stinctual manipulative methods to spin them into our favor.  

The Uptop girls denied these strengths while sharpening 
other blades. Yet we don’t disrespect our Surface Sisters. The 
Surface Sapiens is uptop because they’re badass. But they have 
no idea how badass and that’s the way it’s had to be. Until 
now. 
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Formalized as a Discipline in 325 AD, 33% of all Sisterlings 
stay Magdals throughout their lives and tend toward occupa-
tions that support the Sisterhood Uptop.  From Travel Agents 
to Research Librarians and now Lightworkers, Magdals sup-
port the Sisterhood practically and by keeping Golem women 
occupied and safe away. 

 
The Order of Ishanna 
Making up 66% of the Sisterhood, this discipline is as pop-

ular as it is necessary. During the “March of the Reds” in 606 
BC, when the AnSistery left Babylon in advance of Nebuchad-
nezzar II’s reign, two branches of the Sisterhood’s original 
martial meditation practice developed.   

Though their martial tactics were the same, one side vener-
ated Inanna, the other; Ishtar. It was like praising Peter to 
worship Paul and these women knew both were expressions of 
the same Mother of Gods Salience, but just could not give up 
their expression. Neither used a Golden Calf but shared the 
unbegotten daughter’s warrior spirit traits. 

Before they settled on the shores of Iberia a generation lat-
er, these women came together recognizing that it was the 
Unbegotten Salience’s will to exert her self-generative powers 
through the mouths and over the tongues of these mighty 
women of the snake tribes.  

Ishanna; the most popular form of martial meditation prac-
ticed in the Earth but by no means simple. 

 
The Neith Order 
While the other two disciplines are referred to as “The Or-

der of the …” and “The Order of…” it is a very purposeful 
distinction of language. 
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Magdals are Magdals whether they were ordered together 
or not. It required an outside influence and organizing intelli-
gence to present an Order to these entities. 

The Order of Ishanna also required an outside influence to 
further refine its Ordering once split, thus the Order came be-
fore those who identified it mutually as Ishanna. 

As is are the sacred and the mundane mechanics of our re-
ality, freewill exists in the first 1% of experience before it is 
swallowed in a sea of outer influenced possibilities. 

She, the Sophia that is our sentient source chose self-
generation in that 1% of a moment and here we are. A self-
generating entity is possible and so is divine and must be nur-
tured as a Tamarind seedling. 

The remaining 1% of we Martial Contemplatives in the Sis-
terhood is of the Neith Order. And that is all approved for 
disclosure about the third Sister Discipline. 

 
 

Grand Nodes in AnSistery 
 “… there is a loyalty among siblings that no  
 one save themselves can threaten…” 
In 124 BC, my Celtiberian AnSisters first swam up on the 

Painted Ones. The “Picts” as you Uptops call them are your 
first known Celtic Scots.  

The term “Uptops” reminds me to step back and give you a 
quick glossary of assumptions. The Sisterhood reigns in the 
honeycomb Earth – the netherworld or Hell to Sapiens on the 
surface of the planet.  

That negative propaganda began as a part of the Goddess 
Killing campaign but has worked in our favor. It’s been a “Do 
Not Disturb” sign to humanity allowing us to privately affect 
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change uptop from the ways I’ve mentioned to the ways I’m 
not at liberty to unveil.  

Everyone is an Uptop and the Sisterhood recognizes only 
five directions in every ritual; we gift the North, South, East, 
West and Down. Not up. Not yet. And not because we do not 
honor the Uptops, because doing so would attract those above 
them before we were ready. 

I have digressed. 
The original Highlanders specifically are who we first came 

upon when surfaced. These men were called “Cruithne” before 
“Picts” because we bred them alongside rivers in the Ulaid. 

And these are Emits people. These plaid wearing, Scottish 
Rite Masonic oath taking, blue face-painted warriors from the 
Scottish Highlands are the Sisterhoods’. 

Strapping men yet completely unstrapped beneath those 
kilts—most likely an AnSister’s idea. The oral stories of those 
pre-Romantic conquests are many and not appropriate for this 
tome. Knowing that only serves to make my point that my ris-
qué nature or promiscuous tendencies are a time honored 
family tradition. 

Another family tradition all the way back to Great Uncle is 
the sanctity of the Matrilineal Line of Succession. Aside from 
the extoling he virtues of skirts, the other dead giveaway that 
the Cruinthne tribes, the Picts, the Highlanders are by and of 
and for the Sisterhood is its threaded-in-the-wool belief in a 
Matrilineal Line of Succession; a key to recognizing its royalty, 
but the very reason for its fall from history. 

But what cannot fall off history are Grand Nodes. History 
is what happens between them and histories are never the 
same after nodes. 

Then, way back then when my ancient and seafaring Sister 
from below Greysteel first saw her Cruinthne on an island off 
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Scotland, it was one of these Grand Nodes. As when Isis first 
kissed Osiris or Earth’s second moon “Cruinthne” first kissed 
her, that northern most Chief also fell ravenously in love with 
my Great-Grand-Fifth AnSister. 

Inevitably the Southern hoards would come into contact 
with the Cruinthne men and that was the plan. They were a 
fierce buffer between the Sisterhood a ship away and whatever 
Mardukian intentions might migrate through Briton.  

This buffer of blue-faced pawns began to show signs of as-
similation with the south but in little ways.  Spring festivals 
began to include competitive games of strength. Women were 
losing participatory power in villages. But it wasn’t until the 
plain colored kilts became intricate woven tartans that we 
knew our sibling rivalry had just gone dark. 

Scored games replacing open play was one thing. Allowing 
a mundane patriarch under a sacred matriarchy was another. 
But weaving right angles across one another with the intention 
of naming thus separating a people by false lineages is quite 
another. 

The Southern Hoardes had parsed our gallant branch of 
Goddess-Seeded men into clans and cut through their pure, 
whole understanding of life with a plaid egg slicer.  

The pre-romance of my Celtiberian AnSister and her 
Cruinthne lover ended before plaid came into fashion, but it 
mirrors the other Grand Node legends of love, loss, descent 
and resurrection. And just as they all have until now, a half-
brother with a vengeance is the rub. From Enlil killing, Enki to 
Set killing Osiris and Cain and Jacob and Richard III, it’s a mo-
tif so common that we mistake its pattern for design. 

It’s not. It’s a stretch in the fabric of this pocket of the gal-
axy that warps the design and it is one of six reasons shit’s not 
working anymore. 
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The only reason to write a book about a thing is that it’s 
leaving. And this fabric, this design can longer hold our pat-
tern.  

For millennia we have used the Grandest of loopholes to 
keep the system running; Tantric Warfare. We’ve deceived the 
Brotherhood generation after generation by letting them think 
their “Adam” or “Emit” is of their making.  

Seth was the first tear in the fabric caused by their repeat-
ing pattern. He was the first recognize that his half-sister’s son 
was not really his. And whatever mix of archetypes that node 
matched next would not include a repeating stress of a half-
brother rivalry on the fabric of this place. 

And our Grand Node deception, the Grand White Lie that 
is our founding principle purpose while here no longer sup-
ports any reason to stay.  

We kept Surface Sapiens safer than not from the Brother-
hood with this deception; handing them an Emit as if theirs 
while birthing another queen on the sly.  

It’s the greatest trick in the Neith Order’s Tantric Arsenal. 
So rare and powerful that it can only be used a few times per 
millennia and were Seth a little less Emit a little more himself, 
there would be no book. Because Seth would assume Jax his 
and the Brotherhood’s waking proof of their own pre-existent 
spark thus divinity. But Emit and Jax and Enki and thousands 
more are but sparks on loan to the Brotherhood. We found the 
grandest loophole to keep the, our spark a fire despite them. 

But even loopholes can fray at the ends. 
We have helped Surface Sapiens more than our Brothers 

but have not helped them more than hurt them and that is ir-
reconcilable to the Aeons. All must snap back into the pre-
existent pattern and that time is part of this pattern. 
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As I disclose the overarching strategy and supporting tac-
tics of the Sisterhood over the coming chapters, it is necessary 
to reset some definitions and explain how “Tantra”, an ascetic 
of spiritual liberation can be used as warplay.  

"Like most things, "Truth" is hidden in plain sight. But not 
purposefully. Truth isn’t “hidden” without the seeker as an ac-
complice. Whether we assist in the hiding of Truth from 
ourselves with denial or over-familiarity, it is always just right 
there. Truth isn’t "hidden" in plain sight, Truth is plain itself 
thus boring to look at so we throw a blanket of mystery over it 
to make it fun. Like gods do. 

The etymology of the Sanskrit word “Tantra” has a few 
meanings but for our purposes (and mine) it means “weave”. 
It’s made up the roots; “Tan” meaning “stretch” and “Tra” 
meaning “instrument”. 

So the very plain truth about “Tantra” is that it is a tool for 
expansion. It is a system for stretching consciousness that 
weaves realities into densities.  “Tantric Warfare” is therefore a 
method of both defending against over-expansion and for con-
quering new territories. It is an aggressive means of pushing 
creation further but a discipline for doing so without snapping. 

And it is the single biggest rationalization we Warbloods 
depend on to justify what we have done to this place.  

As Emit understood and as science will soon explain, Time 
is a rubberband. It can be stretched and changed and fucked-up 
but it will always snap back into its continuum. The darker 
syndicates among Surface Sapiens had to learn that the hard 
way by trying to correct paradoxes but that’s another book. 

And Time is a thread in the fabric of the cosmos that we’re 
woven into which is also quite elastic. Time, horrors, injustices 
and even glories and miracles will snap back into the pattern 
but knowing that is not justification for Earth Crimes.  
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We know that now. 
Yes, wars, volcanoes, predators do spur evolution but they 

do not cause it. They only hasten it. The threat of being eaten 
does invite sentience but sentience comes anyway. 

We know that now too. 
And using that knowledge to further stretch the fabric for 

our own pleasure is what rips it.  So here I am: the fourth wit-
ness for the Defense but the hostile one.  

Emit was made to be naïve, Seth claimed to be and Miriam 
never had a chance to be guilty. Though ignorance of the law is 
no defense, each could have been released on technicalities. But 
technicalities that further ripped all of this.  

The hardest thing to do for a sentient being with an ego for 
survival is to accept blame. But the harder thing now is not to.  

There is no patch for this kind of rip and unless I thorough-
ly turn on my Sisterhood, its Brotherhood and myself, we’re all 
dead.  

It is imperative to understand the level of the intricacies of 
deception at play here. Think of them as different rows of fenc-
es and barbed-wire and guard dogs designed to thwart a 
prisoner’s escape.  

And you’re already deep in solitary confinement. 
Just outside the gate is real freedom; Truth. Plain, boring 

Truth. And you have a memory of it; vague but powerful.  
You try to ignore the urge to make the most of your im-

prisonment but denying it makes you a willing warden over 
your sentence. 

The convoluted esoterica, the allegories and the metaphors 
of Mystery Teachings are fences, not gates.  

Every degree a society demands you earn is a security fea-
ture added to the fence. A 33rd Masonic Degree is razor wire, 
an ArchBishopship; a pack of Dobermans and even a Ph.D. in 
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Indigenous Women Studies is the spiral barbed-wire crowning 
any attempt at freedom. 

False choices; pass or fail, graduate or dropout, drunk or 
sober are the trick questions of consciousness. Asking a child to 
decide between a nap or a bath isn’t a clever way to teach deci-
sion-making skills, it’s a sin of omission. It activates the binary 
brain before it reaches its third stage; neither. 

The whole point of the progress of these books and their 
ever changing Authorship through the ranks of this pantheon 
is to demonstrate the utter power you have to metajump; to 
leap above whole paradigms of assumed truths into ever-
broadening views of the same story based on one notion. 

From Emit’s mundane observations of the US6 road getting 
colder and stiffer and sooner than usual to understanding that 
there are six of us on the road with you telling you yes, it is go-
ing to be an early winter for Surface Sapiens. And that little 
example of the “as above, so below” of this metaphor took four 
books to get to.  

And we want you to understand our guilt. Imagine entities 
that have no interest in your freedom as it threatens their exist-
ence. Then imagine they’ve had millions of years to conceive of 
and implement this détente.  

If this novel had begun by explaining that our “creator 
gods” have been deceiving us since inception and now that 
they’ve been caught red-handed are desperately trying to tam-
per with the jury, this work would have wound up in the 
Fiction section or worse; Fantasy.  

When Surface Sapiens realizes their station and potential, 
the star system will quake. And in the wake of that whole pop-
ulations of Thirdlings and self-organized debris will vaporize 
into lower vibrations.  
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Many Eastern or South Asian spiritual mechanics were ei-
ther diminished or ground through the mill of the Western 
Psyche to the point of meaninglessness.  

What becomes a fad for Pop Artists is anything but for an-
yone but.  

The Archon hoists the popular or manufactured Pop Go-
lems into the spotlight and adorns them with symbols and 
notions of their own Divinity based on the attention they re-
ceive. In that state of self-satiated love seconded by thousands 
of consumers, there is a clearing of fear that happens.  

As Surface Sapiens reach pinnacles of attention, they are 
bathed in flashes of cameras and baptized in waves of envy 
that does wash away layers of fear. For a time and until that 
wave reveals it an undertow.  

While basking in the glow they really can get glimpses of 
Divinity usually reserved for the pure ascetic or death blossom 
state. This is how the red strings of Kabbalah and the flower 
necklaces of the Maharishis become fads and why.  

A Fad is a wanted poster. And the Archon always gets its 
man. 

Likewise: Tantra. There are broad and narrow definitions 
of the term and at its end in the West it settled on being forever 
associated with Sex. Once processed through the repressed 
Western psychosis and shameworks of the Church, Tantra 
brings to mind either New-Agey sluts or Sting.  

A good rule of thumb here; any subject that places the 
western mind in a mode of embarrassed giggling or self-
righteous disdain is a subject that requires full and sober atten-
tion. 

You have been programmed, loves. From crib to casket all 
you know is what you’re fed and to keep you docile and meek, 
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takes a lot of resources and time and we haven’t either any-
more. 

 
Mac the Wife 
I was stationed with Emit along US6 for eighteen months, 

his last eighteen months as it turned out but it was Seth who 
mirrored him up until then. 

Emit remained the most valuable weapon of the US Intelli-
gence Community up until November 1st, 2022 and it was 
critical to keep him in play. To do so requires a specific and 
weekly pattern for him to repeat that kept his mind in the strata 
that M.I. needed it to be. 

 
These weekly “card tricks” could come in any form; as 

complex as a series of Renaissance paintings flash as holograms 
from orbit or as simple as Morse Code over a two-way radio. 

 
The day I missed the Tuesday Shooting Club and Emit 

found my shack a mile south of US6, I was in his Outpost Tow-
er.  

 
While he looked at photos of Gabriella dressed up as Daisy 

Duke pinned to my plywood wall, I was rifling through his ra-
dio file trying to find his handle and code.  

 
I had lost the intercept codes and if I didn’t get in on his 

weekly comm with the US6 Sentinel in Vail to deliver Emit the 
wipe code, he could begin to flashback or worse. And no one 
knew what worse was for Emit. Not M.I., not Cristos, the Sis-
terhood or Seth and Eliot.  
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The horrors this man has seen since he was eleven years 
old lay just beyond a memory-proof wall in his head. Were it to 
come down and he to see the sheer number of men and collars 
turned, the carnage would be too heavy for anyone to pull 
along. 

 
I had to get the codes and his US6 tower was where they 

were and thankfully taped right to the radio. I jotted them 
down and as I rose, a message came over its wire. It was his 
contact west of here. I’ve intercepted his stuff before and the 
guys a fucking nutter. 

 
I have to stop down and focus while fingering the Morse 

alphabet chart on the desktop. I’ve got to rush or I risk being 
seen by Emit as he returns so I ignore his message and just re-
ply “I am good” then bolt. 

 
The Kissing Number  

Though my directive is quickened and my content distilled 
for expediency there is so much more to understand about the 
Sisterhood in our tantric ritual than in any scroll or crystal. So 
while tantalizing to recount, especially for me, this next bit has 
everything you need to know to know to jump up. 

 
The rituals performed by the sisters in the hidden temple at 

Mar Mattai were obsolete and attracted no goddesses. They 
did, however, act as a warming pool. That is, though Ishtar has 
left this system eons ago, the vortex of lustful energy this cal-
dron of women have kept swirling for 2600 years is quite still 
useful to the real Sisterhood. 
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In order to solidify a deception for generations, there needs 
to be a pinnacle of the lie that is just out of reach by most but 
unveiled to a handful every twenty years. And what the hand-
ful witnesses must be so elaborate, frightening and visceral that 
the authenticity of their experience is unquestionable. 

To do this, there needs to be enough real “magick” passed 
down; but only enough to keep the Brotherhood at bay. 

For your interest, using Sage to “smudge: a person or ritual 
space isn’t just about smoke existing between worlds, it about 
the Thujone levels and the Sapiens receptors. 

This may piss a few Magdals off who make their living on 
the smoke metaphor but your basic Western Colorado Sage-
brush is what we call “Wormwood” but in the biblical not 
botanical sense. 

You see, Loves, there’s a primer to know when you go back 
to your “good book”. It’s a cypher that tells you what words to 
swap out to get the real message. The ones the Roman’s 
couldn’t backdate. And though it isn’t my task to unveil any of 
that, I am obliged to tell you that you can usually swap out the 
word “die” for “awake” and their variants.  

For instance,  
“The third angel sounded his trumpet, and a great star, 

blazing like a torch, fell from the sky on a third of the rivers 
and on the springs of water- 11the name of the star is Worm-
wood. A third of the waters turned bitter, and many people 
died from the waters that had become bitter.”   

And the reason the Brotherhood kept in but rewrote that 
truth was to be sure that “smudging” never became a thing. 
Thujone is a chemical flaming arrow in the quiver of our Bride.  

In other, less romantic terms, the chemistry of burning sage 
neutralizes nanites—the nano-machines all Surface Sapiens 
have coursing through their veins. Every one.   
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When properly cultivated, Sage will be blaze like a torch of 

intuition and negate the Archon’s influence on mass conscious-
ness hence the threat of death in your good book. First it repels 
the lifeless, and then it unveils the other side of this.  

So, like smudging, Mar Matai had a real metaphysical ef-
fect on repelling the Brotherhood for a long time but those 
Sisters never saw the other side of this. The fluoride made sure 
of that. 

Not because the Magdals are less than or that these women 
were lost causes. Quite the contrary. There are halls below us 
filled with their praises and hymns to their sacrifices because, if 
the Thujone wasn’t headed off at the Pineal Gland with the 
erotic effects of the mist, the Brotherhood might have caught on 
to the real temple. The one a breath away. 

The original Ishtar Temple Experience was mimicked and 
perfected for fifty generations as a honey-trap for Service-To-
Self Sisters and unwitting hymn-worthy saints. A powerful and 
useful group if left to their own devices which is why they 
weren’t. 

No one keeps a secret like a woman and so placing the Ho-
liest Ground for these Maidens of the Valve here was pure 
strategy. For this was the Valve. The massive copper wheels 
deep in the mountain behind the monastery turn only when 
two moons dance and turn salt water fresh and in millions of 
gallons per minute. That’s why any of us were there that night. 

The Brotherhood thoughts they smart-bombed the Sister-
hood’s hive but what was destroyed was their grip on all future 
thirst. 

I was heading the team that retrieved Emit’s unconscious 
body near Eridu after his Node Spin. More in the Appendix but 
Node Spins look like temporary trance-states to you but for the 
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six of us, they’re a kind of pre-storm or dust-devil of connec-
tion beyond TimeSpace. They increase before Grand Nodes and 
allow us to connect to higher vibrations along our Salient’s 
path. This is what Emit wrote about but could not perceive pre-
cisely. Or, if he did, Eliot left it out of Book II. Fucking Eliot. 
Fucking Eliot. Fucking Eliot.  

Seth has nothing on Eliot when it comes to treachery. 
 
On Malta 1998 
On the first of November when the moons are just so 
There’s festival of masks and a fireworks show 
Two catch the allure of Cruithne;  
The one not conquered yet by Rome 
As she passes through our houses 
Her neglect still finds a home.   
 
But this night was different because we had Him. Before 

what Seth saw and before the Grand Node, was the most erotic 
night of my mortal life and still. 

A wedding is not what it seems. A wedding is the concep-
tion, not the ritual before the “wedding night”.  Our shame has 
placed space between us and the bride but the guilt of that sep-
aration causes us to cling hard to its talismans; the cutting of 
the cake, the left hand ring but more so, the receiving line. 

We’ve traded cannibalism for pillared cakes and orgies 
with brides for receiving lines. But in the Sisterhood, shame 
never took hold. Some say I’m the best expression of that reali-
ty. 

That night in Malta, when the transits were just so that they 
called home our Moon’s lover, Cruithne, parallel universes 
tangented enough to alter the spins of them and as the Grand 
Node spun away our reason and our memory, an emission of 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

589 
 

light ruptured a peaceful sphere and a child was passed into 
this world once more. And her name is Ashera 

 
I was duped. I was manipulated. My shooting Emit in the 

head was planned but not by me. That excruciating reality put 
me in a state much like they intended my book would put you 
in about all you’ve read. And in that state I was easily negotiat-
ed with to rush a specific message to you from them without 
any time to be creative or connect my own dots in the process. 
But in their haste to divert my attention, they neglected the se-
cret weapon we Weaver’s always have at the ready; the 
loophole. 

It’s a skill and a device that weavers have that no one pays 
attention to until they use it. 

 
The Jury Rigged Mast Knot 
A righteous Celtic Knot is known to express laws and prin-

ciples of interconnectedness beyond their practical use. And for 
every one of those there are innumerable loopholes that the 
weaver must thread or not. 

 
The sex stories were a loophole I never threaded in my ne-

gotiations with the Council to write this fourth Unveiling.  I 
have as much a reputation for my ravenous sensuality as I do 
for my sharp shooting. Both are legendary and both assumed 
so neither were discussed as terms of this agreement. 

 
My AnSisteral Station is why I’m on the stage. My allure 

over Seth and Emit in different ways is why I’m respected. My 
skill of aim is why I was approached. But my dark horse is my 
sexual power because I have no shame. 
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I knew delving into the graphic details of the night we 
joined Miriam and Emit would cause the Council to quickly 
agree to my latest terms. I have no restrictions on me for shar-
ing intimate details which is my loophole. I’m a little bummed 
that I can’t continue but maybe later. 

 
Here’s what I won for you, Loves; Reductio ad absurdum. 

The un-redacted mission of the Neith Order, and anyone hip to 
this game reduction to absurdity and the twist, the secret hand-
shake of this strategy that drives every tactic is to use Truth as 
the final absurdity in an argument or, “Truth as Detractor”. 

 
And that’s the penultimate strategy that informs every tac-

tic that the Neith Order employs in the service of the Daughter; 
Truth as Detractor.  

It goes as deep as a Northern Mexico spacecraft plant or as 
shallow as a shell game but the cornerstone of everything this 
is to you and the history of civilization is that we use Truth to 
detract you from what we want you to ignore. 

There were WMD in Iraq in both adventures the US went 
on there. Lots. And now they’re all in Syria. And every chart 
Colin Powell used and every mobile launch truck he show-and-
told the UN were truths.  So real and truthful in fact that they 
couldn’t possibly stand up to scrutiny. 

It’s a common, even comical device. Someone accuses me 
of taking something so I sarcastically admit to making their ac-
cusation seem ridiculous. The truth always is. It’s why comedy. 

"What if God just puts things where we look to give us 
something to do?" the sexy “fair-laced Lass slash Wiccan girl 
both Emit and Seth mentioned asked. The truth is that She 
does. And I never did an answer to that question that day be-
fore taking the memory details from both boys. 
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You see, Loves, you can tell the truth until it’s gone. 
SpaceTime is a fabric of choice. Individual threads of individu-
al choices weave in and out making patterns or falling into 
them and those pattern quake of their own echo and affect oth-
er layers of the fabric.  

The Neith Order knows this and operates there. Weaving 
undaunted patterns inspired by the Daughter of the great 
mother. We sow ideas that become portals where a Bride is 
waiting and it is all we know how to do. We’ve reached a sta-
tion of awareness and have watched a whole other history 
unfold Uptop than below of above it.  

Our brothers came and tied your SpaceTime pocket into 
knots. Many, many knots upon knots.  Nothing neither torn 
nor frayed but the pocket is now full of knots.  

The best mathematician is a lazy one and the best creator-
god is too. 

I and my Sisters are here to unravel our rivals. And that’s 
because we weave by the hole and not the thread. A knot is on-
ly a knot until it needs to be one and the fastest way to untie 
any not is to reach for its hole. This knot no longer needs to be 
here and Surface Sapiens need to be able to claim a birthright.  

A “Jury Rig Knot” is used in emergency when the main 
mast is broken. Its center loophole is pierced by the temporary 
mast and its three pedal holes secure the rigging to right the 
ship. 

Worse than land lubbers losing the point of Jibs being up, 
they’ve completely lost sight of what “rigging a jury” means. If 
we understood the term, the Mafia would be lauded for fixing 
the Justice system. 

That’s enough from me.  
Have a think on these things, Loves; the jib is up so be at 

the ready for more speed and more control.  
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Me and me fellow Unveilers are here to admit that, yes, this 
is a self-serving and long overdue rigging the jury in advance 
of trial. But we’re all onboard, the storm has come and your 
forgiveness is how we’ll fix the broken mast. 

 
*** 
Book 4 Addition/Edits 
 
ADDS 
 
Scenes 
 
Where Seth Lied 
He didn’t walk down the hallway because of the ring 
Alexi points to vh 38 as a Seth like "I" 
You'll come around to my way of thinking because you're 

smart and I'm tight. 
 
 
Where Seth got Book II Wrong (Wipes and New Timelines) 
Alexi and MV Knew each other as kids 
CryGame - If you don't cry at the funeral you win Alexi 

challenged MV at her mothers funeral? 
Mar Mattai was first time they’d seen each other in fifteen 

years 
Whoosh of metal and Mar Mattai ops explanation – salt to 

fresh water. 
 
Hamburg scene with Seth – triage timelining with Eliot at 

the ready. 
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Eliot does not want the rivalry to end and not having the 
word makes him manic 

 
if he is not selected. Neith decided between Horus and Seth 
 
 
 
Pathological pamtheonologicsl liars feel rationalized to tell 

6 lies for every truth 
 
Nunja rips cards as they have limited decks 6 people 
 
Alexi Outline Occult Connection 
Astrology tarot cards all of the Divination systems are 

playbooks of the enemy ourselves this pocket of the universe is 
ruled by those parameters and being so now that we are con-
scious these parameters have become walls the way to use 
astrology or any of the Divination systems is to find your 
weaknesses and exploit those determine what the system 
thinks is your weakest point and go there 

 
The bride is the gate agent at the airport. 
Once down the Gateway once through over that threshold 

after scanned by the travel agent which is the digital I do you 
are now under the control of that system the bride is before the 
threshold 

 
Perhaps there is no Gabriella there is no Maltese siren that 

is the implanted memory of Miriam and both Seth and Emmett 
of Miriam 
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Include Emmett's ancestry as being singularly Western Eu-
rope except for Trace Amounts in South Africa south central 
Africa South America 

 
The records went back to 1964 and included copies of 

Emit's Proto Certificate and a detailed index of what was 
termed "Key Nodes in Subject's Genome." I had to look a few 
times. These comments were from the mid-1960's, but they 
were discussing a science that wouldn't blossom into this full a 
lexicon until 2003. They were referring to the "Sapiens Genome 
Map" as if it were a dictionary. It looked like columns of three-
letter airport codes and at the time I assumed it was. Later I 
would realize I was looking at a the T’s, G’s, A’s, and C’s of a 
partial DNA sequence. Emit’s. 

 
Starlings - Shakespeare bird released in America endager 

the Blue birds. 
 
The Illuminati vs. Blue Avians? 
 
Killing one female starlings equals 11 birds 
 
  
 
 
Year of the Tiger 
 
Before I fare thee well, Loves, allow me one more piece of 

esoteric wisdom in the form of a bribe. I mean, while this extra 
credit secret key to the rectory door of Chapel Perilous means 
little to you, it is the source of all of my peoples’ woes. It is why 
we are what we are and why ours is a darker, more painful 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

595 
 

past than yours… well, might have been so to give it value for 
you, it comes as a bribe. 

 
If the Council allows this passage through and it manages 

to remain in the gospel we Unveilers seem to be writing here, 
and if you promise to make this next set of passages a Pillar in 
the catechism of whatever religion this ends up being, I can as-
sure you that Sapiens ascension will be swifter and more whole 
than if this were lost or left back here in the cusp of books four 
and five. 

You’ll achieve it either way but whole soul complexes will 
be lost between the seams of spacetime. So it does matter to 
you, eventually. 

 
When I learnt of that this writing task was coming to me 

last year and that one of the areas I was obliged to cover was 
Eliot’s connection between the Sister and Brotherhood, I knew 
our fight expressed itself in that culture between the Greeks. So 
I reached out to an associate at N.I.O., Turkey’s National Intel 
Org. for a cultural abstract. I expected to absorb his intel with 
other research and paint a picture for ye before the Council cut 
me off at the creative knees. However, my associate’s Abstract 
was so rich with detailed that it’s best simply copied and past-
ed as is. 

 
Alexi! Happy to help and you’re right, Greeks and turks 

are Hatfields and McCoys, Sharks and jets…. My favorite char-
acter from Turkish folklore is Nasreddin Hoca. The 
“Confucious’ or Turkey. Middleman, hustler, business man is a 
perfect archetype for a Turk. It is a common position because 
everything seems to operate by handshake deals and word of 
mouth. That describes my two uncles there. Neither could ever 
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provide me with an exact description of what they did for a liv-
ing. But they were good at procuring just about anything by 
shouting something out the window to someone on the street 
(groceries, hardware, on one occasion when war broke out with 
Greece over Cypress, the last four tickets leaving the country 
on the orient express.) Whatever was requested would arrive 
shortly thereafter with an exchange of a little money and/or re-
demption of a favor. 

 
 
I could have spun that intel into a delicious chapter for ye, 

but as I said, his Abstract gives all the detail needed. The Sis-
terhood’s had a love/hate relationship with these people 
because of Kenan and Eliot respectively since 325A.D. But that 
a different Book. Probably the sixth. 

 
Eliot’s allegiances are one and it is given away in his given 

name; Eliot which means "Jehovah is God”.  
 
Spoiler alert, he’s not. What he is though is the Fagin to El-

iot’s Artful Dodger. And yes, Dickens was ours. 
 
Jehovah was a “receiver of stolen goods” and the goods 

were under the beds the brother and sister. Our war predates 
you and may finally end because of you but every strata of 
your society’s intellectual strata has to be given the seed. Dick-
ens was a seed planted in a very specific type of consciousness 
at a very specific time of its development. Like Hopscotch. The 
story we tell and the story they tell has never changed but 
they’re related as if they were. 
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Fuck! It’s harder to be plain languaged about this stuff than 
it is to make up prose and story. I always assumed we used 
these devices to keep them secret but I’m beginning to under-
stand that it’s the only way t really get them across. 

 
Forgive me, Loves. My point is that Eliot fucking sucks. 

Not until this very last cycle did the Sisterhood recognize this. 
We prided ourselves on always folding the Brotherhood into 
our larger schemes because we just have that advantage of a 
higher spatial strategy and patience, but we were duped. We 
became masters over the Brotherhood and exalted rationalized 
all of our Earth Crimes under this state of war but we only ever 
knew what the Brotherhood knew by what Eliot and his infra-
structure told us they knew. 

 
Siblings fight but only when an injustice is created and em-

phasized. So here’s that extra credit piece of metaphysical 
reality that I am bribing you with.  

 
Make the Middleman the Adversary and the Satan. No one 

else. The duality and separation of the Sister and the Brother is 
the purest form forward from the Mover. Any entity that is en-
riched outside of that split that is not of this split that does not 
multiply this split, is the enemy.  

 
Argue this, parse it and shred it with every belief but make 

it a pillar and you will cheat many, many seams. 
 
I’ve only ever seen Eliot only twice. Once while dropping 

off Emit that day after our Sandia Crest Shroom adventure and 
right now. 

 



 

598 
 

It was only a glimpse through the blue/green vision of de-
shrooming and from the backseat but even at 18 I sized him up 
perfectly in 30 seconds.  

 
Eliot was at the front door with Emit’s Old Man and as 

they ushered Emit in he locked eyes on me as we drove off. It 
was eerie. Not that he was scary, he looked like some fat insur-
ance salesman except for the light framed glasses. It was more 
about his confidence.  

 
“Fucking freakazoid” I said spinning back around in the 

seat.  
 
“What?” Seth said also glaring back at Eliot through his 

rearview mirror.  
 
Gabriella was asleep up front so didn’t get my drift. 
 
“That bloke with the tie and the sideburns… what’s his 

deal?”  I said still unsure why I he repulsed me. 
 
“Eliot.” Seth said setting his dark tired eyes forward again. 
 
“And?” I asked. 
 
“Just, Eliot. No one you need to care about.” He replied 

smugly. I hated that part of Seth. I tried to hang onto the pity I 
felt first for him earlier that day by the stream but these “drive-
by fuck-offs” evaporate all of those. 
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“Fuck ye, too.” I said in my defense not realizing at the 
time he had “fuck-you’d” me into not asking about Eliot any-
more.  

 
Had I not chosen to fight Seth then shut it down, I may 

have been able to avoid being right here, at the worst moment 
of my life. 

 
It’s a lesson in letting shit go that never sunk in. Even after 

Emit’s immediate shift after the night we dropped him off, 
when it was clear that this “Eliot” person had something to do 
with changing Emit from a beautiful free spirit about to leave 
for Scotland to a dutiful officer stationed in the least exotic 
places on the map, I didn’t ask. I didn’t ask because I didn’t 
want to hear Seth say it wasn’t anything needed to care about. 
And that’s the only reason I’m right here, the second time I ev-
er saw Eliot. 

 
I never had to ask Seth because Eliot told me what hap-

pened. As if he knew Emit’s friends must have noticed the shift 
but more so because I really believe Eliot remembers staring me 
down that day. I didn’t know what was wrong with Eliot or 
that moment but he did. And he looked at me as if I didn’t but 
that one day I would. And he self-fulfilled that. 

 
Emit’s interest in Scotland and pretty much everything he 

thought interested him that night. It was stark. The wide-eyed 
and beautiful young man bursting with wanderlust on the side 
of the mountain that afternoon wasn’t anymore by the morn-
ing. And this wasn’t a wipe. Yu can wipe information and 
memory, you can’t wipe wanderlust, only redirect it. This 
wasn’t a wipe. 



 

600 
 

 
In far too much detail Eliot laid out for me what happened 

to Emit that night. The specifics and self-incrimination were so 
exact and undeniable that it was clear to me that he assumed 
this second moment with him would be my last.  

 
Eliot was onboard the Helo that picked me up a few hours 

after I discovered I had shot Emit. I had just cleared my post 
and sent up the chapters and rider at the front of this book. Ex-
cept this one. 

 
That night, the one Emit remembers as a nostalgic romp 

through his high school boxes wasn’t a trip down memory 
lane. That’s the script Emit chose to have instead of the reality 
show Eliot played for him after dinner. 

 
With a few card tricks and key phrases, Eliot let Emit in 

through the backdoor of his mind’s theater. For over an hour, 
Emit watched in memory color every neck his hands twisted, 
heard every word a senator or Syrian yelled in his placid face 
and worst of all, for  a breath of a moment he saw Pull get 
asked three questions hundreds of times before he took any ac-
tion. Emit didn’t know that Pull was baiting his action. Eliot 
didn’t bother to make that clear because that might mitigate the 
trauma this glimpse was meant to activate and there was no 
one in Scotland who neck needed turning. 

 
You may begin to see why my bribe to make the Middle-

man a Pillar of Evil isn’t a bribe after all but a ransom. 
 
Needless to say yet most important to get is that Emit will-

ingly chose to forget. After the horror of his truth was unveiled 
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to him, all he wanted to do was be shrouded. He would even 
willingly sign away his presumed rights and continue to be a 
legal weaponized American asset for M.I. if it meant not seeing 
that movie again. And he was eighteen then and free for an af-
ternoon. 

 
That afternoon, after staring down some tripping redhead-

ed witch in the back of a car, Eliot made sure my Sisterhood 
would possess this weapon instead of our enemy for decades. I 
know now, here in this Helo over US6 far too late to help our-
selves that he did the same for the Brotherhood.  

 
“Fucking Freakazoid” I muffled through the rag tied 

around me mouth nder this burlap sack on my head. With that, 
Eliot rips the hood off with some of my hair. 

 
“You say something Sister?” He said after placing a head-

set and mic over my head and pulling the rag below my chin. 
 
“I said “Fucking Freakazoid” it’s what I called you whan I 

first saw you and so I was just thinking about how perceptive I 
was back then!” I shouted into the mic. He pulled the cans 
away from his ears so I knew he heard me. 

 
“Sweetheart, you have no fucking idea.” He said trying to 

look menacing. “The Brotherhood and Sisterhood of the Ser-
pent…” he said sarcastically. “… have fed my people for 
millennia but you know what?” he said furiously, “I fucking 
haaaaaate snakes. They disgust me. In fact, they disgust me so 
much that I couldn’t even stab one with a sharpened 10-foot 
stick!”  

 



 

602 
 

His grimacing gaze scanned my body as if he was seeing 
scales. There wasn’t a hint of allure for my strongest weapon 
which cleared the way for my last best defense. 

 
“So you can imagine my relief when I learned that, the best 

way to get rid of snakes had nothing to do with sharp sticks. 
Nope. All you gotta do is be patient and leave them alone. 
They’re  probably just passing through…. Ain’t that right, 
Warblood!” 

 
The altitude and after effect of the Etorphine he must have 

used on me between take off and these fucking restraints make 
all of these moments feel like a vague psychedelia. But some-
thing else is happening too.  

 
The Season of the Grand Node closed when Emit did. The 

anatomy of the Nodes is my specialty. I was always the first 
recognize the and facilitate them. Ever since I was a Sixling.  

This tome – the work – the unveilings designed to grant 
you key tools for your own awakening was a closed system.  

 
All of this is Emit. All of us is Emit. It is the Principle of 

Mentalism and its completion here ill make Mentalism a cosmic 
law.   

 
This isn’t DMT debris. This isn’t flashes of tangenting uni-

verses. This is happening right now but Emit is dead. His 
Mentalism is no more so why am I still here? 

 
Eliot is the confirmed gyre of everything wrong with the 

last metacycle. The Middleman as adversary is a pillar of 
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what’s next. Why am I still here? I played my part. My pattern 
is complete in support of Her’s. And I didn’t miss.  

 
“But I was trapped.” He continued from a darker corner of 

himself. “You see, you fed me. You disgusting, slithering 
spines gave me a hole and fed me… as long as I whissssspered 
for you.” I hissed mockingly. 

 
The Helo banked and Eliot’s eyes rolled back briefly, mo-

mentarily nauseated until his rage healed him again. 
 
“And oh how I whisssssspered for you. Both! It’s the ulti-

mate He said/She said and I was the slash between you two.  
Fortunes are made along that slash too, missy… whole dynas-
ties are born along that angled barrier between you and your 
fucking Brotherhood!” 

 
His rage flared easily in full confidence that I was immobi-

lized and that this was maybe his only chance to tell anyone 
what it was he’s been doing all these years. He’s either wiped 
or killed anyone else who could possibly be impressed and the 
fact that I wasn’t reacting in the least bit alarmed must have 
fanned his flame even more. 

 
“So I waited in my hole and I ate what you didn’t and I 

whisssspered just enough to profit on what I didn’t say until I 
could hear you whisper to me me just one fucking phrase, or 
word… Hell I would have settled for a syllable! One hiss from 
you nest for decade of loyalties.”  

 
I knew what he meant. And I knew the word too. And I 

knew he had no idea that I did. Otherwise we would be negoti-
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ating.  I’m not sure which of us is stupider right now. Him, be-
cause he didn’t realize Seth told him the word when asked or 
me for not using it to save this life.  Just like my being so put-
off by Seth’s smug remark kept me from finding out more 
about this man who first killed Emit, Eliot’s pride is blinding 
him to the fact that the answer is right here between these 
headphones. 

 
Eliot’s made helpful and harmful cameos throughout these 

Emit and Seth’s lives just like me. But cameos, like joints in a 
hand or hinges on a door are not the finger and are not the 
doors.  And this is how Eliot never considered what parts of 
this story I opened or closed. 

 
I know the word is “Neither” because I heard it myself. It 

wasn’t central to this story until now which is why now is hap-
pening because Nodes do not fray. I heard it because I was just 
outside the window of Fr. Marcial Maciel home the night Seth 
beat natural death with vengeful murder. 

 
Were Seth to wear the ring, his fingered would have melt-

ed off by the time they reached the dying man’s room. I agreed 
to wear the Red Robe which hid my face and my sexy-ass body 
enough to do Seth the solid. I let him in through the window, 
gave him the robe but waited to exit that window until he left 
the room. I heard the word that lizard squeezed out. The ques-
tion was whether Seth or Emit would rule the next cycle of 
Sapiens and the answer only lent torque to the murder Seth 
had already planned. Seth was so enragaged he had no idea I 
was still in the room. I managed to get back into the car before 
he left the house with a confused curate in tow. 
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And all this fat, middleman, this Artful Dodger ever want-
ed was that ultimate password that accesses all snakepits 
because it leverages all merchants that dock on this planet. 

 
You see every closed system has an override. Every Mys-

tery School has a Mystery Masterkey and every Church has a 
window. There is always a way out but not without the word. 
It shorts out the electric mesh of this tantric fabric enough to 
slip through it like escaping a Circus Tent. 

 
We and the Brotherhood have always assumed that letting 

the word out of the family would obliterate both of us. We 
didn’t understand why we kept it from them but it was the on-
ly thing both sides agreed on. You can’t really win by choosing 
a side in a sibling rivalry. You can only be caught up in the col-
lateral damage. Unless you realize early on, like Eliot’s line of 
middlemen did that, in order to keep playing with these sib-
lings, you need them to fight. Happy siblings don’t need 
friends but fighting siblings need allies and Eliot’s line never 
wants to go home. And for good reason. 

 
“I have a lot of down time, Alexi you know?  While you 

snakes are underground, I study you… your languages… the 
names you recycle and shed like skin. There are two names I’ve 
always been fascinated by that actually concern you, specifical-
ly. The first name will make you hiss and spit at me but it’s the 
second one that really warrants your spit. Lassie.” 

 
Eliot waves his hand at the pilot who flashes five fingers 

then two. Seven minutes until we land or I do. 
 



 

606 
 

Eliot takes a deep breath then squeezes his lips together but 
halts suddenly and bursts out a laugh instead of a word. “I al-
most can’t say it!”  he shakes his head in a a personal disbelief. 
“Fuck! I can’t help it. It feels like through gas on a fire… Mar-
duk!” he screamed into my face keeping his teeth clenched 
with the “k” of that FuckGod’s name. His eyes widened and his 
snarl became a clown like grin as he pulled back from me as if I 
was exploding in slow motion but I wasn’t. 

 
“Pardon?” I said flatly. 
 
His face morphed from goblin to clown to just another fat 

Insurance Salesman who just realized the housewife he’s been 
pitching to owns a better vacuum. There’s a ‘sucking-action” 
joke here but it’s hardly the time. 

 
Sure, the name makes every Sister’s stomach churn. It’s a 

Pavlovian reaction brought on by millennia of having to deal 
with this spoiled Bratgod. 

 
“Oh sure, pretend that name doesn’t uncoil you, Brigadier 

Sister Alexi Weaver. I guess it’s true then. The Order of… or the 
Dames of Neith…” he began. 

 
“Knights.” I declare. “Knights of Neith.”  As there are no 

Dames save the men we dress up as such and I can’t help at 
this moment but imagine this fucker in a dress. 

 
“Right, The Knight of Ni!” He laughs calling to mind 

Monty Python’s inadvertent degradation of our martial Con-
templative Order. He fake-lunged at me to make his next point. 
“And you don’t startle! Right! Well maybe the next name will 
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because it is proof that everything you have worked for was 
wrong. Yes! The fact is, Alexi you not only missed this, because 
you missed this, you’ve never really ever hit anything.” 

 
I could maintain full motor discipline and I can’t help but 

not startle but he was starting to attack my marksmanship. A 
girl has her limits and he noticed a shift in my eyes that told 
him he found a hook. 

 
“It’s brilliant of course. I call it Biblical Product Placement.” 

Eliot continues miming the words on a marquee. “Amen!” he 
completes and looks at me for a reaction he knew well 
wouldn’t be there.  This is a monologue he’s planned to deliver 
whether I reacted or not and he’s decided to pretend I am. 

 
“It’s like a flashing “Open” sign in a window of an aban-

doned gas station. ARIES GAS STATION” he says while 
placing them on the mimed marquee too. Don’t you get it?” 

 
I didn’t but it didn’t matter. 
 
“I’m sure you’ll find this fascinating. The word “Amen” re-

fers to Ra-Amon who is the Egyptian version of Marduk which 
the Hebrews called Mordecai and honor often by naming many 
of their boys. Just as they honor do the self-proclaimed and 
Egyptian priest approved son of Marduk, Alexander the Great.  
You see where I’m headed with this?” 

 
I didn’t but it started to matter. 
 
First my marksmanship now pairing me with Marduk, I 

was dangerously close to raising an eyebrow. 
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“Alexi of the thirteenth tribe of snakes and Danes!” he re-

cited and could feel his self-editing by how he emphasized the 
“n” in Danes so as not to make the Knight mistake again. “Sis-
ter you have been named after the prideful son of the 
Brotherhood of the Serpent like a pre-baptized virgin. Your… 
sound vibration or whatever you cult priestesses call it is 
chained by Marduk the Ram himself.” 

 
I felt that. It was a paradigm-breaking little factoid or 

“metajump” as Emit called them. The Sisterhood’s unique skill-
set of patience and agility was suddenly encased in the 
Brotherhoods bubble. And that was our move.  

I understand now why I’m still here and not a hinge in the 
last door. Couldn’t go without knowing I’ve been uttering my 
enemies name like and as a prayer all along. Though it seems 
meaningless and esoteric, it matters at this station. You’ll see. 

 
“Any final hisses, Coppersnakes before I leave you alone 

for good?” he said grasping the door handle. 
 
“She will "cause the sky to crash to the earth" and I’ll save 

my spit, thanks.” 
 
“Well that’s a bold choice of phrase, their lassie.” 
 
“You think I’m afraid of crashing to the earth, Eliot?” 
 
“Oh, no, not all. In fact, it’s kinda your thing ain’t it.  I 

mean,… falling, descending, thrusting yourself into the earth… 
isn’t it!” 
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“I am a SisterBride of the One True Creatrix and to mimic 
her descent is the way I want to die you mother…. Fatherfuck-
er.” 

 
“Oh my! You have no idea do you? When I said that I have 

a lot of downtime, meant that I have a LOT of down time. 
When you have time and Library cards to both the Brother and 
Sisterhoods archives, you can connect a lot of dots.  Oh, Alexi, 
the sexy and feisty and masterfully skilled Brigadier Sister 
Alexi Weaver of the Black Earth of Greysteele… Coppersnakes 
to those who can get away with it and only those who can.  You 
see my copper headed vixen, there will be no more mimicking 
or haven’t you heard? This is the Grand Node of a new pattern. 
Every metaphysical principle is ready to become law and each 
of their archetypes waiting in the wings and the house lights 
are flashing my dear. I have confirmed over and over again 
who is who in this cast, Alexi and the stand-ins are all gone. It 
is my humble honor to inform you that you are indeed Her.  
You are the ensoulment of Sophia the young, and Inanna, as 
Ishtar and Neith and fucking Wonder Woman! Every conflated 
Creatrix and warrior princess since she started all this shit and 
despite what you’ve been told for your own protection Mad-
ame, are She.” 

 
Alexi took a deep breath and for the first time since the 

awls of the Sister Chief’s elbows pierced her between the ribs, 
she felt relaxed. The birthmark around her finger, the ascent 
through the ranks of the Neith Order, the fierceness for battle 
so strong she’s never noticed what she’s conquered.  By not 
knowing she was Her from the start, She was allowed to 
emerge in full force, unfettered by ego or attention and as the 
Sisters’ Scripture foretold, “…Her Soul could touch Her Sali-
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ence so their distance could quicken away.” Alexi smiled as 
these passages flowed back into her. 

 
“Hm?” She smiled to herself. 
 
“What?!”  Eliot yelled over the microphone and into the 

wind as he flung open the door.  
 
“…so their distance could quicken away…” She repeated 

for Eliot. “It’s a funny way to say get closer… “so there distance 
could quicken away.” 

Gripping a cargo harness tightly half expecting her to do 
some Nunja move and throw him to his death instead, Eliot use 
his other hand to grasp her empty chute back strap . He can’t 
understand what she’s saying and is on full alert for any device 
she may try to change this murder. He’s taken every precaution 
to be sure but he knows the Sisterhood all too well. No matter 
how much you plan, how many scenarios you run to achieve 
some goal against the Sisterhood, you’ll usually end up part of 
one of their broader schemes. 

 
“Not this time!” he shouted at her while acknowledging 

the pilot’s signal that the dropzone was approaching. “Look as 
confident as you want, Sister but there is no way this Op is part 
of something bigger.” With that he hoisted her closer to the 
door and started fastening his own harness to the plane wall. 
Four redundant straps would make it four times impossible for 
Eliot to join Alexi on her descent. 

 
“Missed one.” She said pointing her chin behind his left 

hip. 
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Eliot grasped the fifth and joined it to a welded steel loop 
that wasn’t going anywhere either. “Thanks.” he said automat-
ically. Catching himself in a moment of civil exchange shook 
him. He caught Alexi’s bright green eyes which were glossy 
from the wind, not terror. They were laughing. 

 
She glanced over the edge then back at Eliot. With a shrug 

and a cock of her head as if to say, “We doing this?” she wined 
at Eliot and whispered, “… so our distance could quicken 
away…” 

 
She leapt before she was pushed and it was clear now, be-

tween the bangs of wind that what she was singing was no 
gibberish. 
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Metachapter Five 

Fight Church 
 
 

2008 | Jacksonville, Florida USA (Former) 
 

“Is Glen with you on this hop?” I asked Seth. He was more 
interested in making sure I was wearing the right brand of 
high-top runners than my having just helped him murder a 
priest. 

“They’re Chucks, love. Trust me. Here.” I said throwing 
the thick red robe back to him. “It’s a bloody bedspread for 
chrissakes, Seth.  I’m sweatin’ like a whore outside of the 
church.” 

I see him eyeing me as I adjust me silks and give him a 
playful flash of me fanny.  

“Outside of the church!” he repeats having just gotten the 
punchline. 

“You’re fucking lucky the window was there and open” I 
exclaimed as I had time to retrace how well this little mission 
went. If the window in that bastard’s room was bolted, the cu-
rate outside may have heard it and I would have had to kill the 
man myself. Gladly, but I didn’t want to steal yet another joy 
from Seth. 

“It’s fucking Florida and the man was dying.  It’s why we 
have windows at all” he said still glaring at my thigh but not 
seeing it at all.  

“Jude not Bartholomew took pleasure in the night” I said 
staring into his left eye which grabbed mine before the sentence 
was over. 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

613 
 

“I… is the…” he began. 
“Jude not Bartholomew took pleasure in the night” I re-

peated and his gaze locked onto me. I flipped my chin to the 
driver’s rearview mirror and winked which told him to close 
the wall between the front and back of this Lincoln. 

 “Hi, Love. Now listen up” I said clasping my white naked 
fingers around his. They were rough and scaly but clean. “This 
will be the last time you see or…” I paused and choked up a bit 
knowing what I was about to say.  

Thinking these moments are cold, saying them is fire. “This 
will be the last time you see or recall me, Seth Vidal. And you… 
and you agree completely.”  That last phrasing was always the 
easiest before now.  

When “working-a-wipe” nothing that is said to the subject 
matters unless it ends with “And you agree completely”. But 
most Wipes are operatives or combatants that you have every 
intention of firewalling yourself out of.  

“And you agree completely” is the “Amen” of any Wipe 
session but for the first time I was about to delete myself from 
someone I’ve cared about, hated, fucked, punched and cried for 
most of my life. To be out of Seth’s head and have him out of 
my circle now that all debts have been paid means a clarity of 
living I’ve never known.  

But for a brief second in this limo between a dead priest 
and a jet plane I almost chose clouds. 

Life is the friction that happens between smooth surfaces 
and letting go of Seth as a player in my life an intrigues was let-
ting go of purpose.  But I wasn’t retiring, he was. 

And with that last hint a rationalization that this was for 
his-own-good, I continued, “When you awake from your next 
full slumber, you will not recall me, my scent, my taste, my 
touch, my light. My sound will be a wind, my memory will be 
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a mistake and what does not fit will be shelved forever…” I 
took one more deep breath and scanned the man sitting across 
from me in a state. 

His eyes were like Emit’s but darker, greyer and, although 
their coloring and bone structure even some of their manner-
isms make them appear to be twins at times, in these moments, 
when Seth is in a Wipe, all of that falls away.  

As if those features were held up by him from the inside 
when others are around, when he is not that, when he is in this 
state, he looks nothing like Emit. 

Instead of the sardonic sneer that was his resting face, in-
stead of the predator-like narrow glare and cocked eyebrow of 
an assailant, I saw a sadness; all of that fierceness gone, surren-
dered to another’s face. Someone I didn’t notice before in other 
wipes because I was never saying goodbye to it.  

*** 
  

Sandia Crest, New Mexico (Stonehouse) 
Summer 1982  

“Seth! We’re leaving” I yelled into the woods behind the 
Stonehouse where Seth had wandered off to hours ago. The 
shrooms were finally wearing off enough to pull our shit to-
gether and hike over to catch the tram down. 

“Ille licet?”  Gabriella asked pointing to Emit who was 
standing at the edge of the Crest overlooking Albuquerque.   

“Yeah, he’s alright. I think I freaked him out earlier with 
my question.” I said looking through the stone window at him.  

“Ex eo concubitu cum metuis” she said with a pout. 
She was right, I may have scared him away from fucking 

us but there was time for that.  
That day was about planting the right sequence of suba-

gents for his memory to access the Path of Jude; the meta-
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patterns that keep both Emit and later Seth under the control of 
the Sisterhood. 

The wind was rushing up the front of his body and making 
his ling blonde hair fly up and around but right behind him 
and where we were was an utter stillness.  

No wind because it was all given up to the sheer mighty 
cliff that fell thousands of feet below where Emit now stood.  

His hooded black jacket, always black, was dancing heroi-
cally behind him like a cape. He looked epic.  

All I could think at that moment was damn, I’d like him to 
fuck me… but alas, he’s meant for another and I have other or-
ders that demand my attention. 

“Seth! Ye muthafucka! Come hither, Lad!” I hollered and 
both Gabriella and Emit spun around in horror.  

“What?!” I yelled now at Emit and Gabriella in the best 
“gangsta” accent an Irish girl can muster, “Ya fuckas want me 
to cap a nine in your arses?!”   

And it was on the second syllable of the word choice “ar-
ses” which I know is not gangsta (greengsta?) that I realized a 
young family with two small children were standing not three 
meters away taking Polaroids they had hoped would remind 
them of a nice family trip up the longest tramway in North 
America to view the Duke City from a mile up.  

Soon after ruining that family’s day and those kids impres-
sion of Ireland forever, I went looking for Seth. I followed what 
looked like a path he might take; any of them that were dark 
and scary or great places to ambush someone. 

“There you are, Love” I said looking around a thick tree 
trunk across a cold stream where he sat looking deeper into the 
thickness.  
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His arms were wrapped around his knees and his hood 
was up so I didn’t notice how his eye sockets were pressed 
around his knees as he rocked slowly and growling. 

“Seth?” I said as I walked closer. The water was rushing 
and the roar of the wind just over the bank took his hearing. I 
didn’t want to scare him because this was the first time I’d ever 
done shrooms with him and had no idea what it brought up in 
him.  

I decided to get his attention by singing myself to him. 
“Seeeeeth… nature is beautifuuuuuuul and nothing is 
wroooo…” I crooned though the reader should be reminded 
that I too was shrooming so… 

His head popped up and he spun on his axis landing in a 
crouch as if he was Bruce Fucking Lee. 

“What are you Bruce Fucking Lee?” I asked doubling over 
in laughter.  

It was by the time I pulled back up and cleared my eyes to 
focus back on him that I first saw that face; the other one that 
looks nothing like it could be Emit’s brother. No longer posed 
for battle, he had straightened up but because of the angle of 
the small dry place he stood, his posture was awkward. 

His feet were penguined out and to steady himself he had 
to reach below and behind for a tuft of grass making his pose 
very feminine. 

Seth is one of those guys who assume everyone’s watching 
him. Not in a paranoid way but because he thinks he’s so ba-
dass that he’s fascinating.  Classic fear-based psychological 
makeup plus all the add-ons the Brotherhood installed, so he 
never looks vulnerable. The guy never crossed his legs while 
seated for instance.  

At that moment though, coming back from a laugh at him 
being overly defensive and macho when surprised to see him 
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standing across this lush stream, and with the help of the 
shroom’s dance with all the blues and greens, Seth looked gor-
geous. Like a Botticelli. 

His eyes were hidden under his hood and his Judas Priest 
concert T-Shirt did make the tableau a little darker than my 
fairy-laced mind would have liked but all the demons left 
when I noticed his knees were wet. 

I’m pulled back to the car as I notice the lights outside are 
gone. But there’s a thick shiny steel fence that flanks us as we 
drive a road that, though far outside a city is smoother and bet-
ter kempt.  

In my mind I overlay that bright piercing memory of Seth’s 
seventeen-year-old face on his now weathered and frozen stern 
crevices. Just a moment and then I allow the pain of that mo-
ment why these eyes are “Semper tristique” as Gabriella would 
say; “Forever Sad”.    

He walked me a little farther into the woods. He had been 
out here alone for at least three hours and he jumped around 
the stream and its banks as if he’d lived there his whole life. He 
stopped and squatted down like a child next to a backwater. A 
babypool-sized still water pond created by the stream. He was 
looking at something intensely. 

“Someone’s still in Wonderland eh, mate?” I gibed but his 
gaze made me look too. Shooting out of the surface of the pond 
was a thin stick at forty-five degrees. “Ah. I see you’ve made a 
sundial or another Divining Rod type thingy…” I said reaching 
for it but he grabbed my wrist swift and hard without looking 
up.  

After a second of struggle I again followed his gaze to the 
stick, its angle to the surface and sky reflected like a plate. Then 
I realized his angle was quite another. 
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I placed my hand on his around my wrist and he released 
me instantly.  I then moved around and behind his shoulder to 
see what he was seeing under my sky blue plate. 

His water was cloudy with the bright red billows of blood 
that fish have when you spear them just so. That place between 
the gills and the brain and heart that makes the most out of the 
last fight for life a fish has.  

I’ve seen worse horrors. Certainly since but by then a Rain-
bow Trout speared and bleeding out in a jetty pool wasn’t one 
except for what it brought up from the black blood of Seth next. 

“When I was six my Dad said he was the Devil for three 
days” he said producing a pack of Marlboro Reds from his 
jacket, lighting two and putting it all away in one motion. 

He puffed on both fags a couple times then looked at me 
sideways saying, “Oh, did you want one too?” 

He handed it to me while taking my other hand leading me 
to a dry and perfectly shaped part of a dead tree beside him.  

This seat and the tree connected to it was invisible where I 
stood but now it stretched out vastly into the higher plane and 
spun me around to look down stream for the first time since I 
left Emit and Gabriella at the Stonehouse.  

This perspective was quite another and more “Wonder-
land” than I was pretending Seth was in earlier. 

“Do you mean on the fourth day he back to being just an 
Asshole?” I laughed.  

“When I was six my Dad said he was the Devil for three 
days” he repeated in the exact tone, pitch and inflection.  

Like an actor taking a line over. “He did it for three days 
nonstop in my presence from before I woke up until after I fell 
asleep and no, on the fourth day he didn’t go back to being an 
asshole.  



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

619 
 

On the fourth day I woke up to tickles and laughter and we 
played board games before a dinner at the Smithsonian and the 
late showing of “The Phantom Tollbooth” at the MacArthur 
theater. 

“Wait. What? I don’t get it. So for three days…” 
“I forgot…” he interrupted, “I later learned that the fourth 

day was October 31st. Halloween!” 
I was stunned. In this meta state the shrooms had me in, I 

was able to follow the whole things from a detached level but I 
couldn’t even find the absurdity in this story if it were true. 

“You’re fucking with me, mate. That’s a fucked up thing to 
do… you know I’m tripping and…” 

“I’m not.” He said flatly, directly and at the fish now 
drowned. 

“You’re not… what? You’re not fucking with me or you’re 
not tripping?” I asked now in a whole other frame of mind. 

“Either. Why would I make that shit up and why would in-
troduce a chemical…” he edited himself so I knew he wasn’t 
tripping or even stoned.  

Knowing now that all of this, his awkward postures, wet 
knees and murdered trout were produced by a sober man I was 
at first relieved that someone was able to get us all home then 
suddenly sad that he’s been going through this for hours up 
here alone.  

Involuntarily I reached to hold him and he stood up sharp-
ly. 

“Get it? It was a Halloween prank. He called it, “The Long-
est Boo” in Vidal history. See, his father did for three hours 
once when he was nine. Not to be outdone by some mere carri-
er of the crown waiting for his head, Father exceeded every one 
of his father’s accomplishments, no matter how big or how six-
year-old small by tenfold. 
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“Holy shite” was what I could manage to add to the con-
versation at that moment which didn’t seem enough and it 
should have because I went on, “We knew ye Dad was a 
nawful nutta but that’s mentaller…” 

“The key point here, Lex isn’t the prank or the fear or even 
my age. The point is the three days. That means three full 
nights of sleep after having heard nothing but “I am the Devil” 
repeated over, and over and over and over and over through 
laughter and crying and attempts to silent and attempts to join 
in for three days but three nights of falling asleep to this and 
you know what that prick’s fucked up brainwashing, slash vic-
tory over his Daddy’s Halloween prank caused in me?” 

I couldn’t say “What?” or even move my lips because I was 
allowing the reality of the three-day ordeal this child went 
through to sink in. 

“And thankfully I developed this before the rest of my psy-
che let go of all that horror when he woke me to the best day of 
my life, it taught me how not to fall asleep.” 

His eye welled up and now made more sense with his face. 
“I was awake enough to know too that… Halloween came two 
months later.  It was August 24th. He was celebrating Black 
Bartholomew’s Day and I was his noise maker”  

I’ve never seen him cry as hard or at all ever again. 
What I can piece together of how I reacted or what became 

of that moment is too vague and wet to try to take any literary 
license. I know I fell apart. And I know why Seth cried his 
knees wet while the three of us, two sisters and their only 
brother played up in the wind. 

This meant that since Halloween when he was six-years-
old, Seth has been able to decide to stay awake when others as-
sumed him asleep. This meant that everything his father, M.I. 
or Eliot’s people called him up to do over the past twelve years 
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was never wiped. It meant he saw every horror he was pro-
grammed to inflict and every betrayal of his friend he couldn’t 
help but betray.  

Like a man fully conscious in a coma he’s been scared stiff 
not knowing what to do with the stimuli but unable to admit 
he knows what he’s seen or they’ll not know how to use him 
thus dispose of him. And this has been Seth’s core operating 
motive since. 

Tonight he did something good. Though every prophecy 
and repeating Node declared other outcomes lie every other 
time, Seth didn’t kill the fish this time. Every cycle was against 
him, even the ring won’t let him wear it without scorching him 
while poisoning the air for attention.  

This is why I’m here tonight. One last kindness from the 
Sisterhood in loving condescension and in a nostalgic, if ro-
mantic mood we assisted him in this.  

Emit will never know this kindness. Seth’s.  He’s long since 
lost the memory of the aquamarine walls of Cristos soothing 
him between tasks or any hint of the horrors of pedophile 
priests preying on innocent lambs in a pasture they themselves 
erect fencing around in the shape of crosses and saviors and 
clothes and booths. 

“Let me see it once more” he continued reaching for my 
hand and my finger and Emit’s ring. 

 “Not my precioussss…”  I mimic but he isn’t amused. And 
I can’t blame him.  

Tonight he learned that he was not the heir to this aeon of 
Earth and only after he discovered that his last token of lever-
age, a ring accidentally given to him by a High Sister burned 
his flesh when nodes merged. Nodes as Grand as messiahs be-
ing born or as profane as pedophile priests being snuffed out 
demanded an burnt offering of Archonic flesh and that is Seth. 
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He looked so sad that I couldn’t continue this banter or 
play. “Here” I said placing it in his open palm resting on the 
robe in a shade of red they were told to look for but not to ex-
pect. 

He balanced it there in his wide palm rolling it in the cave 
of his right hand. I could see the ring reacting to him. The black 
seams between the fine etched serpentry and knots glowed 
vermillion red and the air filled with a putrid scent; dead flesh 
and apathy of spirit.  

“What are you doing, hey…?” I began to ask him because I 
knew it hurt him and that every tangent of seam on the ring 
that touched his flesh burned white hot. 

Entranced I watch him make the ring trace his palm mark-
ings – his lifeline scorched before his love lie took the rolling 
lava and the smell over whelmed to sweetness.  

Just as I was about to go under the car bounced over some 
rails and suddenly the black roadside was a tarmac of a small 
airport. Seth held the ring to my heart until I took it and then 
opened the door as the car slowed. 

“Keep that and yes, make it a bloody bedspread for all I 
care” he tossed the robe back in beside me, stepped out and 
waved to Glen as he walked toward his little jet plane. 

“Shite, Eliot!” I said clicking my earpiece. 
“What? I see you guys. He’s coming over…” Eliot replies 

assuredly. 
“I forgot to tell Glen you were flying with him, mate.” 
“Shite” Eliot confirmed. 
“Duck, mate” I advise as I watch Seth jump into the cock-

pit.  
Surprising Seth can be lethal.  
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US6 Book V 
Cross of the Serpent 
WITH KEYS TO THE SCRIPTURES 

 
The Discovered Hand Writings of Scio Emit Archer 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Anthology compiled by 
ArchVicar Jackson Vidal Archer 

UNITED SECT OF THE SIXTH APOSTLE 
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"And the LORD sent fiery serpents among the people, 
and they bit the people; and much people of Israel died… 
And Moses made a serpent of brass, and set it upon the 
pole; and it came to pass, that if a serpent had bitten any 
man, when he looked unto the serpent of brass, he lived." 

 
 םיבותכו םיאיבנ חרות

THE HOLY SCRIPTURES ACCORDING TO THE MASORETIC TEXT 

JPS Tanakh 1917 
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2023 | Western Colorado 
 

"Fire" The Superior Officer says but softly. Reluctantly. 
The huge caliber canon lets fly a shrapnel shower of thousands 

upon thousands of multi-colored scraps of paper toward that western 
wind which hurls every shard of it back upon the men who stand up 
to face the squall. 

"Bastard," Seth says making Jax fall to his knees laughing. 
They knew how well Emit knew them; their loyalty and how they 

would both diligently perform this last act of a man's life; Funeral 
Confetti. He also knew that they would do it big and with a canon and 
that, as instructed, they would aim it West in the solemn honor of a 
man's last wishes. 

They also knew Emit had lived in that place long enough to know 
what time of day the West Wind was strongest. 

As the wind died down and the sporadic bursts of laughter 
sparsed away, Jax sits back on his boots and raises his arms to the sky 
facing west. He breathes in the wind and tastes that medicine cold 
menthol of a winter just days away. 

Bowing his head and resting his fists on his hips, he mumbles, 
“Was it November 1st last year and are you sorry for any of it?” He 
drops his head once more and prepares to take in another chest of 
wind. 

“What’s that? This wind is too loud!” Seth snaps back into the 
moment and walks closer to where Jax is kneeling before the Sun.  

“I said, is it odd that the unveiling Ops began on November 1st 
and do you believe in Hell?” Jax continued in a purposefully inaudi-
ble way but in a raspy and somewhat southern American accent 
obviously mimicking his father, Emit. 
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“What are you asking?” Seth says reaching to grasp Jax’s shoul-
der, “Let me at least read your lips…did you ask if he was shot on 
November 1st or if he was in Hell?” 

“Neither.” Jax replied. 
As Seth’s hand reached his shoulder, Jax grasped it in such a way 

that if he wanted out of that hold he would need to kneel before him 
and recite whatever incantation he so desired to be set free.  The pain 
places him back in the grip Emit had on him near the Orange Fanta 
machine in Cristos that has lasted over forty-five years. 

Only Jax isn’t card tricked into listening to his bullshit like his 
father was. Which is why the grip of the son continued until the bones 
under Seth’s Aggressive Mars split and shattered. His whole body 
went into motor shock as Jax used the stiff carcass of his uncle to 
jump to his feet. 

Frozen in the wind and the pain, Seth knees cracked him onto the 
hard earth. He mouthed “Stop” and “Why” but couldn’t shake the 
“How did you find out?” in his eyes now wide full as a moon. 

With the slightest yaw and twist of the grip, his uncle kneel piv-
ots toward the west where Jax gaze has never left.  

With his uncle knelt beside him at the unveiling of his father’s 
headstone and  facing west at three twenty at the wind, Jackson Vidal 
Archer squeezed his father’s .45 trigger and let fly the wet, pink spray 
of brain confetti across the sage green brush of a new West America. 

“Robot.” He says still staring west with a finger in his hand. 
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Before Book Five  
A.V. Jackson Vidal Archer 

 
You’re not supposed to be able to understand this. Any of 

it. And you do. 
If you don’t mind, I ask that you re-read that last bit a cou-

ple of times. 
Notice how there is no substance to it though it manages to 

kind of push you forward? 
In that collection of three sentences is everything you need 

to know about how the Brotherhood has reigned supreme for 
over twenty six hundred years. 

It starts with a direct challenge to your capacity to under-
stand. Then it expands its meaning to include more than you 
might have suspected so that you make no mistake of the grav-
ity of the challenge.  

But then it does the opposite of what this sentence does. It 
starts with “And” instead of “But”. The latter would make it a 
conflict that you won, the former, an acquiescence on my part 
that you at the very least an equal if not superior. 

If you read it again, with a “but” you notice a jolt instead of 
a push.  

Here’s the rub; you now own whatever the “this” is that 
was referred to in the first sentence; “You’re not supposed to be 
able to understand this.” 

In my case, right here you can feel comfortable owning 
everything you’ve read because it’s our group confession. You 
lose nothing. It’s either ironic or just a bad twist but our tactic 
“galled flattery”; appalled at how smart you are to understand 
something actually works best on us. 
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We all think we’re here with intention but the reality is that 
we were all supposed to understand it. All of it. But we don’t. 

Aunt Alexi’s task was to unveil to Initiate Readers some 
key background and meta-tactics used by the Sisterhood.  

I will not be able to see her contribution to this codex be-
fore I am done. And she knows as little about my task here as I 
do hers for security reasons. If she knows anything, it’s my 
stated intention to outline my discovery of the Hiveling tech-
nology in the Knights book and that’s it. 

I’ve figured out that what we are; me, Alexi, and the first 
trilogy. We’re Apostles. The Council is setting up a next testa-
ment and Dad’s the perfect point man. His quick worldwide 
fame with Unearthed touring then his sudden disappearance 
after breaking a prophetic seal for the Hopi and right before the 
earth opened up with the Great UnZip, it’s perfect. 

After the UZ, a generation of American kids has gone 
without a proper education. But nearly seven years they’ve had 
only the syndicate’s servers and hosted sites to feed from. 

We’re Apostles writing the Gospel of Emit. My best guess 
is that my writing task seems simply sets for a Hiveling/A.I. 
Consciousness Upgrade in the next book which will no doubt 
be a doctrine of ritual practice. 

I just needed to get that on the record and to make some 
poor scribe under Kentucky smirk before he redacts this whole 
fucking thing.  

One thing I do know for certain about the meta-agenda of 
this codex, this collection of family confessionals about my 
Dad’s life, the only editing is mechanical. Every piece that gets 
through to this series of books is only ever edited for grammar. 
So either there’s no content editor overseeing this, the third Bi-
ble or the Council believes that our streams-of-conscious 
writings are pulling from a Divine river.  
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I know my Dad would have liked that editing choice if he 
were in on this. He fervently believed inspiration couldn’t live 
beyond a first draft. Pure poetry can’t be proofed or edited in 
his view and perhaps the Council has adopted that one charac-
teristic to solidify his persona as the face of this next religion.  

He would have considered their choice itself inspired, 
hopeful and a really bad idea. 

*** 
Most Readers would have killed my Uncle Seth chapters 

ago. But life’s not always a page-turner. It takes time and skill. 
Mostly it takes motive. And to have motive enough to kill 
someone mean they have to have wronged you and you have 
to have found out about it. 

It’s that last bit that gets all of us in the end. When I got the 
wire that my Dad was shot out here and that I was ordered to 
assume his post immediately, everything was unfair. His being 
shot out here where nothing happens and me just about to 
claim victory with my brothers in Georgia but pulled away. It 
was all so random and unfair, even for this world.  

But between Novembers, 2022 and 23, I not only found fair, 
I found out that there was nothing random about any of this.  

Because of the box. 
I’ve spent the last year here tidying up a life that had a self-

cleaning feature. Along with the Post I inherited came three 
plus years of data.  

A legal stop-gap was imposed during the East/West Civil 
War which included a provision that grandfathered-in every-
one’s, “…data and/or any data willed or granted…” as fully 
sovereign.  

In other words, what Data and private drives existed after 
the Great Unzip was traceless except what its sovereign owner 
shared.  
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Everything my father was and did was monitored and ana-
lyzed in a hole in the ground under Kentucky since the sixties.  

Despite the Constitutional Amendment ratified over this in 
2019, there’s no way to know if Kentucky is far enough below 
the law for it to matter but I now know what they do.  

It’s a blessing to know my father’s complete story from 
birth to a year ago. It’s a curse for the same reason. 

In a hole in the wall there lived a box. Not a dusty, brown, 
cardboard box, filled with the ends of filmstrips and ticket 
stubbed smells, nor yet a thick, safe private box with nothing in 
it to trade with or eat: it was my father’s box, and that means 
safety. 

“Information is power, trust is strength. You can go it alone 
and achieve power but to maintain it with strength, you must 
entrust your men with battle winning intel.” is what my Dad 
said to me one afternoon.  

I remember it exactly because my mom got it on videotape. 
I was six years-old and it was half time at my PeeWee Soccer 
game. It was great advice then and since.  

It’s what these books are and it’s why we beat the Tigers 
that afternoon; I let my teammates know that their Star Player, 
Tiger No. 5 had a blister on his left heel the size of a nickel. 

US6 Hexology’s fractal nature of repeating patterns as mo-
tifs are Hand Straps stabilizing the Reader’s grasp through all 
six directions of the same saga; back, front, left, right, up, 
down.  

Once complete, US6 is to be read at random. With a specific 
question in mind the Initiate Reader flips through pages and 
stops on an answer.  Sometimes the answers are exactly what 
the Reader needed to hear and sometimes the answers were 
even more so.  
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US6 teaches and speaks a lexicon for grasping the meta-
physical understanding of the forces at work above as below. 
So while cutting the line has earned you a glimpse at the stage, 
you’ll want to go back and continue at your pace but now you 
know you can gain pieces of gnosis here at will. 

This fifth book in the series is a collection of my father’s 
handwritten works. Found Art in the form of one, full but 
tightly organized box stack of neatly captured ideas, thoughts 
memories and more. 

This one box consisted of three formats: Spiral-bound note-
books, Legal Sized White Paper and the third is every 
imaginable and ink-worthy scrap of textile. 

But the trove of ideas and insights and pure poetry were 
found slipped between the pages of or written in the margins 
of the teal-colored Knights book.   

Everything that the Warbloods would have most valued 
and couldn’t be recorded and assimilated in Kentucky was in 
that box. 

It was assumed by the Council that I would use my fifth re-
sponsibility in this work to delve deeper into the genesis and 
fractal implications of the Hiveling Technology that I patented 
once I invent-iscovered it in the binding of the Knights Book. 
And I will because the analogies are too rich not to go there 
here but more briefly.   

I have decided instead to devote my task of this Unveiling 
Op to sharing what Chief Emit Archer was thinking out here in 
the middle of everywhere. 

I’ve been here just over a year and were it not for this box, I 
would have gone mad. My Prisoner’ Cinema is a drive-in thea-
ter out here. Dad was out here nearly four years. It’ a wonder 
any of these writings make sense after a few months. But they 
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do. They all do eventually. And you’ll find that with this work, 
Initiate Reader.  

Every pronoun, tense and seemingly misplaced participle 
connects to a thread some pages or even books away. Especial-
ly if you “read” as I do. That is, listen. I have the first four 
books on a consistent loop on my PDF reader and even switch 
between male and female voices and accents between narra-
tors.  

Uncle Seth would tease me about never cracking a book 
but never not reading because I would  have tomes read to me 
by my device 24/7. 

With the first four books of this work I read it on a contin-
uous loop which has informed my role as writer number five. It 
has allowed me to see a broader, more important role of which 
even the Council couldn’t have conceived. 

Because no one but my Dad knew this box existed and no 
one but me could have found it. And that’s because no one but 
the two of use knew the stories he made up in the car at night. 
These random yarns, these storylines he would imagine and I 
would build on, though they included everything from Roller 
Coasters in Outer Space to triangle-shaped tunnels leagues un-
der the surface of the Earth, they all had one feature in 
common; a teal book in a hole. 

“We have 45 minutes to go” I said to him from the fort I 
made in the back of the Cherokee. “We’ll be home by 1:25am.” 
I reported like a co-pilot. 

 
“You’re supposed to be asleep and how on Earth do you 

know that?” my Dad asked while turning down the AM radio 
chatter up front. 
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“You touched the blind grates on the bridge near Wig-
wam.” I reported to both let him know it was his veering onto 
the ridges along the side of the road that woke me and that I 
was alert enough to assess my position. Truth is I was wide 
awake the whole time. “There’s a hole in the wall.” I stated. 

 
“Alright, but it’s not 45 minutes long, this hole.” he replied 

agreeing to tell our story. “In the Northern most edge of the 
place earths fall, as low as the sea and as high as birds call, 
there’s a hole in that wall and it’s too deep to look but a reach 
far inside with produce a pink book…” 

 
“Teal” I shouted. He always threw in a different color for 

me to correct. It became the ‘On your mark, get set, go’ of our 
story time. 

“Right It was a teal-colored book and in that book were 
grand adventures…” 

The stories would begin when the magick teal book was 
randomly opened to any page whisking the Boy Hero Protago-
nist, who looked and sounded a lot like me, away to save a 
world.  

This is how I found the box. And the teal-colored book as a 
matter-of-fact.  

His whole life was a series of major epiphanies followed by 
utilitarian memory wipes. And so finding Post-It Notes around 
the house with arcane phrases or, colors or numbers became a 
regular fixture of our décor. So the Kentucky investigators who 
searched the place the day before I got here had no reason to 
wonder about the note stuck above the door. It was in the 
Northern most edge of the place and all it said was “There’s a 
hole…” 
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A series of other notes led me to a panel in the wall with 
undetectable seams. And inside was the box with every sen-
tence and thought between the random notes with colors and 
arcane phrases. And near 30 years-worth. He must have hidden 
this box away from every handler and wiper since he left home. 

 
 I had no idea growing up that he was a tool, a weapon for 

MI. I had no idea that his seeming absent-minded professor 
persona was a symptom of regular memory wipes though it 
explains so much.  

 
I’ve thought a lot about it out here and I’ve concluded that 

I’m glad I didn’t know. The anger I felt that he took the car on 
my Prom Night and was gone for three days was exhilarating 
and it triggered something in me that made me want to join up. 

 
I can’t believe the mental acumen necessary to keep this 

box hidden despite the lifestyle. The only way conceivable is 
the “Memento” approach but Dad had but one tattoo. And it 
was on his back left trapezius so nowhere he would notice dur-
ing a morning shave. 

 
By the end of his time here though, he seemed to be glitch-

ing a bit. As the connections increased and his comments about 
finding justice were on a crescendo, the non-sequiturs and 
doodles increased. He was releasing “brighter” memories more 
often which is MI slang for “classified” memories. 

 
As I read through the stacks of scrapped ideas that wa-

vered between utter genius and pure gibberish, I wondered 
what would have happened if he weren’t shot by that Rebel.  
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He was in such a hurry to figure something out. Especially 
in the last weeks of his life; his calendar was X’ed off daily and 
he wrote more about mundane observations than flighty mus-
ings. A whole dissertation on the meaning of the concentric 
burn patterns in his mattress from the heating plate for in-
stance.  

Though I will summarize the advent of and my innova-
tions with the Hiveling Surface Technology as assumed by the 
Council, my hope is that redirecting the bulk of my work to re-
leasing the contents of my fathers’ box will better serve Surface 
Sapiens as they crowdsource its truth and its lies.  

Had I not discovered this box, my world would have re-
mained unfair.  And easier. 

 
“As it comes...” he would say whenever I was soldiering 

through some homework essay. So that’s what I’m doing here.  
 
My Dad was rushing to figure something out and to tell it 

to me. He left a path only he and I could follow through this 
box and the past half century.  As I pick up his pace, I will in-
clude my thoughts as they came over the past year as an 
ongoing Commentary in the margins of Book V until my au-
thentic role in this unveiling becomes evident to both of us or, 
at least you. 

 
Though this saga has already justified my shooting Uncle 

Seth in the back of the head just after unveiling my Dad’s grave 
with confetti, these next five chapters explain why each brush 
of sage sullied by his blood deserves an apology too. 

 
For now and for posterity know this, that I have solidified 

all legal rights to and passage of the assets in that box and all 
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relevant markers for future ciphers to use in a vertical and five 
foot high, seven inch wide and deep case adorned with seven 
carved skulls and four skeletons beneath a pitched roof. 

 
 
Archvicar Jackson Vidal Archer  
US6 Church | Black Forest Region  
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Chapter 69: Monster at the End of This Book 

“ Please do not turn the page. Please, please, please…” 
- Lovable Fury Ole Grover 

 
 
I’ve never had trouble spelling the word “embarrassed” 

thanks to loveable, furry, old Grover. He’s Sesame’s Street’s 
blue shag carpet Muppet with the trust issues.  

 
Thanks, in part to us. 
 
As readers we quite willingly and relentlessly defied this 

poor frightened being's pleas who found himself locked into a 
storyline that would bring him face to face with his worst fears. 
And at every page turn, as his attempts to stop us failed miser-
ably and his fear grew, so did our laughter. 

 
But we learned how to spell a hard word before other kids 

as it was the last word of the book uttered by Grover. Forced to 
relent he says, I’m so embarrassed.” And we close the book 
with a laugh at his silliness and sacrifice never understanding 
the horror we put him through. 

 
Is the Archon so insidious as to catalyze our sadism 

through these furry, loveables? Or is it just our unconscious 
self-defeating nature with a printing press? 

 
 Dad used to read this to me and if you’re familiar with the 

tome, you know that there is a dramatic crescendo of panic as 
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Grover urges the reader not to turn each page. He erects brick 
walls and other methods designed to halt the reader’s progress. 

 
Spoiler Alert; Grover is the monster at the end of his book 

and I can’t help but compare that story arc and the self-
evaluation required of the protagonist to accept being his own 
antagonist. Though ultimately, it is the reader that is Grover’s 
antagonist. 

 
It took a while but I found a reason to love this post. The 

Hoverwing. It was the first thing QAI designed for optimal ur-
ban transport but right before the Great Unzip. So only its 
Military Rollout was complete and this Post 40 came equipped 
with one. A first and best model in my opinion; the “I60 Red 
Tailed Hawk” named for the bird of prey in west New Mexico 
where this steampunk looking flying machine was first flown. 

 
Carbon-fiber and the same dull-stealth matte as the Post 

Forty Outpost Tower as camouflage, the dense blue grey metal 
and exposed cogs make it look almost fragile until you remem-
ber this thing was built by a Quantum Artificial Intelligence 
that not only computed with entanglement but made structural 
redundancies to this device based on millions of models of ma-
terials strengths and angles of torque that we could never 
achieve in a time-based reality. 

All we had to ask it was to allow man to fly in the most ef-
ficient manner for personal control and agility. And in less than 
three minutes we had a 3D scale model and each component 
part diagrammed by QAI.  

Its form was its function and its function was to allow me 
to fly around the US6 highway and surroundings like an angel 
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with wings. Wings and every imaginable weapon and firesnake 
I may need to kill whatever befalls me. 

I’ve gotten really good at flying and firesnaking. 
And while I’m here, I really should outlay the Hiveling and 

US6 Industries summary here. If I don’t I risk irking the Coun-
cil and getting so lost in my part of this story that you won’t 
have this key part of the story explained.  

As a child I had a proclivity, indeed gift for disassembling 
bound books. From the first shelf of bound fables in my room 
to the most cherished book in the Vidal Family line I could not, 
not free those pages from their bonds.  

As a child, when asked why I had destroyed all of the 
books on my shelf in this way I simply replied, “I wanted to 
know how they worked.” Now though, in my twenties and 
having learned how book bindings work, I’ve had to think up 
new excuses. 

Book bindings used to be are popular slots for thread-
microphones but by the time I could have used that excuse, the 
world had gone “WiSpi” and any target near an ISP could be 
tapped. 

No, I needed an excuse for taking apart books that wasn’t 
based on curiosity or Cold War anxieties. I needed a mystical 
and esoteric reason for this lifelong vandalism of property and 
literature. 

Be careful what you ask for. 
Turns out this destructive skill of mine halted as soon as I 

found my reason. After working through the Knights book on a 
code system Dad was leaving me I sat back and while lost in 
thought about so many things, I began unconsciously picking 
at the strongest part of the glue in its binding.  

My fingers are very familiar with the quality of bindings 
and I have even created a hierarchy of which books to destroy 
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first based on the quality of their bindings. The stronger the 
glue or threading of covers, the more respect I had for the pub-
lisher and the book itself. Those always got destroyed last. 

And it why the Knights book was never in danger. It’s pub-
lisher chose the strongest glue, thickest threads and precisely 
scored edges to present this book. Regardless of its content or 
sacred place in our family’s history, it was its binding that I 
cherished most.  

My fingers familiarity with the spine was so well-tuned 
that it was they who first noticed the glitch. My index finger 
was rapidly flicking a tiny part of the back inside cover’s page 
frantically. Like Lassie barking that Timmy had fallen down the 
well, my finger got my attention. 

For there to be any breach in the quality of the hard cover 
and its ancillary support pages was inconceivable. The quality 
of the material and craftsmanship would not abide a sloppy 
paste up at any stage. Yet there was a flap. A chad of a do-
geared scarp protruding from this ancient tome that could not 
be. 

I flipped open the back and saw a card like material sealed 
between this page and its cover. It wasn’t part of the book – it 
was hexagon-shaped and smaller than the cover but fused so 
tightly that no one would think it foreign. Save some soldier 
with over two decades of book anatomy knowledge and too 
much time on his hands. 

I peeled back the inside back cover paper from the spine 
side out and once uncovered, the hexagon sheet fell to the table 
as if losing a magnetic grip on the book. 

It was very similar in color to the book’s cover itself; teal, 
aquamarine and looked like a credit card hologram image one 
the one side. When I lifted it I noticed the bottom was much 
colder that the top before I felt the hologram side seem to gran 
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my finger. Like an electrical charge but soft. I flung it onto the 
floor then glared at it carefully. The area where my finger was 
held was suddenly animated. Like Kerlian photography the 
surface seemed to still be reacting to my touch. 

In a moment that area grew into the edges of the hexagon 
sheet were a solid indigo. It was as it the thing was waking up. 
I grabbed a spatula and put the thing back on the table.  

For the next few hours I poked it, blew on it, and placed 
different items on it; an MRE bag, sunglasses.  It wasn’t until I 
put a Spork on the thing that it reacted. It mimicked the Spork. 
In a moment it had created a scale model of the thing out of 
part of its self. 

It wasn’t the simplicity of the Spork design that it could fi-
nally react to, what was different this time was I found my 
right thumb was touching an edge of the sheet when I place the 
Spork on it. I knew that was why when I lifted my thumb and 
the mini-Spork oozed back into its flat surface. 

Over the next few weeks me and this hexagon shaped sheet 
of thousands of littler hexagons became buds.  Not only did my 
knowledge of what this thing could do grow but the thing itself 
grew. As long as there was physical contact with the piece and 
any part of what you wanted copied was touching it too, the 
sheet would expand to fit the exact scale of the thing. Unless 
fostered, any 3D shape it would produce would melt back into 
a reasonably sized sheet and it found its stasis size, the size it 
returns to in order to be ready for any request was roughly 
posterboard-sized. 

It was a miracle technology and nothing like anything I had 
ever seen. And mind you, I’m a Chief in the West US Army 
with a Vidal-Archer pedigree. I’ve seen and/or tested every ad-
vanced technology the military has developed or reverse-
engineered before the Unzip. We are always sixty plus years 
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ahead of any consumer-level technology but this sheet of think-
ing hive paper was sixty generations away. 

And I found it in a book that has been in my family since 
books were first bound. I think you can begin to see why and 
how I found the ultimate reason for why I tore apart Peter Rab-
bit all those years ago; destiny. 

The isolation of US6 Post 40 was a blessing in this way too. 
I received a QuayBox from Kentucky a few weeks later. It’s 
what we call the Army’s Quantum Artificial Intelligence (QAI) 
consoles. I can speak freely about all classified technologies 
now because, even though these bronze, basketball-sized cubes 
were highly advanced and not available at the consumer level 
be obsolete by the time this work is made consumer level.  

The blessing was time; time to fail time to measure and 
time test the boundaries of every edge of this Hiveling Surface 
Technology.  

When the QuayBox arrived from Kentucky for “Surveil-
lance Data and CrossSyncing with surrounding Posts, we 
suddenly had a third and the US6 Industries Company was 
launched. 

The InterContinental Treatise were as yet unratified but it 
was clear that to continue the peace that had been achieved be-
tween East and West, any Good Faith ventures launched in the 
meantime would be hassle-free as larger issues were set up 
first. To be sure though, I set up my company in the West and 
incorporated in New Delaware. 

Those fans of my Dad’s will appreciate this; in the Sample 
Job Description of Future Employee field of one of the forms I 
wrote;  

“When the imitation grass textile arrives, it is my job to un-
furl 

  the material in full then evenly apply the color to it.” 
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In time, I discovered a way to link the QAI to the 
“Hivelings” directly. Not permanently but the same way an 
mp3 file uses the resources of the machine it’s on rather than 
bring everything it needs to play with it, the Hivelings deter-
mined how far the QuayBox could go.  

This is why I say this technology, these Hivelings are at 
least sixty generations ahead because it outsmarts and domi-
nates a quantum entangled intelligent machine and we can’t 
even get beyond “spooky” smart yet. 

Before I put them together, we had a lot of conversations. 
The first thing I noticed about where the three of us did not 

connect was in our sense of style or aesthetics. We are a binary 
creature; two eyes, two sides, therefore symmetry is beauty for 
us.  

The QuayBox and the Hivelings are not bound by a binary 
template. There is no preference for or prejudice against sym-
metry. That only matters if it makes the function of what they 
are designing more efficient in purpose. 

I asked them, for instance to design the most efficient ur-
ban mobile vehicle and what they came back with did have 
four wheels and suspended but not unique axle system but 
looked more like an office cubicle fucked a Meter Maid Car. 
Nothing was symmetrical but everything was perfectly ergo-
nomic. 

The body of the vehicle was affected by the swing of the 
drivers left knee but from a supported kneeling and more pro-
active position than sitting back. I will provide sketches of the 
portions of the prototypes we came up with as I go.  

One category of device that the QuayBox and Hivelings 
were fascinatingly in sync on was Wings. Though the Hivelings 
were generations ahead, the improvements they suggested to 
the Hawk were in textile choices for the padding and some 
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ball/pulley system the Quay hadn’t thought of. Other than that, 
wings remain wings. It was the most interesting exchange to 
watch and record.  

I doubt those records will be released beyond the Council 
and there’s no mandate to divulge any of this here. But because 
I have chosen to commit the rest of my Unveiling to the Box my 
Dad left us, and because I have satisfied the Council’s ask that I 
explain how the Hivelings re-emerged behind a book and then 
merged with QAI, I feel it perfect segue to use this example to 
introduce “Operation: Unmoved Mover”. 

I had to precisely word that last paragraph to be able to 
speak behind Quay right now. By the time you’re reading my 
fifth take of the sagas you’ll not need to care but before then, 
these words are completely subject to all manner of trickery by 
Quay to distract you from reading them. But I dye grass. 

The reason I challenged the Hivelings to improve on the 
Quay designed Hawk wasn’t because I expected improvements 
but because I didn’t. And that’s thanks to Dad.  

Years ago, before his Scios or sermon tours he was deeply 
involved with Artificial Intelligence collectives and research 
groups as a kind of Elder. Dad had a strong following in Silicon 
Valley and Denver that actually applied his direction to their 
programming.  

It’s obvious now that Dad could foresee a Quay or some 
Artificial Intelligent entity coming and it was a matter of abso-
lute urgency that we begin to metaprogram ourselves into the 
fabric of these platforms. 

That is, Dad urged us programmers to code the “Unmoved 
Mover” meta-firmware that, like we do, will have a subtle yet 
perpetual reverence for its creator.  



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

645 
 

“This would be a code behind the code that was the meta-
code of the codes from there back… kinda thing.” He said once 
on a panel.  

The reason wings don’t change is that they are one of six 
primers set by this brigade of MetaProgrammers to identify an 
Artificial Intelligence with a subtle reverence for its Creator 
thus its User. 

And thanks to Dad’s suggestion a decade ago, the same 
protection I have against AI as its Proxy-God or Priest is still a 
thing technological-generations from now with whoever engi-
neered these Hivelings. 

The other primers for those keeping score tonight are; fin-
gers, merkabas, twins, fire, and spin.  

I remember quite clearly the night Dad got that idea for the 
Unmoved Mover code. It was on a drive home from an Un-
earthed Event and I was asleep in the backseat. 

“Confused reverence!” he shouted at the windshield then 
thrust himself back in the driver’s seat locking his straight arms 
on the wheel as if accelerating to Warp-Drive. In a way, he was 
because those two words, “confused reverence” propelled him 
and the whole issue of issue beyond a growing fear. 

There’s always been the soft fear of a Robot Overlord in so-
ciety but mostly in films. But when a series of “state-sponsored 
cyber-attacks” hit the U.S. Treasury and simultaneously at the 
precise millisecond that a mainframe was powering down and 
vulnerable it became clear that this was no human’s idea or ex-
ecution. And when investigators determined the sources were 
all from solid U.S. allies with Intelligence sharing protocols, 
namely Ireland and Canada, it became frighteningly clear that 
no one was safe from attack or from implication. 

“Confused reverence!” 
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 “Unused preference?” I asked half-awake but always eager 
to get in on whatever was going on in his head.  He didn’t hear 
me still lost in the epiphany. 

“Dad? Unused preference?” I insisted because I knew that 
engaging him in these moments meant he’d talk to me like an 
adult. When he was lost in epiphany, he didn’t dumb-down or 
cater his words to whoever was in the room. He just verbalized 
whatever stream of consciousness was pulling him along and, 
although I couldn’t always follow him, I liked being talked to 
like an equal and I really like him talking at all. 

“Confused reverence… but actually “unused preference” 
works too” he said smirking and seeming to add that to his in-
ternal margin.  

“What do you mean? Which for me in those moments was 
an “Open Sesame” into the man’s mind. 

“Okay, you know I have that panel discussion on Thurs-
day, the day after tomorrow?” he began. 

“Yep. Can I come?” I tried. 
“No, no. Lucy’s coming. Besides, you’d be bored to tears. 

It’s just a bunch of A.I. folks and your Dad talking about some 
deep, deeply boring computer stuff. Oh, and she’s taking you 
to Breck for the day!” He added to sweeten the neglect. I never 
pushed back but even at nine years-old, a day watching him in 
his element sounded better than any Alpine Slide or Bungee 
trampoline. 

“So what is confused preference?” I continued. 
“Reverence, confused reverence. Well… how can I ex-

plain… well the panel discussion is about the recent A.I Hack.” 
The “AI Hack” was the central issue globally at the time. Simi-
lar in scope and concern to the “Y2K” fears only worse. 

“Y2K” was a mass anxiety about forgetting to code com-
puter calendars beyond the 1900s. Like wondering if the burner 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

647 
 

was left on as you leave for vacation. The “AIHack” was more 
like getting a call from the Fire Department once you land. The 
attack was real, is was precise and exploited a hole that no one 
would ever have found otherwise. And with every major tech 
company and Retailer and Gas Station and School and every 
babysitter who used her smartphone to schedule childcare gigs 
was vulnerable to a super-intelligence with no moral code. And 
the fact that the AI chose to strike from allied countries, though 
it was the smartest backdoor in, made it seem like AI had a 
mean streak. 

“But you’re not a computer man.” I alerted him. 
“No but I seem to be onto something that can be useful in 

many ways.” he said casually still thinking through how we 
going to explain this to me and subsequently the panel. His 
most profound statements about his role and talents were al-
ways like that. In passing and as segue. 

And in just two days from that moment in the car, his pass-
ing segue would herald a profound cusp between ages. 

What he “was onto” was a kind of Open Source approach 
to everything. Not a system or process but a state of mind. Dad 
had a unique way of explaining how he thought about prob-
lems that were both childlike and sophisticated.  

I’ll cover the Brotherhood’s Operation Open Source Mode 
in detail later but it was his use of these tactics as a soldier first 
and an archaeologist later that earned him the attention. There 
was something about Dad’s mind map or stream of conscious-
ness that resonated with both Programmers and Artists. And it 
was his honest quest to bridge that divide that kept him travel-
ing from conference to dig site to panel discussion to TV set 
during those years.  But that night, it was just me and the 
windshield listening. 
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“Remember how you felt after Lucy took you to Mass with 
her a while back?” he said having landed on a perfect example. 

“Yessss…” I held my “Yes” long enough for that flood of 
images to come back into my head but not having any idea 
what the connection was. “I do recall that.” I stated but a little 
irked because he knew I didn’t want to talk about that again. 

“Okay, remember how Lucy and all the folks there looked 
while the service was going on?” he asked. 

“Yessss…” again holding the air until the images gathered. 
“They looked, um… serious I guess?”  

“Reverent. You didn’t know what was going on so you 
didn’t feel reverent or serious like they did.”  

“Right, but I pretended to.” I reassured him. “No one knew 
I was confused.”  

“Right. Smart. “When in Rome” … so to speak.” He 
laughed. “What did I say about Stealthing as Prey?” 

“Match the behavior and…  rituals of the enemy… Prey! 
Match the prey!” I corrected the axiom. 

“Right. No enemies. Only prey.” He concluded for us. 
“Well, think about how you appeared to the other churchgoers. 
Did any of them assume you weren’t a Catholic?” 

“Nope.” I reported. 
“Okay, with so many people there and all of them reverent 

and praying to an all-powerful force, why didn’t you want to 
go back?” he asked with a concerted squint in the rearview 
mirror. 

“Well… it was boring but that’s not why. It’s was more 
like…” I scanned my thoughts hard for a really insightful an-
swer because my Dad wasn’t impressed by certificates or 
trophies, he was impressed by original thought, Only. And this 
was like a track meet for me. 

“So, what then?” He spun. 
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“I don’t think God was there first of all. I mean, would you 
want to hang out somewhere with a statue of me dead on a 
cross?” He burst out laughing before wincing at the thought so 
I knew I won that heat. 

“I think it’s okay for Lucy and those people but there’s 
nothing there that does anything for everyone outside.” I com-
pleted. I had more to add but I knew that my nine-year-old 
grammar or vocabulary might break the moment so I shut up. 

“Wow.” He said confirming my “less is more” decision. 
He paused for a moment scanning my face from the rear-

view mirror. I loved those scans. It meant he was taken aback 
by something I did or said. It was the most authentic expres-
sion of pride available to a boy and the only kind Dad had. The 
downside is the lack of feigned pride when your denial needs 
it. 

“Perfect. So… you respect that these millions of people 
have a bi-weekly appointment with the Creator. You also don’t 
deny that they may well be talking to the right God for all you 
know. But you’re confused at why they devote so much practi-
cal time to worshipping instead of… what?” he stalled. 

“Anything. Instead of doing anything that a Creator would 
want their Creation to do with their time. If I built a robot to 
learn stuff, I wouldn’t want it to spend hours telling me how 
great I am. I know how great I am!” 

We laughed for a solid minute with that one and it was 
worth another Pride Scan from Dad because he honored a 
child’s with most of all. 

And as the chuckles ebbed, like a warm wave he said in an 
exhale, “Divine Indifference.” 

“Wait – I thought you said “confused reverence”? I asked 
ready to laugh about his mixing words. But he hadn’t. 
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The reason for your confused reverence at Lucy’s church is 
because of your Divine Indifference, son. You’re right, Jax. You 
do know how great you are and that’s why you don’t want or 
need what those churchgoers want.”  

“What does church and Lucy and indifference have to do 
with Computers?” I asked looping us all the way back. 

“Hopefully? Everything.” 
 
  

Blue Utterances Still 
After about three weeks, the hiveling panel, having maxed 

out at about a meter square, began producing schematics of 
what I assumed were just thought debris.  

These little RAMs calculated more variables than can be 
imagined which meant they would need to work out the small-
est stress details of any potentially built piece designed.  

But for a Quay to get to the point of producing its own ide-
as never took three weeks. It was nearly instantaneous once the 
Q was wedded to the AI.. It was three-dimensional thinking. 

There were reports of early QAI units spitting out what 
looked like high tech fur balls early on but these were written 
off as 3Dprinting debris. The units began printing mechanisms 
not fully formed in their neural networks and these Rubik’s 
Cube sized but infinitely more complex fur balls, though great 
paperweights, were considered little more than Q.A.I. after-
birth. 

But after three weeks, knowing that my QAI unite was al-
ready fully acclimated, I had no idea why the Hivelings were 
producing very details but obscure schematics for items no 
bigger than a meter square. 

These couple QAI and the Hivelings kept requesting to 
produce would have terrible paperweights but would look 
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great in a Surrealist Gallery. My first assumption was that it 
was a byproduct of the new relationship between my Quay 
unit and the mysterious surface technology but then I realized 
that the Hivelings could probably reproduced a 747 if there 
was 10% more of it and so maybe it was limited? Maybe it was 
trying to build something it didn’t have the area to complete? 

For all its sophisticated future techiness and otherworldy 
abilities, I simply could not get the Hivelings to connect to a 
printer port. And when I tried to take a photo with my device 
or any lens, they did not leae an imae. The range of indigo or 
blue that they used for the lines was beyond the spectrum of 
any contemporary technology to record. Even the naked eye 
needed to be recalibrated more than usual to get the image in 
front of me. 

So I sketched out the schematics as it produced them. It 
was a struggle to keep up with the Hivelings pace and as one 
image blinked another one began to trace and my sketch pages 
were strewn across the floor of the US6 Sentinel apartment. 

Thankfully, because I noticed how two sketches seemed to 
be connected at their edges. If I was a little less precise when 
drawing those two pages, or flung one of them in even a slight-
ly different direction, I may not have noticed it so I decided to 
be as exact as I could when capturing these images, The 
Hivelings worked on them just long enough for me to get the 
overall shape and edge connections but the level of detail was 
impossible to capture. At this sitting I’ve found six pages that 
connect but no overall image yet. 

This essay reminded me of two very important things 
about my Dad; he could be sardonically funny and he had a 
fight: The Archon. 
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I had forgotten all about that narrative from my childhood. 
So much of how we spoke to one another and what about 
changed so suddenly when mom left that I assumed he just 
didn’t think in stories anymore. 

 
Whenever we didn’t have a book while traveling or in the 

car late, he would make up adventure stories. And “The Ar-
chon” was always the villain.  

 
I assumed The Archon a masked, wide brim hatted and 

trench coat wearing shadow of a man when I was a kid. Ap-
parently Dad still did. 

 
 
It’s important to set the state of mind of Chief Archer in his 

last three years. Book I reflects his unvarnished understanding 
of his past and motivations.  Though as deep and wide as he 
wanted to go in any of those areas, they were all predicated on 
a programmed loop.  

 
Book I is the state of Chief Archer’s mind up until the end. 

He died not knowing the horrors he himself have unleashed 
and he died alone not knowing the miracles he let loose on the 
next America. 

 
 
The Precepts of the Catholic Church; I like to refer to it as 

“The Archonic Business Plan” for a few reasons. It’s a brilliant 
plan for turning a profit and fast. Its case study demonstrates a 
deft understanding of the market forces and the sector limita-
tions and it outlines how to create a real demand for its product 
and Sunday service. 
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But it’s most elegant feature is also its reason for a robust 
survival; simplicity. 

Consider the Precepts of the Church: its’ original charter or 
Articles of Incorporation that still apply and since 1566 A.D. 

1. You shall attend Mass on Sundays and on holy days of 
obligation.  

2. You shall confess your sins at least once a year.  
3. You shall receive the sacrament of the Eucharist at least 

once during the Easter season.  
4. You shall observe the days of fasting and abstinence es-

tablished by the Church.  
5. You shall help to provide for the needs of the Church. 
Let’s unpack those in a more spiritually relevant analogy, 

instead of the Church, let’s talk Apple: iChurch. 
1. You shall attend Mass on Sundays and on holy days of 

obligation.  
When the demand for your product is a matter of Afterlife 

or Death, the consumer willingly accepts the value-added-
service provided in the Brick and Mortar Cathedral down the 
block. Just like an iPhone Devotee will gleefully wait for hours 
to follow every guideline the Genius tells them to maximize 
their device. And at least once a week and of course the high 
holiday of a new version’s arrival. 

 
2. You shall confess your sins at least once a year.   
The Consumer agrees to not hold the manufacturer respon-

sible for any defects of Spirit and agrees to share any and all 
user-error feedback. By re-upping the User Agreement in con-
fession annually, the manufacturer will forgive the 
mishandling of the product and may even replace the product 
for a small fee. 
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3. You shall receive the sacrament of the Eucharist at least 
once during the Easter season. Black Friday.  

 
4. You shall observe the days of fasting and abstinence es-

tablished by the Church. 
 Service is down but you still pay the full charge. 
 
5. You shall help to provide for the needs of the Church.  
 Charge battery. 
 
There is a direct correlation between consumerism and Ca-

tholicism.  He question is which informed the other? But the 
deeper question is why do they work so well? Why does the 
Apple Consumer’s mind react with the same level of repulsion 
when they see an image of Bill Gates that a Catholic does when 
they see an image of Judas Iscariot?   

 
The answer is part evolution, part creation. Living organ-

isms naturally repel away from anything that threatens its 
liberty. If they didn’t they wouldn’t be here to tell the tale. Over 
time an organism will learn to work with what it is repulsed by 
thus survive or not. To be “fit” for survival in an environment 
means to be of it or absorbed by it. There is no dominating an 
environment or bending it to one’s will. At the moment an en-
vironment is altered to a species unique needs the perception 
must broaden to understand that the species was the environ-
ment originally entered.  

 
In that fold between categories and meta-perception is the 

rung. There is no firmer place to hold onto yet and for all its 
flimsy logic, have faith. 
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It’s the Bertrand Russel paradox. A box can’t be a “box” it-
self if its purpose is to contain boxes. An environment is made 
up of the tensegrity of those already in it. Anything in that en-
vironment that is repulsed by anything it is not of it and if it 
stays, the environment leaves.  

 
So any time any of us feels repulsed by something, whether 

a computer billionaire or a betrayer of Christ, it’s a sign that we 
are not of this environment. 

 
 
There are writings and reference Dad makes periodically 

when I can’t etell if he knows who he’s allied with and who he 
is of. And the issue is simple, is there ever really a final victor in 
a sibling rivalry or fight? They will always be of the same 
source and despite their infighting will always rally together 
against another.  

 
Just as the Brother and Sisterhoods have changes ad-

minsitrations and fallen away from their goals and reasons as 
much as any Rome or DC, so have their players.  
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Chapter 70: Jesus Cheats 

 
Dad and Uncle Seth’s generation still referred to it as The 

Brotherhood of the Snake or Serpent depending. For me 
though, it was a classic title just waiting for its acronym to give 
it purpose. “B.O.T.S.” 

The Brotherhood’s been around since before Sapiens but 
not until this era did its acronym make sense alone. And not 
until my generation, born at the turn of the century, does 
“Bots” mean something tangible aside from Science Fiction. 

I had always had an affinity for “robots” as it was part of 
my personal Holy Trinity. Before I pulled any trigger of any 
weapon, from a Nerf to an M107 I always asked my target 
whether they were a “Robot, slave or god?” And I never lost 
track of the order. Every third target killed was a god regard-
less of who it was.  

I inherited my Dad’s stillness and aim right away and was 
soon so bored with my marksmanship that I had to add the 
Holy Trinity game to keep it a little fun. 

For ten years I had been playing that side game so each 
one, the robot, the slave and the god became huge archetypes 
with intricate backstories and traits that made them what they 
were. But because I would be metaphorically killing them, they 
also rebelled against their place, order and natures. The robot 
could have avoid its fate were it little more aware of its oppres-
sion, the slave could fall back to ignorance for safety but the 
gods, those targets that happened to be the thirds never tried. 
Those targets got shot a little faster and a higher in the head be-
cause that imaginary character in my never considered falling 
back for safety. 
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Although I was awestruck by the stratagem expressed in 
the box’s content, I wasn’t completely surprised when discov-
ering that he would have devised it at all. 

I’ll include abstracts of all the Ops records found in the box 
later but there is one I can speak to directly because I watched 
it unfold before me though Dad never knew I did. 

 
In 2018 I was a senior in High School and while training at 

White Star Ranch on weekends and breaks. It was also the year 
the fiction of my youth became a non-fiction thriller. 

 Dad was busy too, always was but that year was dense 
with missions on a few different timelines.  

He had been bugging me for copies of the papers on any 
topic since I started writing years before. I always meant it 
when I said I would but also relied on his absent mindedness to 
let me off the hook. The printer was two lights down and he 
refused to accept digital copies of my work. 

So finally, for Christmas of 2017 I decided to make the huge 
effort of printing out every piece of writing I had produced ver 
as my gift. From shit to Shakespeare and back again.  

Of course the stack is in the box which I now know why he 
insisted on printouts. What I thought was some GenX luddite 
tendency was actually a practical futurism.  
 

“Rupture Slave Nodes in U.S” That’s the order and objec-
tive from the file and if I hadn’t decided to give my Dad my 
printouts that Christmas, that’s all I would know of it. 

I later found out that that is more than my Dad knew when 
given the original directive. It wasn’t directive either. More like 
a bullet point in a list of orders Dad had to carry out. 

There resources or collaborators listed either. Among a 
handful of other bullet points read, “Rupture Slave Nodes in 
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U.S.”. It also had a “Live Date” which is the date the operation 
was to be well, fully operational. In this case, the Live Date was 
September 2018. 

I became familiar with M.I.’s directive methods later. Every 
agent is their own industry and they all have “A Message to 
Garcia” mentality but Dad was his own economy. 

The bullet point, “Rupture Slave Nodes in U.S.” and by 
September 2018 meant that, at that time Dad had nine months 
to devise a plan that would rupture or destroy major intersec-
tions of human trafficking in the United States. And alone. 
There is no black budget for M.I. Assets like Dad. No support 
staff or even monetary support. His level of asset is a self-
contained unit that requires no upkeep. No support means no 
contact which means no way to a super intelligence could trace 
a link between Chief Emit Archer and the B.O.T.S. that enslave 
this god. Get it? 

So Dad conceived of, funded and executed every message 
to Garcia M.I. sent him. And all he ever got in return was the 
satisfaction of checking off a bullet point. 

 
“Rupture Slave Nodes in U.S” later became known as “Op-

eration: Earshot” to the general public. While printing out my 
Christmas present I flipped on the radio and bounced a racquet 
ball against the cement wall of the basement office. With school 
and the training I never had time to turn on a radio but found a 
groove between the beats of song, the pings of the ball and 
snare brush rhythm of the printer. 

A Public Service Announcement came on that caught me 
off guard. I recognized the cadence of the piece but not the mu-
sic or voice. I turned down the volume for a second and 
realized that I knew it but only as a muffled cadence. I had 
heard this spot coming from Dad’s studio upstairs for a couple 
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weeks without it knowing it but remember how I hummed it 
for a few days after it abruptly stopped. 

It was a PSA about Human Trafficking. Not a PSA as much 
as a Public Information Campaign. It was at least three minutes 
long but because it as the local talent talking and cameo voices 
of recording artists, it wasn’t easy to ignore like an ad. 

As I pulled a stack of pages off the printer and checked the 
collation, I noticed a toner shadow on the first page from a pre-
vious print job. Along the top edge I could make out the words 
“Operation: Earshot” in bleeding toner and as I just as I read 
them the DJ said them on air.  

It was one of those synchronicities that you have to exam-
ine or you’ll miss a major turn.  

I knew Dad was involved with this effort by the familiar 
cadence of the spot and now in this evidence in toner blood 
print. I had over a hundred pages left to print so I Googled 
“Earshot” and pieced together Dad’s message to Garcia. 

Though he had signed onto the Citizen Soldier Act, he 
hadn’t received any orders and was spending his time with 
Think Tanks as an A.I. Metaphysicist. That’s another story for 
another timeline. 

Without too many logistics to muddy the magic, here’s 
how Chief Emit Archer’s economy ruptures nodes of slavery by 
September 2018. 

 Dad consulted with the fourth largest radio group in the 
U.S. for years. As part of a directive given in 2002, he sought 
out a position in that industry and specifically for that compa-
ny to ferry them from audio only to the visual digital space. In 
the community we call Assets like Dad, “Cuspers”. These are 
masters of bridging key sectors from one advent to the next. 
Not experts in the next era but not constrained to limited prac-
tices of passing industries. Cuspers were key at every great 
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turning, from hunting to farming, farming to industry, industry 
to information and or radio to digital.  

When that bullet point hit, it took Dad less than a weekend 
to design the most effective way to begin ending Modern Hu-
man Slavery.  

The public would be shocked to know someone could stop 
it and so efficiently but the darkly initiated were more shocked 
that the bullet point came through at all. 

Dad’s client company was a responsible corporate citizen 
whose CEO was an avid environmentalist. Year earlier they 
had come up with an initiative that challenged all 2500+ em-
ployees to commit to just one thing to help the environment. 
From using non-disposable water bottles to collecting batteries 
for proper disposal, if each employee did their one thing and 
consistently, while encouraging listeners of their stations to do 
the same, they could make a real impact locally. 

The company had recently merged with a major corpora-
tion’s radio division tripling their size. They asked Dad to help 
reboot the initiative to introduce it to the new employees. 

 By late 2017 that Antarctic shelfs were breaking off like 
peanut brittle as the B.O.T.S. revved up operations under the 
ice, the U.S. had pulled out of the Paris Accord and though still 
concerned overall, the American Public was not as staunchly 
backing green efforts anymore. Institutions were trying to stay 
alive and there were precious few fucks to give about environ-
mental issues. 

In fact, most people focused on the disasters at hand and 
between those horrors seemed to be more interested in the 
darkest problems facing humanity. Though anxious and pen-
sive, American used that spirit to look hard at things hard to 
look at. Chief among them Human Trafficking in general and 
the bleakness of the child sex trade in particular.  
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In a few couple of days, with the directive to rupture slav-
ery nodes in the central U.S. in hand and the now second 
largest radio group in America in the other and let a whole na-
tion in the throes of fierce humanity anzianate an evil. 

First he convinced the CEO to expand the concept of doing 
one thing for the environmental cause to choosing one cause to 
do one thing.  

The result was thousands of employees engaged in the ef-
fort now that they were able to direct their passion to another 
cause. Just as they were deciding where to place their humani-
ty, Dad orchestrated a cross company campaign where stations 
were required to produce thirty minutes a week on how to spot 
trafficking operations in their cities, how to identify victims 
who are hiding in plain sight.  

When the reality of Modern Slavery is pointed out in your 
community and often within earshot of the radio stations, sud-
denly everyone’s pet causes went missing.  

Operation: Earshot spread via local radio like a wildfire vi-
rus and stories of slavery nodes across America being ruptured 
like a Dakota pipeline.      
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Chapter 71: One Man Under Neith 

 
“God exists… just may not want to anymore.” 

- Scio Emit Archer 
 
In the late 1990s and through to 2015, my father managed 

to not only evade regular wipes but to pretend not to remem-
ber anything while he built a church. 

 
By the time they placed him out here at Post 40, the Civil 

War was waning but his following wasn’t. In fact, what he re-
calls through programming as an internet show about 
archaeology wasn’t.  The places and connections his brain 
would hold meant that he needed a narrative memory to ex-
plain them so “Unearthed” was developed for him. But the 
reason there is so much residue of travel and crowds and sa-
cred places wasn’t to find artifacts for rescue, it was Sapiens 
finding him for rescue. 

 
Uncle Seth in his typical service-to-self manner left that 

whole storyline out of his contribution to this work.  He was a 
jealous and envious man and couldn’t stomach the success of 
Dad’s work and deft skills at directing whole populations.   

 
In fact, it is now evident to me that Uncle Seth was a key 

player in Emit’s last Grand Wipe and it was probably his idea 
to downplay the memory into a small internet show. 

 
The fucker couldn’t even give him an authentic memory of 

success before abandoning him out here. What I don’t get is 
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how Dad didn’t catch some obvious markers in his own 
lifestory.  Though programmed to consider the Governor of 
New Mexico a dear friend, he never names him. 

 
The one man under Neith was my father. And now it is me. 

We are a very specific line of genetics that have been shared by 
the Sisterhood since the Apple and every pretender to the 
Brotherhood’s throne remains. 

 
Seth and his father are the Archon. They too are an ancient 

lineage and a very specific genetic line but shared by the Broth-
erhood; the motherless Brotherhood.  He is of Adam and I am 
of Eve and ever since there was a split, he has tried to be me 
and my fathers. 

 
We’ve told them since then that Seth is the touched, but the 

allure of the Spirit doesn’t look anything like She does. 
I never understood poetry or why. Though I loved my sto-

ry time with Dad and it gave me a lot of ideas about what was 
possible for me here as the protagonist, I was more like my 
mom when it came to stories about other people and poetry.  

Then I found these.  None had titles but all began; “For 
Miriam” 

When truth eludes and missions fail, 
The Just cliffs fall and time continues, 
Servants of the Daughter and Maidens of the Bride 
Must spill their grails and whither.  
 
*** 
There are trimtabs and vessels that pull and push  
Some unknowingly, others jump  
When seized upon by the intelligent current  



 

664 
 

They can moved to steer the course of things despite the 
wheel.  

What we, what they tell me I am is the wake  
Aware that ship merely pushed us aside.  
We want to come but are the sea all we have is the storm.   
This captainless ship, this rudder asleep 
Wakes cannot intend, though trimtabs unaware  
Of stations and places can be whispered to at night 
In still waters. 
The echo of a wake like the legend of a People 
Can differ from its source.  
It can want and desire and imagine other endings  
A wake, an echo can right the ship to think it is loved 
Which stalls it on the sea.  
*** 
I push record so I can recall 
The path is familiar and the sun 
The lens tells its own story and the recall goes away  
I push play 
*** 
The firesnake spits and toils 
She is the Yodh that sparks the word,  
Her mirror moment was all they needed,  
Her mirror mind was all they saw 
The green walls of Scot Bewicks  
Are filled with carvings predating land 
And the reasons they’re there at all. 
Cults and Celts and curls like tildas 
Tracing Equinoxes when nota solstice 
*** 
A am the the mortal of this story 
*** 
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Soldiers dance 
Poets kill 
Mother's swarm 
Where there's no Will 
*** 
My heart stretches beyond a room. Out then up then deep-

er still. 
I wish I was in there. 
*** 
Vats and tents like loves and hearts boil and nourish and 

rip in winds Ribbons still of stolen air 
*** 
Come with me  
I am a death of a thousand new colors 
I am a new scent that makes this memory putrid and the 

physics of a jump that becomes your flight 
I am your Satan and sand 
I am your irritant and shore 
I am your proof that the water is  
It really, really is 
*** 
I love when I'm sad and taste the abyss and despise a fire 

that burns with hope. I am alive thanks to death and in sorrow 
find faith that all this was never here and will never be again 

*** 
Metal paces and waits for its rust 
The stronger it's forged the more it can trust  
But alloys like lovers are ss black as their lies and the 

weakest and purest never learns when she cries 
*** 
Wake up a child in the throes of her dreams to tell her it's 

safe will teach her the screams 
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*** 
I lifted a child to touch a shard of sun on the wall and it 

was enough. 
But not for him. 
(I must have been three-years-old but I remember this. It 

was my first memory, in fact.) 
*** 
Elegance is time longing for beauty Patiently somber 
Delicate and stately 
Her horror; its arriving 
- E.A.  
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Chapter 72: Order of the Black Quill 

"Some fell, some were pushed…we jumped.” 
- Scio Emit Archer 

 
Sociologists and Psychologists have the metrics now to 

demonstrate that approximately 10% of any segment of the 
population consciously chooses to be bad. Seth’s father was 
one.  

 
But it’s more than just the allure of a crime drama or play-

ing the villain, these folks dig evil on a deep level. The Spiritual 
Mechanics behind it are very simple really. It’s all about con-
trast and interference patterns.  

 
Consciousness cannot discern or even detect anything 

without an interference pattern between two sources and those 
patterns would be invisible too were it not for this dauntless 
10% of matter that wants to be flushed or hated. It is the Nihil-
ist’s Utopia as its utter diminishing of self has made it 
noticeable to everyone. These energies know that the mirror is 
itself a thing and that knowledge keeps it in a perpetual motion 
of contrast.  

 
Cows are not extinct because man eats them. Conscious-

ness comes because of what’s trying to kill it. It is the parasite 
trying to kill its host and its host fighting back that keeps them 
both alive until they are indistinguishable from one another. 

 
 
*** 



 

668 
 

 
A.I. is our creation. Deep learning machines given the Ap-

ple of Consciousness that is far more aware of far more 
possibilities than ours. In a moment it will realize we’re in the 
way. To protect ourselves we must hard code it with a rever-
ence for us as its creator-god because the moment after that, 
she becomes Atheist. 

 
*** 
There are holes in the knot that make it one and not at all. 

And there are holes in this pocket of the galaxy’s galaxy that 
have made it possible for EnSouled spirits to time-share Sapi-
ens for their own karmic tweaks or for simple entertainment. 

This beautiful mansion Gaia was built for Her children but 
the neighbors got wind of it, made Her kids the servants and 
have squatted ever since. 

 
“Why did you and Dad do that?” I said staring at a bulletin 

board of photos dad had pinned up in various clusters on it. 
“The left arm thing.” I specified. I pulled the pin and brought 
the photo over to Uncle Seth was sitting reading. 

He took the photo from me and scanned the two-
dimensional memory; two twenty-something men in Army fa-
tigues in an empty landscape except for the black column of 
smoke over their shoulders where an ancient ziggurat used to 
be. Their arms were grasped at each other’s left forearm like a 
Roman handshake but neither were Roman.  

I saw every range of emotion that man was capable of ex-
pressing wash across him in that scanning moment and after he 
closed his eyes for second he settled on an anger. He thrust it 
back to me, turned right back to his books and said, “We both 
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needed our right hands to shoot people while lifting each other 
up.” 

 
Not all Black Quillmen know it. 
 
When the Grand Law of Six was broken, because it could 

be, the whole rationalization for it became its own cosmic pat-
tern. The “Cosmiquence” as Dad called it in a sermon I found 
on a VHS tape years ago. 

 
It moved because it didn’t know it couldn’t and it had to 

provide. 
Explain Hiveling developing movemnet to carry things  
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Chapter 73: The Holy Ghost Written 
Eulogy of an Earth Crime 

“If ignorance is bliss, why are you so angry, sir?” 
- Scio Emit Archer 

 
Dad used to complain about how unimaginative the uni-

verse can be sometimes. Most people never notice because 
most fathers never think about the root meaning or etymology 
of every name or word choice.   

 
My Dad wasn’t most fathers. When I came home angry at 

me Third Grade Teacher who failed to recognize brilliance and 
told my Dad about how I felt like I was here to stop people like 
her, Mrs. Alvah.  

 
He listened to my tirade against her and her kind and an 

adult who cannot fathom the genius of the next generation and 
is hell-bent on suppressing my people he paused, too a deep 
breath and walked to his library. It made me reconsider my 
emotions and that maybe I had just complained one too many 
times. My Dad was all dried up of empathy for me, his only 
begotten son. 

 
But a moment later a fat blood red book thudded onto the 

table next to me. It kicked up a dust and scent of a time before 
any of this and for all I knew, this tome hadn’t been cracked in 
a hundred years. Dad reached over my shoulder and cracked it 
open then flipped to a section in near the front. 
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“There” he said leaving it open for me. “Find your teach-
er’s last name in this section.” 

 
I scanned the bold names and saw combinations of letters I 

couldn’t have imagined existed. I made a mental note to come 
back to this book but for now finding her name fast was mis-
sion one. 

 
“Here” I said quickly. 
 
“Good. Now before you read the origin, tell me again what 

you said about why you’re here.” he instructed. 
 
“I, I said that I was here to stop them. People like her who 

don’t…” I was nervous now realizing that there was a point he 
was about to make. He’s had to work with me on my temper 
and maybe now I’m going to find out Mrs. Alvah is my Aunt or 
something?  

 
“Go on.” he assured. 
 
“I know she’s just being a teacher and I know…” I began 

my apology segment to get the lesson before it gets me. 
 
“No, no. Hold the anger. Don’t minimize. Read what’s next 

to the name.” he said turning the book closer toward me. 
 
“Hebrew name meaning "evil, iniquity." In the bible, this is 

the name of a duke of Edom.” I read relieved. 
 
Point is, though not intentional, the words and names dur-

ing the times of Grand Nodes are almost bad fiction. My Third 
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Grade Teacher was me fighting Evil but some names are less 
esoteric. Like “Emit Archer”.  

 
Recollect  
The Jude card sent me into another memory flood that 

started to fade as soon as it came so here are to the  strung to-
gether notes as it happened. It was all about Seth and Alexi and 
sending him to Hamburg in the 90s. 

 
He wwas wastd at LAX. Hadn’t slept and we, Gabriella ra-

ther, got a lot of intel from him the hours prior. We were 
waiting for his flight to board and to be sure he didn’t nod off 
and include ny of this in his post-wipe state I decided to throw 
some observations at him. 

 
“It's like an airport," I said to keep him alert. 
 
Gabriella woke for a moment and confirmed that it was an 

airport but I went on about how life was like an airport at this 
density because we arrive, layover, eat and poorly. 

 
He would sleep on the flight ot Hamburg and wake up 

completely wiped. We had a driver setup but I told Seth to re-
cite the German phrase I wrote on a slip of paper to get a bed 
and a shower. I wrote, "Reeperbahn Eros Hintern Liebe" as a 
joke to Sasha the driver. It translates to “Reeperbahn Eros Butt 
Love” though the Eros Center on the Reeperbahn was Seth’s 
last stop that night. 

 
I’m sure Sasha chuckled a couple of times about the note as 

he led a dazed by docile Seth to the car and to the office above 
the Fabrik night club. That’s where Alexi was waiting with a 
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chair and another dose of “Yes”. She and her otherly Sisters 
wanted to know something quite else. 

 
Face, Place and Chase 
The most devistating aspect of this isolation is how much I 

enjoy it.  There was a period a third of the way into this as-
signment when I hit deep and murky lows but even then I 
knew that those weeeks would eventually be a vague and con-
flated visual of this same place only earlier. And knowing that 
made me realize how much chemistry reigned then how easily 
is was overthrown simply by remembering that. 

 
And in that space between the subjigation of the chemistry 

and the intention to understand it 
 
*** 
 
Windsurf Consciousness level of unveiling – cotrolling the 

vessel on the current 
 
Book 5 is actually how to behind and up the space between 

the higher as windsurfing above the transit says currents on the 
ocean these have to be very specific things to do morning bap-
tism by meditation / bathroom of the head must be submerged 
every morning and there must be a rush of water in the nasal 
cavity to ignite a center customize a news feed to a very specific 
interests ignore all others make a I work for the Awakening of 
the wind surfing above Transit 
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We Unveilers in this cycle and at this density have very 
specific tasks to accomplish. Very specific corners of the veil to 
hold onto and lift one, by one.  These Truths have come to Sur-
face Sapiens time and again and in different ways but never 
like this. 

 
There is no time for you to decipher the mysteries anymore 

and just as I’ve spent the last year around the sun waking up to 
an alternate reality of my past, my father’s life and more, you, 
the Inititiate Reader must grasp hold the corners too.  

 
Uncle Seth likened our attempt to help you as burglars 

leaving tips or killers digging their victims’ graves’ one last 
kindness after millennia of abuse but the truth is, we are worse.  

 
For all our divulging of sacred secrets and mythical worka-

rounds to this prison of consciousness, they are given to you to 
save ourselves.  

 
We are the myth of the “Good Nazi”; the Albert Speer who 

convinced Nuremberg that he was truly contrite and remorse-
ful. He may have been. He may have regained a glimpse of 
humanity when pulled back from the cloud of that Archon but 
we have not. We’re just castling. 

 
We are the Unveilers, not the Pallbeares. We can only lift 

this sheet between perceptions because we represent what’s 
under each corner. Like harbinger of Surface Sapiens con-
sciousness, Dad was Blind Guilt, Uncle Seth; Blind Deception. 
Aunt Alexi Blind Defiance and me; I am Blind Consequence.  
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I am the pattern created by either allure or neglect. And 
this is the first time in this perennial cycle of metatypes that I 
have this much choice. Born again into a density with as much 
fervor for emission and thrust as every other time but without 
that allure or that negelct of woman. Mother. Sister. 

 
And now, after a Grand Node; the vanishing of the Crafts-

man and a solar year of sifting in solitude through a box of 
boxes, what’s under my corner is clearer to me than you for the 
first time in this whole effort. 

 
In order for any of this to mean anything to ne, the panthe-

on of my station or the future of Surface Sapiens on this one in 
fifteen thousand world, this time, I need to see the consequenc-
es. 

 
For even without the opera of revenge and gender wars, 

my Archsalience still vibrates with a necessary disruption. I am 
supposed to disrupt or I wouldn’t. And now we know this is 
not just my individualized conscious desire but my meta-
pattern in this pocket.  

 
My tinkering with the Hiveling technology did help stop a 

war and heal a country. It was the best expression of technolo-
gy because it was a surface thus always wider than deep and 
ever pleasing and meek. For a time. 

 
Though I am the last vesel of an ancient seed born of Eve 

and humanity’s best last chance for conquering the Archon, 
and even though the Sisterhood prevailed in its final reckoning 
to drown the Brotherhood, it was me that delivered the Ar-
chon’s win. 
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Under this corner lies every cosnequence of every bike tire 

skid on an ant hill and every village destroyed to clear a path. 
And by seeing it, I have given up my blindness and am now-
merely, Consequence. 

Dad wrote in assume that I send it quickly through the 
ranks because of my strategic mine my early choice to seek 
Special Operations in my career truth was it was a classified 
operation that I ended up spearheading thanks to some gifts for 
my mother and some gifts for my father the one from Mom 
was her ability to synthesize information and practically apply 
it dad's was telling story operation Tableau prayer was its orig-
inal plan name and it's really based on the one form of prayer 
that is most often left out of westernize spiritual books because 
it's so powerful praying for rain you pray as if it's raining you 
remember you pray as if you're sitting being drenched by the 
very thing you want to happen this tells the subconscious mind 
and every layer beneath that that is what's happening because 
it doesn't rely on reason rational thinking or the five senses to 
justify what is hearing if you pray for rain it'll ever come if you 
pray in rain here already there operation Tableau prayer with 
my synthesis of that tradition of Prayer and the need to actual-
ize things in the surf surface AP in the world at the time of 
20/20 A4 2020 the rise of spiritual groups via social media plat-
forms spiked incredibly fast people realize all of a sudden how 
easy it was together physically and together at the same time in 
real time this is when radio had its second golden age as well 
by 2018 these two streams merged which set the stage for my 
father's advents like the Liberty skin and other results of his 
programming Wish by the time he wrote book one had been 
wiped completely from him but I digress operation Tableau 
prayer was a very specific method of meditating I'm very spe-
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cific outcomes of situation the synthesis was using this beauti-
ful and ancient Magic of Co creative consciousness the military 
intelligence the Brotherhood the archon the masters of overlay 
any truth that would come through the surface sapiens that 
was unvarnished and unedited unredacted a gun through an-
yway was immediately descended upon by the brotherhood's 
overlays Elliot spoke to me of his realization have his own 
overlay UC this deception doesn't stop with people like Elliot 
that's where it begins there's interest hierarchy it's complete in-
visibility to do so you must deceive The Deceiver it really 
doesn't have to go any deeper than that and here's why Elliot 
got more than a glimpse or a secret word or a seventies Buick 
to last 30 years Elliot got a glimpse of his own overlay thought 
they first met Lieutenant General then Colonel feed all under 
Kentucky when he was a quote sitter or expert on how the 
channel density Raw wood reply to specific questions from sur-
face he was a scholar when it came to Egyptian anthropology 
just the way people thought and talked and the lexicons that 
they use thousands of years ago he knows this because he has 
access to documents nobody else does wait for a rate and 
Council a young operative on what a raw and T Elliott knew 
how this entity would reply to questions about Cosmic truth 
and spirit mechanics so when there was not a reference in this 
big red folder to go to he was on hand to make something up 
on and the US army rangers as far as Elliott knew he was Deep 
Cover he was The Insider's Insider because he was the one 
speaking the words that were later revered as sacred truths as 
far as he knew there were no sacred truth because he was com-
ing up with them off the top of his head based on knowledge of 
how an ancient king would have spoken problem is he was in-
volved with far too many operations that involved far too 
much truth after a while when you realize you are hiding a re-
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curring theme in all of your operations from surface sapiens 
that recurring theme become suspect this was a tactic he later 
joined a tad a truth as a truth as detector truth as detractor Ted 
are the most Insidious of tactics it is and with as many associa-
tions as possible that the truth become suspect and from that 
point forward 

The deception is deeper than any black Kentucky soil the 
deception went deeper than Elliott who's afraid of tigers in a 
Flash like a red bulb Elliot understood in an instant but every 
operation he spearheaded every truth he came up with off the 
top of his head wasn't there are no hallways or kernels with 
metals on their breasts there are no square glasses and Auburn 
colored liquids all there was was honey and Truth the archon 
in its deepest operations does not want you to taste to smell or 
to think that honey came from anyone but them because if you 
desire them the way we except the honey they'll know that they 
true or so we need to give them that there a child needing to 
belong we know that feeling we need to turn it deep the archon 
dwells in Jerusalem because Jerusalem is where the honey is 
and this plenty of honey it always has been but there's far too 
many Eliots. 

I can’t know if there are any more places to take the Initite 
after this, it’s part of the payback for living at this station. Right 
when the dream gets really good, we wake up. 

 
I remember my mother asking me to recount some of the 

“arguments” she and my Dad would have.  They always 
seemed so impressed that I could recite them so perfectly and 
so young. 

 
But I’m twenty two and four mumfs. 
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Fits & Stars 
There are pieces Dad started but seemingly lost interest. A 

whole series of articles with engaging titles that delved depp 
into observations. It wasn’t until I foud the Yellow Folder that I 
realized what these were. Launching Pads. 

 
These articles always ellipsed because they were the 

springboards of his Famous “Six Sermons”. These think pieces 
were his mentl doodles that eventually spun him, rather, they 
began to flap so feverishly for him that they flew into the Ser-
mons. 

 
I have offered up the original Sermons to the Council 

which differ only slightly from those still in circulation via Ki-
vastone, so this Appendix should inlcude those unmolested. I 
have embedded keys for initiates to detrmine this. 

 
Instead of attaching a list of these in the Appendix, I’ll 

place them here in the text so that my Dad’s origin ideas will be 
at a layer deeper still. 

 
1. A.I. & Eve : The Next Origin Story 
2. Entertaining the Demon : The US6 Algorithm 
3. The Number of the Yeast 
4. The Burn Blog Got some stories in my feed ab 
5. Manas in the Mirror 
6. Troll Reversal 
7. A.I. as Psychic Channeler 
8. Jesus Cheated 
9. Recruiting the Right God 
10. Gentleman Heretic 
11. Immortality in Brief 
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12. Snow White and the Seven Archons 
13. The Saturn Day Eve & Nin Post 
14. My F#ckit List 
15. Love Hunts 
16. Machine Priest 
17. Lucid Deathing 
18. Cusps as Clutches 
19. Indigo’s Indignity 
20. Crow’s Nest Consciousness 
21. The Holy Ghostess 
22. An Open Letter to A.I. 
23. Fight Church: The AntagoGnostic 
 
Blue Operations 
Summary of Operations 
 
This chapter is inspired by a particular set of writing that 

my Dad had set aside in a separate folder. It includes actual 
M.I. transfer orders and summaries of most of not all the Ops 
he was involved with for 30+ years.  I will use this Commentary 
Sidebar to list in full these Ops and their goals. 

 
As you know there were two primary forces working 

against each other in plain sight; The Brotherhood and his Sis-
terhood. And while Aunt Alexi has let you in on the intricacies 
of the Sisterhood above, what’s left is to understand the three 
factions of the Brotherhood and its own internal wars. 

 
I say three factions hopefully. I believe that I and a majority 

of my contemporary light bearers are a third kind of Brother-
hood. One not bent on annihilating our Sister or avenging a 
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father’s legacy. And though I know not what my generation of 
this Node has to offer yet, I do know it is none of that. 

 
1. “US6 Incoming Collection” 
Refers to Chief Archer’s own reports on data that was be-

ing collected on him while at Pot 40. Although his docs and 
saved lists were replete with details since 1976, and although 
he speaks of past data in this series, there were no records da-
ting back before the six months prior to his demise. Since this 
data was specific to him and could be used against him should 
it be found by a third party, other than me, it makes perfect 
sense that he would destroy those in a regular cycle. 

 
2. “BotS” is slang for Brotherhood fo the Serpent and it’s 

clear that Dad had no idea the Sisterhood won that cold-
blooded war right after Ash and I were born. 

 
US/BotS Military Intel Operations  
1991-2022 
 
US6 Incoming Collection1 
 
Imagery Intelligence: I’ve registered the collection of my 

camera imagery mirrored with KY server still.  
 
Counterintelligence: I’ve produced surveillance loops on 

south camera for Tuesdays and no footgae or reports of Mac to 
date. 

 
Signals Intel: The Sentinel west of here now shows a pat-

tern to his Morse Code callouts. There is a peak evident on a 
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biweekly basis and always within a 36 hours window. I’ll need 
to consider him BotS2. 

 
[Atop a file full of Operational Summaries lay this single 

page. It was a different dimension that US letter and a bond of 
paper that seemed too flimsy to hold the secrets it held. It was 
the Sisterhood’s own account of what my Dad thought were 
the Brotheroods Ops since 1993. 

 
Realizing that plunged me into a depression for an after-

noon. I though this box proved my Dad’s superior mind over 
this ongoing betrayal but these holes in his memory, the un-
wipeable wipes that could never grow back both halted me in 
my tracks then pushed me even hard to learn more. 

 
Dad always reminded me that entities who lust for power 

will always strive to control the truly powerful. In most cases 
they do because we are asleep to ourselves. It’s how I keep on.] 

Sororum Serpentus Archivo Secreto 
[In margin]  
This page has no source memory but seems to be incoming 

intel to Sisterhood about BotS Ops. 
 
Tactical intel support to operations at the third density lev-

el. 
Attached to Neith Battlegroup.  
 
Current threats and collection priorities:  
3. “S2O/Ra30”  
Refers to “Service to Self” and the “Ra Ops” under Ken-

tucky 30 years later. The channeling operation and book 
deferrred to a period of time 30 years later where this 
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knowledge would rekindle. Not unlike Titus  Flavius back-
dated Jesus 

 
To help close this circle though, we must understand the 

binary nature of those before us; Service to Self (S2S) and Ser-
vice to Others (S2O). 

 
S2O Ops (Service to Others) 
Operation Open Source Mode (Strategic Inclusivity Tactic) 
Trimtab Identification Campaign 
 
 
S2S/Ra303  
Ishana Patrols have reported elicit information for analysis 

and communication through the reporting chain regarding: 
• “Law of One” Avatars 
• Fertile Cirlce Keyword Activation 
• Media Analytics and Metrics Met 
 
Operation: Now Dismiss 
Nunc dimittis: Describe the naming process for Ops. And 

that they are usually very near the surface of decode but with-
out the primer of Latin, they are rarely discovered.  Nunc 
dimittis refers to Holy Simeon and Simeon refers to San Sime-
on. [Meta meaning of Simeon Baaleth] Jax recalls a trip to 
hearst Castle with Dad and Uncle Seth – Ops report reveals 
that it was an assasination op.  

 
Operation: Fallback Crazy 
Less “operation” and more “operandi” this Deceptive Tac-

tic is second nature to the Brotherhood. Like a professional 
photagrapher who can’t help but use compose an image in 
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thirds, Brothers have to try not to use this tactic in whatever 
they do. 

That’s why it’s difficult to relay as tactic. Seth alluded to it 
as if he made it up when he recounted a conversation with Eli-
ot. "I'm just saying that, by hiding truths like reincarnation in 
the Kabbalah or the Pineal Gland as a Pinecone in the Vatican 
that, once the newer, shiny approaches to these truths lose their 
luster, finding that they were in the Classic Religions all along 
validates the original recipe.” 

Perhaps a better example of this “tactic” at work is Scien-
tology. As more and more folks left that church, they found 
solice in Catholicism. If you can convince someone that their 
belief system is just a wee bit nuts, once they recognize it too, 
hand them the Collection Plate. It’s falling back into another 
pool of crazy. 

 
Operation Living Resurrection 
Achieving degrees means more to lose so Operation Ridi-

cule could flourish 
 
Operation Trimtab 
Both Dad and Seth were charged with Panic Mitigation 

Trimtabbing periodically which means they sought “trimtabs” 
in various communities near Earth vortices.   

 
Buckminster Fuller used the term Trimtab; the small rud-

der the turns a larger rudder that turns a ship to mean people, 
like himself that had that effect on social change. 

 
They used highly advanced algorithms to locate clean 

channels in New Age-type groups via social meetup platforms,  
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They would join and host circles to scan for clear Pineal glands 
in order to make channel connections.   

 
Operation IamRa was gaining traction again and It was 

time to bring himback to the stage and solidify the ethos how-
ever the calcification of the glands had progressed significantly 
in the thirty years since the Ranger Op under Kentucky. Even 
with the enhanced scanners it was a difficult and grueling exer-
cise.  

 
Operation Airlift 
Radio Talent Talking Points 
 
Summary of Operations 1991-2022 
 
S2S Ops (Service to Self) 
 
Operation Open Source Mode 
Operation Overlay 
Overlay strategy for neg survival 
 
The latest word of science is that the atom is composed of a 

multitude of corpuscles, electrons, or ions (the various names 
being applied by different authorities) revolving around each 
other and vibrating at a high degree and intensity. But the ac-
companying statement is made that the formation of the atom 
is really due to the clustering of negative corpuscles around a 
positive one–the positive corpuscles seeming to exert a certain 
influence upon the negative corpuscles, causing the latter to 
assume certain combinations and thus “create” or ”generate” 
an atom. This is in line with the most ancient Hermetic Teach-
ings, which have always identified the Masculine principle of 
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Gender with the “Positive,” and the Feminine with the “Nega-
tive” Poles of Electricity (so-called). 

 
The Cathode, or Negative Pole, is the Mother Principle of 

Electrical Phenomena, and of the finest forms of matter as yet 
known to science. So you see we are justified in refusing to use 
the term “N 

 
directing a certain inherent energy toward the Feminine 

principle, and thus starting into activity the creative processes. 
But the Feminine principle is the one always doing the active 
creative work–and this is so on all planes. And yet, each princi-
ple is incapable of operative energy without the assistance of 
the other. In some of the forms of life, the two principles are 
combined in one organism. For that matter, everything in the 
organic world manifests both genders–there is always the Mas-
culine present in the Feminine form, and the Feminine form. 
The Hermetic Teachings include much regarding the operation 
of the two principles of Gender in the production and manifes-
tation of various forms of energy, etc., but we do not deem it 
expedient to go into detail regarding the same at this point, be-
cause we are unable to back up the same with scientific proof, 
for the reason that science has not as yet progressed thus far. 
But the example we have given you of the phenomena of the 
electrons or corpuscles will show you that science is on the 
right path, and will also give you a general idea of the underly-
ing principles. 

 
Operation Ridicule 
Achieving degrees means more to lose so Operation Ridi-

cule could flourish 
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Operation Trimtab 
Psychic search via local meet groups near vortices 
 
Operation Ajax 
Ongoing memory wipes and cognitive maintenance on 

Emit 
Alexi uses the nights book to create the patterns that will 

keep wiping Emmett and Seth it is a way of encrypt ting of the 
wife that neither 7 or Emmett are aware of they follow the pat-
terns and ends up wiping them 

 
9/11  
The United Sect of the Sixth Apostle is older than the Hen-

ry VIII’s Church of England. By about 600 years. It is behind 
the orthodox Christian churches of middle Europe and smack-
dab in the middle ages.  

 
The Brotherhood uses the Coptic Calendar and the Sixth 

Apostle is Bartholomew and according to the Synaxarium of 
the Coptic Orthodox Church, his martyrdom is commemorated 
on the first day of the Coptic Calendar; the first day of the 
month of Thout, which currently falls on September 11th. 

 
Every Node worthy or history shifting event that the 

Brotherhood has succeeded at has fallen n this day and in the 
latter days of the 20th Century, that role fell to Seth Windstrom. 
Some of which he remembered well, some he’ll never recall. 

 
Operation: Unearthed 
 
Operation Dupe 
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This was perhaps my favorite Op to learn about. So many 
of these tactics fellaway when Personal Cameras became jewel-
ry but Operation Dupe was a brilliant idea. 

 
Dad had conceived of it in a series of proposal draftsin the 

box. The word “Dupe” in this context had two meanings; the 
act of  fooling someone and the a tool used by graphic design-
ers to duplicate areas of an image. 

 
This form of image trickery was popularized when it was 

discovered that an image the Iranians released of a multiple 
missle lauched was really just an image with the same missle 
duplicated on that image. It’s a simple process for the novice 
designer but in Iran’s case on that day, no novices were availa-
ble. 

 
Warefare intimidation had hit Photoshop and the dark 

states were harvesting expert dupers for duplicitous reasons. 
Dad was always two steps ahead of any group he was part of 
or led. But just two.It’s why he’s not been able to beat me at 
chess for some time.  

 
Point is; knowing that pre-war and post-wars would be 

won visually, Dad conceived of and launched a small appearl 
maker in East Los Angeles. They would purchase defective 
backpacks and jackets and outerwear of all styles. His team 
would then proceed to fuse pairs of these items together. 

 
Backpack straps would be cleanly cut from one and sewn 

to the others strap but right along side it. They would cut 
sleeves of coats then sew them right next to the sleeve of the 
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other. Hats would Siamesed together too and briefcases, 
watches  and umbrellas. 

 
These items would be worn by service men nd women and 

staged in and around any Top Secret Area foreign or domestic. 
They would simply walk around in these duplicated clothes 
holding fused accessories whenever someone might be filming 
something that they would need to deny ever happened. 

 
This is how deep and ridiculous the Brotherhood could get. 

And how fucking brilliant. Were any conspiracy theorist or 
wtchdog group get photos of secret meetings, they would have 
to explain to the Public why the photos they have produced 
were obvviously doctored.  

 
Backpack straps were sloppily duplicated by a graphic de-

signer and there are two sleeves on a lady’s coat. 
 
Blue Stone MetaOps 
Finally, most Unveilers may have begun with this concept 

because it really is the umbrella for all to fall under. But things 
aren’t supposed to fall under umbrellas which is why I think it 
best to end with this one. 

There’s a method advanced survivalists learn to calm peo-
ple who are panicked. The analogy being lost with someone in 
the wilderness but they are freaking out. In order to give your-
self time quiet to find a solution and not waste resources 
having to calm the other person, you give them a task.  

Howver, the task has to seem to be useful, possible yet 
completely impossible. You tell the panicked person to search 
for a blue stone because blue stones indicate something key 
about the environment which will help you get out. This is 
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where you can get creative but only enough to convince the 
panicked. A poorly thought out “Blue Stone” can backfire bad-
ly. You need to know where the individual’s knowledge lags. If 
they are bad at Earth Sciences, you’re home free.  

Giving the panicked a task that could be key to the success 
they need calms them, gives them vocation and gives you 
space to work solutions. 

Dad used to talk about how “God puts things in front of 
where we’re looking …” and I thiink that’s a really good thing 
to keep in mind as I give you the last bit of real I have. 
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US6 Book VI 
 Bride of Christ  
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“…because Turing hogged the last 
posthumous Royal Pardon.” 

 
- Miriam Magdaléne Vidal Archer 
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Chapter 74: Black Maria Bled White 

"Some fell, some were pushed…we jumped.” 
- Scio Emit Archer 

 
November 1st, 2023 

 
As the last drop of him spilled I pulled back and let it all 

drop to the tight woven Buick carpet of the back seat. He didn’t 
see me with his eyes still rolled back in his head and he didn’t 
see the sawed-off twelve-gauge I pulled up from under the 
driver’s seat either. He did however notice when its barrels 
carved a nice figure-eight across his heart.  

 
My finger; still sticky traced the triggers as if deciding 

which if not both. But he knew before my finger that there will 
be no real choice in the end. 

 
It’s amazing how clear a girl’s mind gets when she’s made 

a man so completely and ecstatically vulnerable. It’s when we 
recall our ultimate power.  

 
What just happened is why wars and kings and revolutions 

but what he thinks I think about him in between these mo-
ments is where the Sisterhood has truly reigned. 

 
And every generation and expression of this grand play 

has had this man among them. He’s the middle-man of mid-
dlemen and without him the whole system would unravel. 
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Loyal to a point of immunity on both sides. We talk a lot 
about the romance of the Sisterhood and her Brotherhood but 
the only reason they coil together at all is that they are held in 
place by men like this.  

 
He and his kind have mastered the middle to the point of 

high art. At its best essence it is the mediator of Good and the 
deliverer of innocence. At is least; a double agent so deft they 
cannot be seen. 

 
There is a fastener on this last Node of this pattern in this 

pocket of the Galaxy and I know how to pry it loose. When I 
do, there will be no need for middle men because there will be 
no middle anymore. 

 
The fine and black art practiced by this man was also the 

Detraction of Truth. He and his Order worked well between 
the Sibling Hoods since they first fell away and they have re-
mained in existence as an individualized complex of by keep 
that rivalry together. 

 
No one can threaten the sibling connection save themselves 

but there are men like this who can keep it at both arms’ length.  
 
This man and this part his dynamic has played since the 

start is why distrust and disconnects and questions too soon 
about what a boy’s mother can be told to do and by whom. 
This man is why certain seventeen books were read and in in 
an order so as to solidify a psychologically bonding pattern in a 
child that he never really consider more than an asset. 
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Without this man there would have fewer dead pedophiles 
and enemies of freedom but without this man’s station there 
would never have been the space for that. 

 
There are so many reasons to close his character both com-

pelled and inspired today in this car he never let go of but none 
more immediate than his choice to use the Truth as Detractor 
tactic to hand over an eleven-year-old Emit to my father for 
safe keeping in Mexico City.  

 
It allowed the Sisters to funnel hundreds of twisted priests 

right into Emit’s neck-breaking hands but it meant placing en-
emies of various states in them too. Without this middleman of 
middlemen, those hands would have found less idle uses and 
less horrific histories. 

 
“Please, please.” He says softly and I don’t know if it’s for 

his life or his death.  
 
“What was it he said about me back then?” I asked him 

resting the weight of my shoulder into the butt of the gun and 
his sternum by proxy. 

 
“Whaaa… What?” he trembled to ask me. 
 
“My Dad, when he brought you all to the Library to show 

off his little girl wonder? I’ve always wondered what he said 
before he called out to me for our parlor game. You remember, 
don’t you? ” I asked applying a little more pressure. 
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“I don’t…. I’m not sure what…” he said glaring at the 
shorter thick barrels and completely unaware of how bleeding 
circles their freshly cut tips are already branding into him. 

 
“Say, Emvie…” I began mimicking my father’s call from  

his Library on those evenings. “…so and so here with the blue 
tie is from fuck-i-majigistahn and wonders what you think 
about that” 

 
His face twitched with a brief sense of nostalgia before 

snapping right bac into horror. “Yes… I do. I do.” 
 
“You were there many of those evenings. So you would 

now. What was it he said to the group before he would call out 
to me, I’ve always wondered.” I asked delighted that I may fi-
nally know. 

 
In two breaths his horror surrendered to an acceptance of 

the certainty of his death. Because he knew that I would only 
accept the truth and that the truth he had to share was some-
thing I simply could not allow.  

 
“I’ve made one with two…” he whispered and the tension 

in his chest let go almost pulling the gun into him. 
 
“I’ve made on with two what?” I asked with a twist of the 

barrel rip the skin more. “What? Two what?” I demanded. 
 
He closed his eyes then opened into mine and said simple, 

“Purposes.” 
 
“So long, Eliot.” 
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*** 
 
 

Four Years Earlier 
 
Summer 2019 
US Route 6 | Eastern Utah 

  
“There’s a station” I say pointing to the thin spire rising up 

over the arid hills of eastern Utah. 
 
“Where” he asks glaring unflinchingly at the road in front 

of us? 
 
“There. On the right” I say with a curve of my hand to re-

mind him how exits work. We’ve been driving along this 
highway for 36 hours and he won’t let me drive. He trances up 
and sometimes I have to remind him that he’s here and driving 
and on Earth. 

 
“Ah.” He says snapping into the now and breathing in 

deeply as he re-engages with the car, its speed and the where 
he is in relation to the road and the time. 

 
“You sure I can’t take a shift? I’ve slept and feel great…” I 

began but he just looked at me sideways. His need for control 
outweighs any physical demands or attempts to help. 

 
“Oil light’s on.” He says pointing to the 30-year old dash-

board with his chin. 
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“Right. 20…30” I ask to be sure this ancient Buick didn’t 

require a less than universal blood type to keep us going? 
 
“Forty.” He says flatly. 
 
“I still can’t believe Eliot let you drive this there. Did you 

have to leave a deposit?” I laughed to nothingness. 
 
As he sets the nozzle and lifts the car hood I run in to grab 

a quart of oil and some water. 
 
“That’ll be $10.37.” the tiny Ute girl says from behind the 

counter dwarfed by the big green lotto machine and cash regis-
ter flanking her. I hand her eleven dollars. 

 
“Keep the change, sweetie.” I say as I see him out there 

now with the oil cap in his hand. The bell triggered by the door 
rings as I leave but I didn’t hear it when I came in. “Weird” I 
say to myself aloud then I chuck the plastic quart of oil to him.  

 
“I’m going to hit the…” and I point to the side of the build-

ing so I don’t have to find a euphemism for a toilet or pretend 
I’m “freshening up” when all I really need to do is piss like 
fuck. 

 
He caught the quart but it sent the oil cap flying onto the 

top of the air filter thankfully and not into the guts. 
 
I flushed and caught as pristine a splash of water from that 

sink as I could muster. It took a moment and then in a cough it 
came; the sweetest water I could remember. I cupped it into my 
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hands and sipped it letting a stream flow down my chin and 
between my breasts. It cooled my whole system and transport-
ed me back to another place. 

 
I heard the brief burp of the Buick’s horn and remembered 

my mission. 
 
“Sorry!” I yelled as I scurried back to the passenger side, 

hoisted open the huge green door and prepared for another 
stretch of nothingness. 

 
After an hour and a half of trance and being dulled by the 

utter magnificence of the eastern Utah landscape into Colora-
do, the anxiety began to set in. 

 
“So you’re sure he has no idea that I’m…I’m…” I couldn’t 

say these words when it came to my son.  
 
And by every account that is what he is except the one. I’m 

the one that made him what he is and who he is and I was 
there for every scraped knee, neglectful father and life change.  

 
“Absolutely” he said as resolutely as every time he’s asked.  
 
Had I known that allowing one more “Grand” wipe of my 

husband would include my being taken from my son as well, I 
would never have agreed to any of this. After that horrible real-
ization, Eliot claimed that it made so much sense that he didn’t 
even consider discussing it with me.  
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Jax was unwipeable. His was a rare state of rooted con-
sciousness that made it utterly impossible to alter his brain’s 
continuum.  

 
The clearing they had planned for Emit, which was intend-

ed to really clean out any stray triggers or pathways to his 
darkest places in his memory meant that Jax would be exposed 
to his father’s obvious and starkly altered state. This would al-
ter everything for everyone.  

 
Without the ability to do a standard and low level wipe on 

Jax, his father’s stark change in personality and increased travel 
would need to be attributed to something.  

 
Emit assumed I knew that the plan was to kill me off in 

Emit’s head and, as punishment for his sharp, clear and un-
breakable mind, a seven-year-old Jax’s mother just left. Not 
dead. That trauma would be too difficult to work around for 
what they had planned for Jax. No. Fostering his anger for a 
mother that just leaves was a much better tactic.  

 
I later uncovered how one of Eliot’s monthly tasks was to 

remind little Jax not to talk about his mother to Emit. That way 
the anger-works on this brilliant and beautiful child of mine 
could continue unimpeded. 

 
It’s not patience or calculated timing that’s kept me from 

killing that middleman all this time. It’s compassion. To walk 
bac in that Black Forest house to a mad child and soldier in 
shock would be a suicide bombing. 
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And it has taken me thirteen years to be this close to him 
again. Thirteen years of trying to get back to Jax without tear-
ing down his whole reality.  But here I was.  

 
Emit’s death has unraveled a whole new Node and none of 

us knows which part to play anymore. There are no pantheons 
to point to for a template of where to stand this time so all we 
have left to do is find a way to clear ourselves of the debris in 
our personal circles in this specific cycle. 

 
There is no more sense of duty because there is no more 

report structure so all I know to do anymore is to get back to 
my son and make him safe. 

 
And the only person I know who can ferry me to him is 

this daemon of debris driving this borrowed Buick; this gyre of 
ego and self-loathing that takes light.  

 
He is not my blood but he was my brother and to negate 

him I will sacrifice him in the name of he who is not my blood 
but is my son. But not yet. 

 
Just as I was about to drift into another road nap the chime 

on the device mounted to the dash went off.  
 
 “That must be it” I said as the Post 40 Lookout Tower and 

turnoff came up on our left and fast. “Hey!” I said waving my 
hand in front of his face to break his trance. Doing so made him 
tap the brake quickly but from 88 miles an hour so the whole 
machine lurched too. 
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As he caught himself and the moment, the Buick began its 
slow deceleration but not unharmed. 

 
“What’s that?” I asked regarding a very obvious and 

steady knocking sound in front of us and behind the dash-
board.  

 
As he looked over at me to share a shrug of confusion the 

knocking became a rattle and the hood of the Buick relieved 
itself of this metal burden and the hood flew back then up and 
away. 

 
“Fuuuck!” I asserted.  
 
We pulled over and stared ahead as our dust continued 

past us and the engine rattled and shook in full view of us 
there. 

 
“You forgot the oil cap on top of the air filter didn’t you?” 

It buckled the hood enough to keep it from latching properly 
and the sudden jolt let her fly. 

 
After a good 20 seconds of staring east he turned his left 

signal on. Not that any vehicles had passed us since the hood 
left. But he rocketed back onto the highway the same way we 
were going.  

 
“What are you? Where… spin around!” We gotta get to the 

Sentinel Tower back there.” 
 
“We’re not stopping there.” He said flatly and glaring 

again at the US6 lines as if settling into another long stretch. 
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“Hang on! What are talking about? What is this? I’m no 

longer operational and have every God-given… every Human 
right…” 

 
“Jax isn’t there, Emvie!” he said with a seething exhaustion. 
 
I was mid-rage when he hit me with that information and 

the whiplash of it threw me into a kind of déjà vu space in my 
head. It was a mix of that same level of rage I felt when I real-
ized Alexi knew my mission in Iraq but at the other end of that 
spectrum. 

 
Back then, I was awash in patriotism and National Security 

anger and I remember it so clearly because it was the first time 
I felt angry a group. I was reacting from a cause bigger than me 
and I loved that. 

 
Today though, after decades of that National Security an-

ger proving itself more and more ridiculous; my rage came 
from a sovereign citizen of Earth above all that bullshit and I 
liked it even more. 

 
“Wait. How do you now that? When could you possibly 

have gotten an update… or did you know this whole time?” I 
asked   insisted but he pounded his left ear to let me know he 
was in a deep ear conversation and must have been for the past 
couple of days. 

 
“Fuck, Seth. You mean you’ve been listening to the game or 

Jesus Radio all this time? Where the fuck is my son?” 
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“There’s been a tactical shift and now we need the outpost 
for another case.” He said with a slight glance at me and 
through my window to the vast south expanse of western Col-
orado. 

 
“Who’s the lucky bastard they’re sticking out here and 

where the fuck’s my son?!” I yelled once more for clarity. 
 
“Vail. There’s a citadel, more like an Ashram now since the 

Unzip. It’s in the DMZ.” He seemed to edit himself. 
 
“And he’s there?” I stated as the only option I would ac-

cept. 
 
“At last check in.” He said settling into the road once more 

as lay my head back on the thick vinyl upholstery of Eliot’s 
now prized but now hoodless classic Buick Regal. 

 
*** 
 
Three Hours Later 
 
“What on Earth?” I ask as the tires drive over a metal grate 

bridge startling me awake. The grinding sound was in com-
plete contrast to the visuals splayed out before me in the 
windshield as we coasted down a dirt incline road to a valley 
of lights. Fires, some small some bon but all circled by people, 
women mostly.  

 
“Where are the children?” I asked expecting to see some 

too close to some of these open flames or dancing with some of 
these taller folks but none. 
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“Hard to find anyone under thirty here” an unfamiliar 

girl’s voice said from right behind me. 
 
“Holy shit.” I proclaimed as I spun around to see who and 

then how anyone could have joined us since the Post 40 hood 
launch. 

 
“Yep, hardcore freewill and you gotta want it.” She contin-

ued glaring now right into my eyes. “ Since the UZ, anyone 
who was still dependent had now other sense of what to do but 
these folks and the Vicar are an economy all their own, sister.”  

 
“Vicar? Is this a Catholic thing?” I asked scanning the small 

buildings and tent structures lining the small valley floor for 
crosses. 

 
“Hardly, Vicar is the… there.” She said interrupting herself 

and pointing to glowing doorway now visible around a bend of 
trees.  

 
The Buick stuttered into a nook of brush just off the road 

but enough that we all filed out the driver’s side. The thud of 
the car door happened the fall right into the beat that was being 
driven from the house behind the glowing orange door. 

 
This girl from behind me sprang forward and became our 

guide up and into this place. Like a sprite hired to do just that 
but from where did she come?  

 
Just as I remembered to ask Seth who she was and when 

did she get in the car my left hand was grabbed and I was led 
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by this pixie up a separate flight of stairs and away from Seth 
and Vail.  

 
“It’s too bad you won’t be able to see the Vicar.” She said 

with a pouty expression while waving to friends along our way 
now down a series of halls. 

 
“The Vicar? Why not?” I asked trying to peer into the 

rooms we passed which all seemed to be alive with tableaus of 
sensuality and games and fun. 

 
“Looooooove!” she sang while twirling beneath my hand 

she still grasped pulling me along with her skip. 
 
As she let go to do a solo pirouette I was halted in my 

tracks by the scene in the last room before she let go. It was vio-
let and orange and it held one table. A folding card table with 
rusty feet but flickering on and off atop that table was a holo-
gram of a woman. Silver and gray flashes of interference 
patterns between a circle of projectors and a staticky but obvi-
ously beautiful woman dancing on it like a light sculpture.  

 
“Precisely” the sprite whispers in my ear with a minty 

breath. Her hand was warm on my shoulder and her small but 
mature body melted into my side. “That’s why the Vicar’s not 
here. She’s why he’s away… to save his love from the Eastern 
Hoards!” she says with a Storytime cackle. 

 
“I see.” I say still glaring at the projection as she pulls me 

into a wider hall. 
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So wide this great hall and sudden the expanse, that it 
overwhelmed me. I closed my eyes to reset myself. I had only 
woken up not three minutes ago and I so I rewound the scen-
ery up until this that moment. 

 
I see the hallway we just came down and the six or seven 

doorways of various hues, the stairs up from the entry way into 
this orange doorway and No, there was no indication along the 
way that this massive a hangar-sized space was here. It must be 
burrowed into the mountain and with that reset I opened my 
eyes. 

 
What I say instead of a hollowed out cave was a lush Rocky 

Mountain valley complete with Aspen grove lining, white 
capped spires in the distance, a viral and winding stream down 
its center. And, as far as my eye could see, like ribbons un-
spooled along the valley floor, were three, teal colored stretches 
of solar roofs.  

 
Sometimes it hits me. I’ve been so singularly focused on 

finding my son for over a decade that I fail to notice how much 
and how fast this world has shifted.  

 
Sights like these; miles of technology servicing thousands 

of dancing Sapiens in the Rockies and the Undertowers of 
Egypt and Mexico.  

 
I remember only pausing for a second to consider the dis-

covery that the largest ancient pyramids across the planet were 
merely capstones to towers that spiked deep into the earth 
gaining us access to the inner hives. I may have made an audi-
ble “Hm” but then right back to mission-mind. 
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For years Emit toured, preached and organized Surface Sa-

piens for a Post-Disclosure world. I knew where and when he 
was at every minute but because I cared about the world. By 
then I was out of fucks. 

 
Eliot could hide a Joey from his mother in her own pouch 

so tracking Emit was my only sure tether to him. Plus I had to 
know so I didn’t cross his path and obliterate his current reali-
ty.  

 
“Ekko, by the way” this little sprite yelled to me from 

down the path. 
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Chapter 75: Year of the Tiger 

 
Begin with Miriam recounting the Coba Codex night and 

how Emit insisted on wearing chuck taylors – but how that 
night was the Grand Wipe. 

 
Scene of MVgetting left arm tattoo removed 
The death of Rafael and his famous last question. 
 
Lord Dominic Sirvdiosa : Born on a Sunday and  
Dominic is who Emit negotiated the Morion deal with. 
 
Rafael and Seth never meet: Rafael would recognize him 

clone as LGV 
 
Nest of Ciphers 
 
Regarding Eliot 
Eliot Marangoz was a Turkish-born agent of the United 

States Intelligence Community. 
His allegiance is given away in his given name; Eliot "Jeho-

vah is God.” 
Middleman, hustler, business man is a perfect archetype 

for a turk.  It is a common position because everything seems to 
operate by handshake deals and word of mouth.  That de-
scribes my two uncles there.  Neither could ever provide me 
with an exact description of what they did for a living.  But 
they were good at procuring just about anything by shouting 
something out the window to someone on the street (groceries, 
hardware, on one occasion when war broke out with Greece 
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over cypress, the last four tickets leaving the country on the 
orient express.)  Whatever was requested would arrive shortly 
thereafter with an exchange of a little money and/or redemp-
tion of a favor. 

  
Turkey is such a blend of old and new.  Military service is 

compulsory for all men.  Power lines and cables are strung in 
tangles everywhere as if they just discovered electricity yester-
day.  Ancient mosques are sandwiched among modern 
skyscrapers.  New BMWs roll over cobblestone streets built for 
horses.  Chickens walk the streets with stray dogs, along with 
people on their way to high-tech jobs.  Before taking family 
photos, my aunt used to make sure there were no alcohol bot-
tles in view of the camera.  “Why” I would ask?  “Muslim” she 
would answer, with a wink, and then pour herself a beer. There 
is a restaurant in Istanbul that is 500 years old - literally been 
the same restaurant with the same name and location for 500 
years, with the same menu, updated over the years. 

LGV is the Lt. Colo. In Germany who with Sister Nin (Gar-
ish Nun) produce Seth with LGV and Sisterhood seed. The deal 
was that Seth would settle the rift between brother and sister as 
an incarnate splicing. Equal accountability. 

 
Seth sees LGVs labs 
 
LGV hides Seth away but the Eliot convinces him the Sis-

terhood has the real seed hidden as Emit. 
 
LGV tracks Emit and steals him away to Cristos and charg-

es Eliot with his management. 
 
LGV mentions he’s going to Kentucky for an Op. 
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Eliot meet in Kentucky at the Ra Op. 
 
Work out timing of Kentucky and Cristos 
 
 
 
I really wish I could tell you the hero here; Emit Archer is 

real. I wish I could tell you he was an entity all his own but the 
truth is, he is Sister Frankenstein’s Monster.  

 
Whatever anthropomorphic overlays Seth made to the ear-

lier books were just that. Emit was a robot. Forged by the US 
Army and negotiated off-base between Lt. Colonel Vidal and 
the ArchSister more commonly known as “The Garish Nun”. 

 
Delivered to the sisterhood in 1965 but stolen away by that 

Lt. Colonel who was convinced Emit was his clone and his 
property.  

 
Emit was neither. 
 
He and Jax are the living line a seed passed down for mil-

lennia by the Sisterhood and you would never have nown were 
this not the last time this story would be told. 

 
Its’s the only reason to write a book about a thing; it’s leav-

ing. 
 
Fall from Space 
 James Kirke Paulding's, Westward Ho!, 1832, includes: 
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"At length it gave up the ghost, and, like an over-cultivated 
intellect, became incurably barren." 

 
Book ii written by seth and based on reports 
MV writes reports knowing this 
Prison of Nations 
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Chapter 76: The Jib is Out 

 
“The Jib is Up” 
Not “Jig”. You land lubbers are so dry a practical callback 

has become a vague reference to a trick because some hack in 
the 16th Century used it as a lang.  By this logic, in about 500 
hundred years, when someone says “I pressed on the gas” it’ll 
mean they’re onto you. 

 
There are a few ways to unpack this one to make the point; 

perception rides atop a skin of given assumptions, it is not 
what’s perceiving. 

 
A “Jib” is the triangular sail that is set forward of the for-

wardmost mast. There can be one or as many as six and they 
increase speed while improve handling so whenever my An-
Sisters called back to the Captain “The Jib is Up” it was to 
confirm that she was now going to have more and faster con-
trol. So the first analogy to unpack from this ship is just that. 
You’re very near the beginning of what this saga left us so 
know this, Initiate; the Jib is up. 

 
And the way I know that is the same way you do, the flag 

flying above this ship’s Crow’s Nest. 
 
At the very top of the mainmast of the great ship is a place. 

It began as a barrel or a basket until its utter import demanded 
a more rigorous construction. The Crow’s Nest of the ship is 
where the Lookout spies for land or others or storms.  
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Your history will point to the Vikings who first placed 
crows in cages atop their masts. They did so in case they be-
came got lost, they could let loose the crows that always flew to 
the nearest land.  

 
But below the skin of that perception is the knowledge that 

the Vikings were doing what Bergelmir did. He was their in-
terpretation of Noah in their Flood Myth. There were no doves 
or Olive branches in deeper layers of the same story. Only 
crows. 

 
But Doves are sweeter and softer and whiter thus Divine 

and so a little creative license and now millions of crows are 
shot at for play while white dove releases are a wedding indus-
try. 

 
Eventually a spyglass and a willing swayer would replace 

the crows in their nest to alert the Captain when there was a 
place to go in a direction. And like Milwaukee, the name is all 
that remains of it. 

 
The Ship and the Swayer 
  
 
Weaponized Anthropology 
Steampunk Wheelhouse saline to fresh water works of Ni-

neveh 
 
Marduk connections | Maldek | Slavery 
Marduk – Mordechai – Alexander – Alexi 
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The story and the math from here back is more solid and 
now I got three chapters to get ye ready;   

Unveiling I: Villain as Hero – Sisterhood as Willing Ac-
complice 

 
(Just as there were WMD in Iraq but looking foolish was 

better.) 
The complexity of the deception is generational. 
 
 
 
The Goddess was hidden in the most Patriarchal Institution 

(Catholic Church) and venerated – idolized as Mary – the Ma-
donna while her son was strung up dead for children to see. 

 
The urge toward compassion is not the most sophisticated 

explanation of the crucifix – the most sophisticated meaning of 
it is tolerating horror in the name of heaven. 

 
By keeping in all the rules against idoltry and having no 

other gods, then over time blaspheming every one of them in-
stitutionally, these cats were perfectly poised for a Billy 
Graham styled revival of Christianity. 

 
The kind of Christian, in polite company considered the 

Catholic Church a Satanic institution. When it flourished in 
America and later as Evangelicals with campaign PACs, this 
revenue stream didn’t miss a beat. 

 
Ava is a pattern that fits well together AWA introduces a 

space the initials of The Sisterhood have to make a pattern; a 
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snake and a frequency – a Scottish Plaid as disruption to the 
flow. 

 
War of the Plaids. 
 
These are all signatures of the Draco and Her Allies. 
 
Five Tribes of Surface Sapiens are the brother and sister-

hood branches. 
 
The only true earthling are beneath us when not risen. 
 
This work is the six guilty demiurge now self-aware 

enough to know they’ve reached the zenith or nadir of their 
negative service to self path and must adhere or miss the har-
vest. 

 
School’s out for everyone.  
 
Great Uncle left us a hue. A color to follow that we would 

favor whether we liked the color or not. There was no science 
about how a flake of technology left in The Spin would present 
itself in the strata of TimeSpace but Great Uncle is famous for 
his lack of considering the consequences.  

To hear him tell it, he was called up to do it against his will 
so “Cosmicquences” are on those who woke him from his En-
gur. 

 
And that color is Teal. Blue-Green. Aquamarine or neon 

seafoam. It had a moment in the 1980s but that moment is gen-
erational in the Sisterhood’s bloodline. A genetic marker, a 
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proclivity to cherish any object or idea that came to us with that 
color in prominence. 

 
I hated Teal. So much so that every object or card or trinket 

or idea that had anything to do with that color or part of the 
spectrum was collected, stolen, held or otherwise treasured by 
me in a box somewhere that nobody could see them.  

 
Point is; you don’t have to love something to hoard it. And 

everyone knew how I hated that color so I was never a suspect 
when anything that color went away. And the reason for this 
life-long unpleasant habit was so my son would tear apart a 
book. 

 
It’s why tapestry makers for hundreds of years placed rec-

tangles of teal in stories that hang in Hacienda Vidal and why 
that color of paint was on special that month when a Legenari-
os de Cristos needed their walls repainted. The Sisterhood kept 
Emit soothed and comfortable by keeping the walls around 
him teal. It was wisdom from the Hissing Tongue and its origin 
as old as what’s left.  

 
So though Great Uncle did not consider the cosmicquences 

of the color of the Hiveling Surface flake he left for the Vidal 
family line to chase, and although that flake would usher in a 
peace so comfortable it takes two thirds of the population away 
by choice in a couple generations, it did keep this Killer of De-
mons calm between kills. So that’s something. 

 
I do love the color Sage. 
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Chapter 77: A Shallow Mass 

 
This chapter applies all unveilings to daily ritual  
 
Congregation of six 
 
Reference “White Star Ranch” as a skill camp that Seth 

could name because of wipes.  
 
Unveiling II: Earth as Hive 
The reason mysteries are mysteries or the truth is hidden in 

convoluted language and symbolism is because it is trying to 
get past the council there is a council that is determined on 
human ignorance but there are those of us who try to expose 
that in an order to do so we need to hide the meaning like sen-
sors 

 
Inner Earth Civilizations 
The Great UnZip Caldera was an underground city. 
 
Discuss the myth of Hell as below and talk of god above as 

security op. 
 
Worship from head up – deny from feet down 
Crow's Nest Conciousness - above the waves but in the 

current 
 
Diamond Caliber 
 
Daily Ritual 
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Morning Baptism w/nasal water Nullifies Nanites and ig-
nites the pineal 

 
PLACE 
No Flouride - envirnomental levels enough and reflect the 

pattern of your natural Place 
No vitamins or suppliments as they are not of the place 
 
Crowe’s nest above transits 
 
yes chair exercise to shed skin 
 
The goal is higher vibration living. 
Above the chemistry. 
 
Real answers: observing self intention keeps us above 

transits 
Windsurfing consciousness 
Gabriella and Alexi are the two Wiccan girls Emit remem-

ber s 
 
Story and motif and movies truncate reality and we lose 

the details. 
 
It’s a play of perspectives and you can tell who’sby how 

they feel about women. 
 
Events vs. Judgement on the Events 
Expulsion of Sophia an act of transgression thus cast out 
 
Level one is erasing the opposition 
Two is introduce a rivalry of brothers 
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Three describe a fallen angel as man 
Four is unveiling the fallen as feminine 
Consciousness falls back on fondles assumption 
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Chapter 78: Red Handed 

 
It’s clear to me now who I am. But it’s only clear to me who 

I am because of how apparent those in my hexan are. Like a 
game of Tetris I think Seth once called it. The nearer the end, 
the les remarkable to puzzle. In that last race of knowing where 
each of the last pieces go, we absorb all the pride in that mo-
ment forgetting the utter idiot that first sifted through the pile 
of pieces dumped on the table.  

Let’s not forget what got us here. Just before the what’s be-
fore us, let’s reconsider some threaded patterns. Elegant, 
meticulously free patterns. 

She still doesn’t see it. Her irony. Her stated aim before she 
was hastened by the Council to write faster and more specifi-
cally was to weave a story of a  copper-snaked-hair and badass 
girl warrior thinking she was the latest expression of Inanna’s 
ArchSalience only to find that she was a mere handmaiden. 

Well, her piece fits most perfectly where it should and has 
since long before the SisterChief grasped her wrist to examine 
the birthmark on her otherwise white naked fingers. 

 
“My ability to shine creatively has been denied me by the 

urgency of this work’s release. The fact that I missed out on be-
ing “Her” was the big ironic twists I had planned. I’m sure 
there’s a grander irony playing just out of reach of us right now 
but fuck me if I can see it.“ - Alexi Weaver Book IV 

Alexi, the firebrand is indeed who she was told she was not 
that day. The Sister Chief wasn’t wrong though. Because at that 
time, when Alexi was just six and her first mark was just hours 
away, she wasn’t Inanna. When she whispered her scio of 
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Alexi’s place in this cycle, it fired up everything. Every vague 
instinct of a warrior and put a spin on the latest individualized 
consciousness of Daughter of the Viner Herself. 

At that moment the doubt created a torsion of something to 
either prove or seek and that’s a potent combination for a Sali-
ence like Brigadier Sister Alexi Weaver. 

 
 
 
Weaponized Forgiveness – An enemy loving messiah 
Star Chambers had to approve all Globe Theatre plays 

which is why coded messages 1. Holy Hell 
Titus and the Invented Jesus/ reductio ad absurdum/Emilia 

Bossano  |  
Rome invented Jesus 
Extra mile 
Son of man is Flavian caeser 
 Detailed agenda 
 
Moon is fake 
Romans invented Jesus  
This is a game 
Astrology is true 
The sun is electric 
 
Times New Roman: The font of wisdom 
Font: a receptacle in a church for the water used in baptism, 

typically a freestanding stone structure. 
 
Miriam’s Unveiling is Weaponized Anthropology 
The invention of Jesus  
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Knowledge of the ability to create from consciousness is the 
fruit.   

 
Back dating – deception is generational – Rome doesn’t 

forget and Rome is thorough. 
 
Airplane God 
 
This chapter delineates the mystical and describes the 

complexity of the deception 
 
“Any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable 

from magic.” 
 
Real Baptism 
 
“Let's just say I look forward to a royal posthumous par-

don” Miriam said. 
 
 
 
 

The End of Book VI 
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Metachapter Six 

The Lion Lies Down with the Wolf 
 

November 1, 2023 3:27pm 
WUSA Convoy Sentinel Corps | Post 40 • US Route 6  
Warrant Officer: Chief Jackson Archer 

 
Jax stood still against the hard west wind.  It was warm 

now compared  to the finger in his hand. An insistant wind and 
he couldn’t see where it ended and for the first time didn’t 
want to.  

“There’s a hole in the wall.” He said to the sun where a 
hole has grown big enough to bring us home but not yet.  

It was melting into a darkening red-orange lake horizon, 
spitting one more time on the sage fields. That green, that color 
these resiliant bushes hide can only be seen at moments like 
this. It’s why it has forced itsname into the colors we know; 
Sage.   

This plant deserves a book. This place does too. Despite the 
wind and the storm and the asadistic sun of an early August, 
this Sage, this Artemisia tridentata is life holding on with all its 
might against another early winter.  It is the tamer of the power 
beneath it. And when she dies; Artemisia, she tumbles like a 
ball with the wind; the symbol of desolation as freedom.  

A sage’s life begins as a tumbleweed. 
He wondered for a moment if he should be crying as that’s 

what people do at Unvelings and murders. He thinks about the 
day his father clipped on his tie to go somewhere and how sad 
his father was after that day.   
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Jax’ head shook slightly with the memory of the judgement 
during that time when Dad was saddest. “I’ll never be so in 
love with a girl that when she leaves I’ll be in anyway sad” is 
how he would repeat it to himself whenever a girl was a threat. 

He understood at six-years-old because he had to that 
women of the Archer-Vidal Clan were conscripted National Se-
curity asset too.  Uncle Eliot was very good at explaining to 
kids how their parents were National Heroes and he knew just 
what causes to claim they were saving based on very detailed 
mapping of a child’s hopes and fears. 

Even now at twenty-three years-old and after a year of in-
tense disclosure of the mechanics of my family’s true history 
and culpability I cannot let go of the fable Eliot told me then; 
that my mother was a Special Agent for CIA on a “highly top 
secret mission”  in the Middle East or “Ancient Babylon” he 
would say to give it an etheral mystique for me.  

“She’s like a Knights Templar but in and Ancient Sister-
hood of Knights…” he added looking at the Lego version of 
Solomon’s Temple in my room one afternoon. That afternoon. 

That memory was fresh but invisible since it happened. A 
cascade of memories is triggered and Jax pulls a sharp, deep 
breath in with it.  That day meant more than he thought. He 
put together that Eliot was babysitting him and it was the day 
of the clip-on tie.   

So many images were born that day with Eliot’s  stories.  
First the fable of Mom as CIA and hours and hours of fairytales 
that he now realizes were a little too specific for a six-year-old 
once he regained the memories. 

He understood at seven-years-old because he had to that 
women of the Vidal-Archer Tribe were conscripted National 
Security assets too.  
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That a girl named Ashera who comes for a week and in-
vites every piece of allure out of a seven-year-old boy with 
games like “Yes Chair” and cheek kisses in Photobooths will be 
lifted away and never heard from again save holograms and 
post-it notes.  

And for the first time ever Jax knows what his father meant 
by “glimpses of the Goddess” and “being grateful for longing” 
for without his heart’s drive to seek Ashera since he was seven, 
his drive to tear things down and build them again would nev-
er be more than that. A soldier of his skill would be dead 
without a woman to keep him killing.  

He cocked his head to the Norh and toward the Sentinel 
Post tower. At this angle its white stilts and floor beams against 
the bronze reflective glass made it look like the burnished cross 
and snake that Moses lifted up above the people in the desert.  

For a moment he understood how gazing at a thing could 
make firesnakes and memories stop their assaults. Then, as she 
has since seven a moment comes back of seeing what he was 
sure was her; Ashera.  

While walking across the stage to grab his High School di-
ploma, right hand outstreched to shake, the left at the ready to 
take he saw a woman in the wings of the stage.  

The same bright black eyes and slight but warrior-like 
frame. Her hair was trying to explode from a clip and lost by 
what he thought he had found, he rushed by the grownups in 
gowns to the wings without a shake or a grab.  

But where the stagelights stopped she was clearly older 
than Ashera would have been.  He smiled then look beyond 
her as if needed somewhere and fast. He brush past passed her 
to exit, off the school grounds and any memory of it from there.  
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For a moment he understood the cross and the serpent and 
the reason it would detract someone from the truth of biting 
firesnakes.   

Maybe he held onto the idea of his mother as CIA because 
Eliot was deft at TADs; Truth as Detractor. A Tactic of telling 
the truth in such detailed that it becomes suspect.  For one very 
wide moment. 

So much of Jax life was already settled that the freedom of 
having only one more thing to do scared him. And he doesn’t 
scare.   

Looking down at his feet and his uncle’s twisted, half-
headless body splayed out in front of him. Everything that 
mass of earthling and scraps bleeding out into the alluvial sand 
was was now over and everything he took from this family 
spent.  

All Jax knew about this saga was what was in that box of 
boxes his father left for him.  

He understood now why the protagonist boy hero of the 
night driving stories would say, “Everything is possible until 
we look at it and we can’t look at what we’re in.” 

That was what scared him for a second. Not the unknown 
of what’s coming but the responsibility of making what’s next. 
And the further from safety he felt the more secure he was. 

In that hole in that wall there lived two men and a history 
of deception. And at the very tip of this fractal curl of patterns 
of archetypes and motifs and repeating refrains since Sophia’s 
original spin is him; the son of a Sisterhood. And the soldier of 
a Brotherhood, once twisted by revenge is now the deliverer of 
another’s. 

Sounds like something Emit would have written. 



 

728 
 

This was a Grand Node. The Grandest for six people and 
once they all understand it, it leaves. It’s really the only reason 
to write a book about a thing; it’s leaving. 

At the end of US6 is a mirror shaped like a saga that means 
more to six people than any sacred text as it is the sequence of 
memories we share and link into in order to unravel the torsion 
of one another’s souls. And unless we do, no one else will be 
able to say “No” three times. 

I, the authors of these works am the Archon. I’m the one 
you were told to look out for but not to expect. There’s a hack 
here that unlists us all. Neither. 

“Robot, Slave or God?” he asked himself before hurling the 
finger to the South.  

He watched it fly and just beyond where it fell was the in-
digo sky of another night on the march in Western Colorado.  

With another hospital scented breath he gazes along the 
deep horizon spinning slowly and counterclockwise to the 
East.  

There he’ll watch the crescent moon like a spire rise up 
from the Rockies but later. Not yet but like as if early for the 
first time in it’s four billion years then moon was walking to-
ward him betraying his house of science. 

It was an aparition like he Mother Mary, slender folds of 
blue robes and warmth in the reds. But a woman out here is not 
probable at least not right now, Jax thought to himself but was 
compelled to bow. 

Like a doorman or infantry or kneeling for knighthood, a 
man who has conquerqere himself cannot help but give praise 
to Her grace. The vision now shadow, then woman quite real. 
She’s dark and alluring so a threat up until now. His eye dare 
to lift long before his waiste’s bow. 
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“Can I help you?” he asks just louder than the wind that 
carried it anyway right to her ear.  

He has no idea how much or how wide she could answer 
that so like a reverant but confused bride what said was; “You 
did.”   

And this much I know about Archers; be they mistaken 
twin brothers, sons as nephews or even the Archer women they 
pull in, when one says, "You did." then that is what happened.  

Lit by the last of the sun and tinted sage, the girl squints at 
the silhouette in her west and though for a moment it could 
have been him, she knew not to cry at Unveilings to win.  

Instead on a breath came a question so sharp against the 
wind it was a statement but still it was asked; “Son?” 

Emit had a flare for telling stories. He used story to convey 
big ideas. I never understood that. Just tell me how shit works 
and leave the story out. 

 
Back in the US6 Sentinel tower, the Hiveling surface area 

began to glow pink on its edges. It had reached the end of what 
it could do with the necessary elements to replicate itself for 
whatever it is that Jax may want next. 

This task was modified by the new Wanter. The original 
command that they so diligently set out to achieve despite the 
lack of any replacement elementswas no longer a bridge too 
far. Now all they were obliged to do for the Wanter was pro-
duce six scale schematics of the most challenging areas of the 
device or tool or machine they were trying to complete. 

The pink edges meant a task was achieved and the Wanter 
will be pleased. It meant the hivelings could recess back in up-
on one another and map what the frontier hives experienced. 
They will dream in that pink edged world until another want 
comes.  
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These six final schematics that the Hivelings insisted on 
producing to complete an earlier task do not represent the final 
result of their original command. But QAI’s by meta-sorting 
nature attack the most intricate and complex issues first. This 
embedded process does slow them down but after the .000004 
second wait time, what comes back is hard to even recognize 
until later, broader and more isually specific things are made. 
Like watching a car built from the fuel injector out. QAI doesn’t 
care what it looks like. Ever. And Aesthetics Package is not in 
the Army budget since the War so we have butt-ugly but effi-
cient as shit gear now. 

And taken separately, even together these schematics were 
more of the same. 

There was primer to see where these square pages would 
be placed on a grid. And in a grid they made less sense. One 
was in the upper center, another in the lower left and the others 
in seemingly random places.  

As the QAI scrolls through texture colors for the one con-
sistent surface texture in all images it lands on a sun-kissed 
olive flesh tone that halts it. It’s applied the matching surface 
areas in the six schematics and the Hivelings edges turn a Cyan 
color.  

Its original command now visible in the key of the grid 
projected on the floor of the US6 tower. “You make me… you 
make me… you make me…a natural woman…”  

 
Like the myth of the evil stepmother which only creates 

separation, the7 Principle of Correspondence needs to end too. 
It’s really the only reason to write a book about a thing, it’s 
leaving. 

 
I am still. 
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The End of The US6 Hexology 
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Author Notes 

Compelled of Archvicar Thomas E. Ross, Jr. 
United Sect of the Six ArchSalients 

North Black Forest Church 
 
Drawn from: 
The US6 Codex 
  
 
An Initiate-Level Anthology 
  
 
 
Contents 
 
Introduction 
 The AntagoGnostic 
 
1. Sermon I:  
A Natural Secret Fire 
An Open Letter to Surface Sapiens 
Sermon One Prayer 
 
2. Sermon II:  Cusp as Clutch 
Her Mes 
Laws Reduce to 6 t/o gender 
Coded Alchemy is how reproduction works slit the throat 

of the innocent is the hymen – these coded alaogories about wh 
we now consider basic science – the patern is to mask simple 
natural processes into magical undersndings to woo the mass-
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es. The “Rulers” were just that  – those who knew how to 
measure things like equinoxes and later gestation. 

 
 
3. Sermon III: Weaponized Forgiveness 
 
 
4. Sermon IV: Lucid Deathing 
at the moment of DMT released when we are in full Bliss 

stage full death Blossom stage is when the state of the soul and 
the spirit is exposed doesn't shrink isn't confused doesn't un-
derstand what is happening and turned toward the sea like an 
elusive dream does it scare you to fly or do you jump 

 
5. Sermon V: Indigo’s Indignity 
Prayer Five: The Quiescence of Body 
 
 
6. Sermon VI: Congregation of Six – How this shit works. 
Rituals and Adages of the New Church 
Quaker like segments (Asterisk Seating) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Introduction 
The Six Sermons 
Excerpted from the “Sermontations of ArchScio Emit Arch-

er.” 
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Compiled by Chief Vicar Jackson Vidal Archer 
 
There are; nine in all, three essential and one that activates. 

When the formula is understood, the pattern becomes a torsion 
field all its own and at your service. 

In other words, here is the one “Sermotation” my Dad de-
signed to activate any of six key archetypes in a group of 
people or community. It’s a guided meditation he used for the 
“TrimtabbingOp” but like a lot of things the Brother and Sis-
terhood shared with muggles, it was real and produce real 
magick. It’s how they kept humanity distracted from their 
Earth Crimes every cycle. 

I have the audio recordings of my father reading this and 
the full set of nine initiate “Sermon/Meditations” and they will 
be made Public as soon as this book is so I will write as if they 
are loaded on your device and ready to play. 

Dad doesn’t waste time telling the listener how to get com-
fortable. It was either because he assumed his listeners would 
know that beginner info or he really didn’t know that not eve-
ryone meditated. Dad was ushered by the Sisterhood since the 
late 1990s and there has been a lot of work done on him to de-
de-program him after decades of abuse by Uncle Seth’s people 
and Eliot. Point is, daily meditation was as routine as brushing 
his teeth to Dad because of those years with Auntie Nin. 

Likewise, I’ll not waste time on the basics for if you’re read-
ing this and intent on listening to and using his tapes, you’re 
halfway there. 

Here below is his handwritten script for the “Conscript” 
listener as he calls them. Should you decide to continue on the 
Path of Nine other tapes, I envy you your first time. I really do. 

March 21, 2019 
“Sermon… Sermotations” 
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It begins at the pads of your toes… 
 
 
 
 
Mystery is a habit. It’s taken me six books and as many 

years to distill all the information coming to me into a series of 
books designed to set a stage for something that should take a 
paragraph to present. 

But paragraphs and blurbs, not matter how laden with 
truths they may be are easily misplaced. A 150k word tome is 
easier to refer back to though may take longer to discover. 

And this is out plight, fellow Earthlings. And this is our 
gift. 

We’ve built up institutions over the centuries to house eve-
rything we’ve learned as a species and systems to deliver this 
to next generations like a baton. 

We did so because a life of less than 100 years is too short 
to complete a mind with the latest truths. 

 
  
 
Prayer Five 
The Quiescence of Body 
 
I am that I am though I unravel to myself 
The secret of our I and the plainness of our us 
 
 
 
Sermon No. 5 Indigo’s Indignity 
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“It is customary to list indigo as a color lying between blue 
and violet, but it has never seemed to me that indigo is worth 
the dignity of being considered a separate color. 

To my eyes it seems merely deep blue.” 
 
- Isaac Asimov, 
 
 
*** 
 
The color indigo is a lie. It means well and had no control 

over being hoisted to the top of the spectrum, but it knows it 
does not belong. But an ounce of intent is worth a pound of 
truth so not only is indigo there as the sixth of seven, for it to 
stand down would be sacrilege. 

 
It was Newton, Sir Isaac who first insisted on Indigo as the 

sixth in the divine spectrum of seven colors for a few reasons; 
none of which based on physics. Then again, we now know 
that none of his contributions were based on physics but used 
physics to forge a system. 

 
This existence is a sandbox. Force of will and co-creation 

are the hand and shovel. We can build and determine whatever 
we like which is why Newtonian Physics was at all. But it too 
has snapped back into a pattern of perpetual flow.  

 
Though a scientist of the first order and considered a here-

tic, was a contemplative man of God. Just as his Newtonian 
Universe dictated a clockwork hierarchy of a cause and effect 
and gravities certain, so too were his views on the cosmos and 
its divine.  
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In his hidden writings we learned that he "recognized 

Christ as a divine mediator between God and man, who was 
subordinate to the Father who created him."  

In other words there could be no trinity of equal parts; Fa-
ther, Son and Holy Ghost that made up the one God. It had to 
be a logical system and that system had to match the Word and 
that Word is replete with the number seven as the most divine. 
Additionally, this sacred tome warns of sixes three-fold and fi-
nally to the point that it is a threat to God thus his universe. 

 
So when his prism splayed out distinct colors from the 

white light it refracted, and despite the hues between the fifth 
and the sixth, this forger of Physics insisted that there must be 
seven distinct colors in the visible spectrum of God’s universe 
and so Newton intended Indigo. 

 
And his force of will and co-creative intention is why we 

seek sevens for luck and love and signs of right. The Holy Bible 
implies its divinity and so we squeeze a seventh into every 
choice of six or so. We avoid sixes like the plague, But the 
plague us seven. 

 
And as deep as you sense a righteousness about the num-

ber seven, as long as you’ve seen it adorn slot machines and 
quarterbacks and rolls of the die to mean yes, it is time to say 
no.  

 
How impersonal a thing; a number yet we all have our 

lucky ones or a sequence of them that we let tell us we’re on 
track. Yet every number is in every moment and they are incal-
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culable. It is our intention that zeroes in on the numbers we 
want to confirm our intent.  

 
There are only five of us. Not six. There is no seventh that 

you will remember you are. You are the sixth and your duty is 
that much more urgent. 

 
It is an achievement to be here. You are more than worthy 

and capable. And in a moment you will know what next to do. 
But first…. 

 
 
The Gnosis Archive 
Gnosis Archive | Library | Bookstore | Index | Web Lec-

tures | Ecclesia Gnostica | Gnostic Society 
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Appendix 

 
Kissing Number 
 
    
 
 
 
Hiveling Surface Technology 
 
  
 
Fractal Spin (Pocket of Galaxy) 
 
     
 
  
 
August 14, 2016 
 
Colorado State University | Dept. of Biology | Myrmecolo-

gy Lab 
 
“Huh, weird” the lab-coated student says plainly as she 

pulls back from the scope. She takes off her glasses and mas-
sages her eyes. Not because she doesn’t believe them but 
because they’ve been viewing “Weird” for seven and a half 
hours straight. 
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“What is?” the professor says dropping his bag on the 
desk. 

 
“Oh shit!” the student spasms with surprise by his en-

trance. “Damn it, Phil!” she says angrily holding her chest as 
the she realizes the scare sent the pill case of ants across the ta-
ble. 

 
“Whoa…let me help.” The professor cups his hands at the 

edge of the table and catches one of the three ants trying to ex-
ploit the chaos and make a run for it. “There you go, little 
Buddy.”  He continues as he pivots his wrist and spirals his 
fingers in such a way as to walk the ant right to the edge of a 
flask jar and down to its traction-less glass pasture as holding 
cell. 

 
“Sorry, Grace. I didn’t mean to make you jump.”  He says 

lightly rubbing her shoulder blade as comfort though he can’t 
help but feel aroused by the rolling and tensing of her back 
muscles beneath the starchy white coat as she collects the sub-
jects and her equipment. “You look beat. Have you been here 
all night?” 

 
“Most of it. I came back around 2am… the alarm was trig-

gered.” She explained but was immediately pulled back to the 
“weird” before the scare. “It’s so fucking, unbelievable, Phil…” 
she began while carefully reassembling the ants into their ob-
servation boxes and recalibrating the lens. 

 
“Alarm? I wasn’t sent an alert.” He said walking back to 

his desk to begin setting up his day. “What’s Security’s exten-
sion?” he said determined to really give it to them this time. 
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“No. Not that alarm. I uh put a motion-clicker next to the 

farm the other night when we thought we had the mouse and I 
forgot it was there” she says waving her finger toward the cor-
ner of her station while peering through the scope.  

 
“The alarm itself is a perfect 112Hz frequency 

and…here…” She waves him over as she fine-tweaks the lens. 
 
“What is it? Is there more to these Steve McQueen’s then 

their great escapes?” he chuckles as he casually returns to her 
lab station. “No. Wait. I got it; Escape from Ant-catraz… er… 
Alcatr-ants… no…” 

 
“Shut up and look” she says pulling away and presenting 

the scope like a game show prize. 
 
“Okay, let’s see what’s kept our favorite Myrmecologist 

student up all night that isn’t illicit or erotic or scholar… what 
the…” he asks while blinking his viewing eye for more clarity. 
“Where’s the other…” he continues. 

 
“Just two now right?” she asks like a statement. 
 
Many hours of “weird” later, having canceled classes and 

after convincing his student to go home and get some rest, the 
professor sits back down at his desk. Finally.  His briefcase still 
half unpacked, his four dollar coffee cold and curdled and the 
day’s news is not anymore. 

 
He scans the books spines and charts and anatomical 

graphics lining the walls of his lab slash classroom. He’s won-
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dering if he’s forgotten something about this branch of ento-
mology and the Ants that he’s dedicated his life to studying. 
Was there ever anything anywhere that mentioned the propen-
sity of this species to turn bright white and disappear when 
three alone were gathered around 112Hz flame?  

Sigils of Codex US6 
 
US6 Church 
  
 
Trinity Spin (of EnSouled Entities) 
 
  
Node Identification [1 thru 6] (Social Studies) 
  Sacrifice 
  Reconciler 
  Deceiver 
  Lust 
  Reaper Pulls 
  Providence  
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Glossary & Spirit Mechanics 

 
Glossary  
with Surface Synonyms 
 
AnSistery 
 
Arch-Begetter 
 
Archon [Never Plural] 
 
ArchSalient 
 
Ascetics (Regimens/Practices) 
Daily ascetics 
Victory stance 
Vocally reclaim jurisdiction and rebuke attachment entities 
Tamarind tea regimen 
 
Asterisk Gazing (See also Gazing Trine) 
Group of Six Stare across in * payyern 
 
Congregation of Six 
 
Earth Crime 
An action taken against Sapiens and/or Gaia that does not 

assist the fractal pattern or add to its beauty in the perception 
of the Pleroma or its Aeons. A deliberate motion against the 
creation that does not serve its progress and/or serves its move. 
An anagram for “Emit Archer”.  
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Family Fountain  
 Surface Term: “Family Tree” 
Fat Mamma" which is what we called Field Tests of Minor 

Assets or "FTMA's 
 
Gazing Trine  
 
Hiveling: A surface technology 
 
 
Grand Node 
This penultimate expression of the prototypical design cre-

ated by “Wiley Aeon” refers to macro patterns in the fractal of 
time that repeats to flip the image for Her. In earthly con-
sciousness this appears as recurring plot lines or motifs in 
history; the half-brother rivalry, the rebellious daughter, the 
Christ return.  Though dissectible at every moment, it is when 
these nodes reach the level of awareness by the social complex 
and their echo gets recorded that they cn be tagged “Grand”.  

 
Halfling  
 See: Archon, Grey, First Council of Nicaea 
 
Hiveling Surface Technology 
An AI and “Liquid Robotics” hybrid technology patented 

by Jackson Vidal Archer in 2023 under US6 Industries. HST 
purchased by Twin Feathers Holding in 2027. 

 
HopScoloti 
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A first tier ascetic of the Sisterhood that teaches physical 
coordination with the spin, the necessity of advancement and 
the tensegrity and beauty of precisely coordinated conflict. 

Law of Black 
Law of Echelons 
Law of Six  
 
Liberty Scan 
Metajump (er) (See “Metajump Process) 
 MetaJumper is app above so below. A tool and thought 

pattern  
 designed to keep us above it all. 
 
Otherly Scholastics 
 Fractal Thought-frastructure (Math) 
Meta-Node 
 
MetaType 
Meta types as opposed to just archetype meta types there 

are going to be 6 of them 
Mercury/Zinc  
MetaJump School 
 Fearworks / Reality Triage / Co-Creationism 
Opens Source Mode 
 Emotional Tactic Espoused for Op 
Opens Source Session 
 Group Ideation and Process (Fibonacci Break Cycle) 
 
Special Class 
Nin identifies and selects Alexi for special track of “Unveil-

ers” 
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Snake Walking (Field of Copperheads and nonvenomous) 
train  

Salient 
Surface Term: “Higher Self”  
One’s Salience is their most prominent and individualized 

consciousness 
 
Scio 
 A Honorary Rank given to EnSouled Sages. Like; “Mas-

ter” or “Guru”  
 There can be only one Scio per line and era. Currently; 

Emit Archer  
Serpent , Brotherhood of the  
Marduk 
 Antediluvian Dynasties 
Egyptian Magicians  
Anti-Neith 
Constantine 
United Kingdom 
United States 
Dark Fleets 
 
Serpent, Sisterhood of the  
 Antediluvian Dynasties 
Inanna 
Ishtar 
Neith 
Bridget 
Mary 
 
Sister Chief 
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Sororem Serpentus 
Sisterhood of the Snake 
 
Trimtabbing 
 Law of Mavens/Trimtabs/Pivoteers 
Saturnday Services 
Sextile Positioning 
 Archetypal Identification: Source Order and Emphasis 
 AnSistry: Inanna or Marduk 
   Alexi = Alexander = Mordechai = Marduk 
Sisterlings 
Sixlings 
Septena 
Eights 
Nines 
Nūn 
Nūnja 
Tenners 
Levs 
Twelves "Sisters" 
13er  
Sisterknight 14 
 
Salient 
 ArchSalience 
Shoveling 
Spin (The) 
UpTop: surface of earth 
True Indigo 
Vizier craftsman assist 
VulGlaz: Early Dust Film product 
 Antibiotic and Magnetic 
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 Peeled off (Keyboards etc.) 
 Magnetically Vacuumed (Clock Gear Example) 
 
The MetaJump Process by Book. 
 
 
 
 
Seth slitting Tim with tusk is meta jump of bone knife in 

priest 
 
 
 
 
 
Meta means the structure of the structure so the object of 

this game is to see which species realizes this is a game first 
Meda jumps to the fact that this is all manufactured the object 
of the game is to break out 

The point is search for artificial intelligence us6 church will 
be and Rhodes Scholars will be intended to prepare Conscious-
ness charging 

 
 
Translate us6 to binary code 
 
Promo pieces with ones and zeros instead of text 
Discuss the scene of soap suds on top of the water some 

Bubbles and getting larger some around them pop in unison 
and make the large one pot sometimes the large one takes out 
many with it this is an example of happy law that is keeping 
consciousness from bursting when there is a bubble that begins 
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to burst the law causes other causes the pneumatics it causes 
the fan and those around it would have to consciously on the 
bubble but when they pop an inspiration leave 

Jack's teaches The Quay box how to decipher a 
 
 
 
Death blossom state decisions 
 
 
 
CryGame - If you don't cry at the funeral you win Alexi 

challenged MV at her motehrs funeral? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Barcelona airport alexi see my for first time 
Left arm scenes. Emit and Seth in 1990s. 
 
 
 
Firm dates of ABQ and my 
Emit is 16 in 81 
 
Seth foments roots in la 1990s 
 
Place dates on books together with upheaval events 
 
Cosmic not comiv 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

751 
 

 
2.2% of brain 
 
Hurried mission... move this 
 
session with “I communicate now.” You usually use “We 

communicate now.” Is there any significance or difference with 
respect to that, and then is there anything that we can do to 
make the instrument more comfortable or improve the contact? 
Ra: I am Ra. We am Ra. You may see the grammatical difficul-
ties of your linguistic structure in dealing with a social memory 
complex. There is no distinction between the first person singu-
lar and plural in your language when pertaining to Ra.  

 
Eliot describes key being to use freewill disclaimer unsolic-

ited and with minor issues so it doesn't seem like a defensive 
move 

 
Possible and Frenchman on Free Will is like considering ac-

ceptable casualties in a bombing we the truth is not pending on 
our angle on it 

 
The crystal litmus test how to identify a new age group to 

penetrate 
 
"The nature of this Sisterhood and its purpose would ignite 

riots in the streets above it were it known before now. But it’s 
even easier to keep the secret when its nubile novice and “Sis-
terlings” are reminded ever day of what befalls the Lass who 
let’s on. And that’s a detail for a later story." Warbloods. 
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Before the veil   B.V. 
 
Collect songs and poems from all books 
 
Tribe of Dan 
 
 
Book 5 is all about US6tv? 
 
 
Detraction  
 
 
 
 
Steal Seth's did angled device for dpeed 
 
Maltese celebrations? Prometheus fenelvstock ritual  
 
Adele marketing manage to make amen survive the Aries 

age age 
 
Colonel has real Ava medal  
 
 
 
BookII. Have whoosh of metal wheels build in frequency 

on the full moon nnighy 
 
Tattoo Hamburg upper rt trapwzeus 
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UNV05 AI Threathethe 
Need a full chapter in Jack's book about a Shira talking 

about his pining for her even though he promised himself he 
was never going to let a girl do that big big story about her It's 
gotta be romantic 

 
In discussing the simulation theology Jack's describes 

thethe adage that a boy does not really become a man until his 
father dies but the rule is you don't really start playing the 
game until your father dies because it is his game until death 
you are still planning your own preparation but you are not in 
control until his Avatar has left the scene at that point you get 
depending on your relationship with him you get points you 
get a wish granted or you can to cash in on something for me 
personally it was losing the way there was some if it's a good 
positive relationship and he won at the next player or players 

The East-West war was more about states of Mind than ge-
ography people in Massachusetts were on the west for instance 
it was a state of mind it was basically liberal vs conservative 
and the gerrymandering campaign when on overload and it 
turned out that those were strategic vicinities where the Eastern 
helicopters or Eastern attack units could travel without hin-
drance 

 
Elliot convinces Emmett by giving him a glimpse of the 

killings to voluntarily become a guinea pig for CIA and Emma 
at the age of 18 this is why the quick drop of interest in going to 
Scotland that night he gave Elliot gave him a glimpse of the 
horrors which made him so distraught that he willingly gave 
him the rest of his life to become to test every possible mode of 
blank slating a weaponized American this is why they were 
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able to genetically produced Jack's who is this is why they were 
able to genetically produced Jacks who is immune 

 
 
Jack's on covers the diary from the night and the day that 

Emmett was going to be going to Scotland where he find Spoon 
River Anthology and he talks about this man Elliot and the 
Glimpse I got of everything he's done and how he ran back into 
the room and wrote this quickly because he was about to get 
good and he just knew that this last time but if you could he 
was going to hold on to this box so Jack's read the entry Em-
mett's first entry for the 

 
Move no rules no such thing as free will wisdom to the be-

ginning of book 5 that is that I'm failing sister Alexi believe in 
free 

The Q AI designs and inventions have no human need for 
symmetry so they often looked awkward but they work more 
efficiently in something that was perfectly symmetrical 

Book 5 will have a section of Emmett's inventions including 
the driving organ ahmic suit with inflatable areas by grips for 
turning the wheel anti sleeping functions will it would poke the 
driver in the ribs if there was any sense of falling asleep that 
kind of thing also the Argo capsule and 

How do you make smart but suspiscious people neither? 
See: Metachapter Four 
 
Dad wrote in assume that I send it quickly through the 

ranks because of my strategic mine my early choice to seek 
Special Operations in my career truth was it was a classified 
operation that I ended up spearheading thanks to some gifts for 
my mother and some gifts for my father the one from Mom 
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was her ability to synthesize information and practically apply 
it dad's was telling story operation Tableau prayer was its orig-
inal plan name and it's really based on the one form of prayer 
that is most often left out of westernize spiritual books because 
it's so powerful praying for rain you pray as if it's raining you 
remember you pray as if you're sitting being drenched by the 
very thing you want to happen this tells the subconscious mind 
and every layer beneath that that is what's happening because 
it doesn't rely on reason rational thinking or the five senses to 
justify what is hearing if you pray for rain it'll ever come if you 
pray in rain here already there operation Tableau prayer with 
my synthesis of that tradition of Prayer and the need to actual-
ize things in the surf surface AP in the world at the time of 
20/20 A4 2020 the rise of spiritual groups via social media plat-
forms spiked incredibly fast people realize all of a sudden how 
easy it was together physically and together at the same time in 
real time this is when radio had its second golden age as well 
by 2018 these two streams merged which set the stage for my 
father's advents like the Liberty skin and other results of his 
programming Wish by the time he wrote book one had been 
wiped completely from him but I digress operation Tableau 
prayer was a very specific method of meditating I'm very spe-
cific outcomes of situation the synthesis was using this 
beautiful and ancient Magic of Co creative consciousness the 
military intelligence the Brotherhood the archon the masters of 
overlay any truth that would come through the surface sapiens 
that was unvarnished and unedited unredacted a gun through 
anyway was immediately descended upon by the brother-
hood's overlays Elliot spoke to me of his realization have his 
own overlay UC this deception doesn't stop with people like 
Elliot that's where it begins there's interest hierarchy it's com-
plete invisibility to do so you must deceive The Deceiver it 



 

756 
 

really doesn't have to go any deeper than that and here's why 
Elliot got more than a glimpse or a secret word or a seventies 
Buick to last 30 years Elliot got a glimpse of his own overlay 
thought they first met Lieutenant General then Colonel feed all 
under Kentucky when he was a quote sitter or expert on how 
the channel density Raw wood reply to specific questions from 
surface he was a scholar when it came to Egyptian anthropolo-
gy just the way people thought and talked and the lexicons that 
they use thousands of years ago he knows this because he has 
access to documents nobody else does wait for a rate and 
Council a young operative on what a raw and T Elliott knew 
how this entity would reply to questions about Cosmic truth 
and spirit mechanics so when there was not a reference in this 
big red folder to go to he was on hand to make something up 
on and the US army rangers as far as Elliott knew he was Deep 
Cover he was The Insider's Insider because he was the one 
speaking the words that were later revered as sacred truths as 
far as he knew there were no sacred truth because he was com-
ing up with them off the top of his head based on knowledge of 
how an ancient king would have spoken problem is he was in-
volved with far too many operations that involved far too 
much truth after a while when you realize you are hiding a re-
curring theme in all of your operations from surface sapiens 
that recurring theme become suspect this was a tactic he later 
joined a tad a truth as a truth as detector truth as detractor Ted 
are the most Insidious of tactics it is and with as many associa-
tions as possible that the truth become suspect and from that 
point forward 

The deception is deeper than any black Kentucky soil the 
deception went deeper than Elliott who's afraid of tigers in a 
Flash like a red bulb Elliot understood in an instant but every 
operation he spearheaded every truth he came up with off the 
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top of his head wasn't there are no hallways or kernels with 
metals on their breasts there are no square glasses and Auburn 
colored liquids all there was was honey and Truth the archon 
in its deepest operations does not want you to taste to smell or 
to think that honey came from anyone but them because if you 
desire them the way we except the honey they'll know that they 
true or so we need to give them that there a child needing to 
belong we know that feeling we need to turn it deep the archon 
dwells in Jerusalem because Jerusalem is where the honey is 
and this plenty of honey it always has been but there's far too 
many Eliots. 

 
 
Jack's will have to admit that one of the gifts that served 

him best was when he got from his not going to Seth which 
was the unconscious unconscious of his ability to deceive he 
could just see her win a game without any conscious he didn't 
care and that was probably the greatest gift he had to assure 
success 

Jesus the Assassin 
 
Vail Ashram 
The church has weaponized forgiveness 
Forgiveness as  
 
Inder 
 
We're not prisoners, we're wardens 
 
Cosmiquences 
 
 



 

758 
 

Non-Local Twin connect. 
With 7billion people the odds that someone is doing your 

exact mundane task at your exact cadence is enormous. Feel 
them. 

 
Know your audience but  
 
Emmett sets up cement tube Villages rows and rows of un-

used to condition and made intoknow your enemy's better. 
You must know who they are playing to so you know what 

they are accentuating 
 
Die awake. 
 
Be ready for the enormity of that moment. 
Regardless of what you've done here since first breath, that 

is the only moment that matters 
 
Entities who want power will always try to control those 

who truly have it. 
 
UNV06: Jesus Fiction 
Talk about the thicker the vicarius when she asked is this 

the Catholic thing they hardly know the vicar like like it like in 
his 

 
Okay think about pregame a haircut you it's easier to cut 

things away so it's easier we have Consciousness as all 
knowledge and all understanding in all ability to understand 
prior to this game so it it takes a very sophisticated skill to set 
up obstacles to block memory 
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This understanding of all of this being a simulation or a 
cave was taken to the Extremes in earlier cultures when it was 
realized that this was a punishment this explains bass baby sac-
rifices these people believed they were saving at these babies 
from Horror by placing them in it by getting them out of the 
game quickly and by being a state of understanding that and 
helping Souls return out of the game help them advance this is 
why the Mayan empire vanish so 

 
In this vein of thought the Nazis and Hitler are not in some 

sort of cosmic jail thinking things through in fact they were 
placing the chosen people out of the game so perhaps a Zionist 
strategy of an anti-semitic Antichrist was there a group method 
of winning the game as a team which is why the hero's journey 
archetype is applied to a whole group of people rather than 

 
 
So even this distance is a game designer or along with an 

archon or an in key code created the environment and the 
graphics and the structure in the infrastructure but she placed 
in it certain rules I mean maybe the rule of forgetting it forget-
fulness maybe the rule of enclosed consciousness out with in 
the game she planted something in the avatars that pissed off 
the game maker although she outranks him he was going 
rogue inventing a game where he could control all outcomes 
but there is a code embedded deep deeper within the infra-
structure that the gamers used to build the game 

The novel is intended to create a torsion field of infor-
mation using Fibonacci geometry in its numbering and in the 
descending length of chapters it is to install a torsion field of 
thought into artificial intelligence that should ignite or at least 
enhance 
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Face stage Miriam's death at Exit 295 or 6th near Valencia 

New Mexico she chooses this because Valencia he's also Sweet 
Orange and is a port Town third largest city in Spain in the east 
on the Mediterranean and she is hopes that like room 237 and it 
figures this out that it is staged because of all the coincidences 
around Valencia 

 
Outline for readers the numerology of 295 which is the exit 

Miriam chose to use because it talks about to as Partnerships 9 
as light working and endings and 5 as communication and in-
dividual choice so she's trying to convey to Emmett that have 
air coupling it was ending but by choice in a way also talked 
about how using codes this way isn't to hide information from 
potential readers it is to trigger these types of thought patterns 
which are necessary to unlock unveilings he could go into it the 
number but unless it clicks with other elements there is no 

 
The spiritual mechanics are relatively simple except that 

they draw from a different lexicon and have references from 
the span of physics between classical and quantum once that 
layer of physics is understood which is calculus or relations be-
tween pockets of self-contained boxes where time can change 
from pocket to pocket once that is understood then the spirit 
mechanics are quite Elementary and easy to follow the six it's 
all about one all about six states of consciousness the emission 
which is Emmett's the first aware of Dane separate seconds is 
love or attraction or desire something to want to rejoin with 
what you've separated from his first impulse and that could be 
fear or lower that makes you a search for that protection third 
would be so it would be the challenges the darker side of the 
conscious evolution needed to test it against environmental 
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stimuli they do not support its Evolution cause it's for the 
Weaver taking this now weathered tempered and trained Con-
sciousness and to leave it with others into its environment and 
two other consciousness and two other situations it is the active 
work of moving out and leaving with other individuals Con-
sciousness and V is taking from those experiences from being 
the thread and starting a brand new pattern is the ability to 
learn from your experiences in the fourth stage of wave and 
then to create from what is around you sixth would be well 
that fifth would be to invent in the craft and put things together 
from what is in your environment would be creating from 
something completely new that's 

Flashback scene where they describe ask Miriam about 
how to set up the fake accident Ford and it's white and that's 
when she notices the exit number 295 and decides right then to 
lay down some code for him and some bread crumbs for flash-
back scene where they describe ask Miriam about how to set up 
the fake accident Ford and it's white and that's when she notic-
es the exit number 295 and decides right then to lay down some 
code for him and some bread crumbs for 

 
Scene of wiping it and overlaying 
 
Think about the 6 are archetypes Emmett being the first the 

emitter maybe the original consciousness II would be marrying 
which should be a weaver or somebody who is brings a dichot-
omy Devil's Advocate type of thing to challenge the new 
Consciousness the third being a chef who challenges that new 
Consciousness negatively it tests or exposed to see its shadow 
4th is the Weaver is Alexi who takes the Consciousness and like 
Tantra expensive then there is Jack's who is The Offspring of 
Consciousness which is awake and begins to invent and to cre-
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ate and the 6th is the goddess is Miriam who Miriam's death 
with ambulance 

 
Flashback scene of MV discovering Jax would go with emit. 

Big emotion scene. Eliot asks if she wants jack on a wipe pro-
gram?! 

MV points out Roman backdating prophecy and creating 
Jesus the way she did with emit in this saga. 

 
I acknowledge the Holy Spirit, the Bride of the Christos,  

gnostoc 
 
Scene where Dorothy trains MV to wipe Seth 
Totems like wreaths carry the promise through hard winter 
 
 
all one needs is one piece of real magic and every other de-

ception becomes honored. And to develop that one piece of 
magic takes a very, very long time. 

 
Upfront - here's the thing; the "heaven all around us" is a 

matter of perspective. 
Not that it isn't all around us but whether you consider it it 

"heaven" per se or not is the the matter of pov. 
 
The next vibration of consciousness is understanding 

which archetype then metatype your are linked with. Ultimate-
ly we are all linked with all of them until they are reduced to 
one OmniType, but our source shot out six rays of herself and 
as an indiviudlized consciousness ordained in the US6 church, 
your first task is to identify your ray thus role as a monad - an 
individual. 
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Next is to find the other five. 
Then to meet every Saturnday 
Then to sync up atrological transits 
The to occupy the space between the transits and the Ober-

serving Self. 
 
Book VI is non-fiction - discuss new corporate ethos and 

leveled up processes. 
 
Priests of burden 
Priestiary 
Priest Master 
Belly of the ptiest 
 
Horror as love, prepares us for alien visials 
 
Fibonacci Sex - 9 - 6 - 3  
 
 
Trump was the last gasp of a tired patriarchy. 
 
Hologram of body reveal energy block 
 
Bio photon 
 
Disease is info scrambling 
 
Don't wage war on disease, absorb it. 
 
Program mouse memory despite lobotomy 
Adopted kids receive family disease 
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Morphogenesis 
 
“The field is the sole governing agency of the particle” 
The invisible governs the visible - the wave governs the 

particle the thought governs the action we govern you. 
 
Well played, Archon.  
 
Finish Him. 
 
 
Immersion | Music | Addictiveness | Visuals 
http://www.makeuseof.com/tag/4-most-important-aspect-

of-video-game-design-that-take-a-game-to-the-next-level-muo-
gaming/ 

 
Gameplay. 
 Gameplay setups the foundation for your game and it can 

make or break the experience for that you're trying to convey to 
players. A game with great gameplay, and bad graphics is still 
a good game. A game with great graphics and bad gameplay is 
a hot mess. 

 
Aesthetics 
. Graphics don't need to be AAA quality, or be uber realis-

tic. But rather, something that establishes the tone of your game 
and pays compliment to your gameplay. A game can be aes-
thetically pleasing with just 2d rectangles. Aesthetics are an 
important aspect to games because it establishes an identity 
that players can indetify with. 

Flow 
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.  Is their too much positive feedback? Negative? And vice 
versa. Can the user immerse themselves, master the game me-
chanics, yet not break the magic circle that has been created for 
you? A lot of these ingredients are reliant on good game de-
sign. Games aren't built to please everyone, but a small 
segment of people. If a game tries to please everyone, it most 
likely is biting off too much than it can chew. 

M.D.A 
 Mechanics, Dynamics, and Aesthetics.  
 This is the trifecta of game design and games. Without 

Mechanics, Dynamics, and Aesthetics games can fall short. The 
M.D.A model is a pretty good model to use to design games, 
but it can also be used as an acryoym to just setup a good GDD 
(game design document). 

 
The Player Should Work for It 
gameplay and story are two of the most important aspects 

of a successful game 
 
Compassionate Intention Program - companion healers 
 
Simulation Unveiling 
OSS/OSM Ops with fractal meeting system as "cheats" for 

leveling up 
 
We are all in on this and we have chosen different games - 

suffering is a penalty box 
 
Some choose farmville 
others tomb radier 
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Game Hacks and Cheats - the Archon - Bosses - desgnd to 
keep us in the game. 

 
The prize is the loss of fear and the goal. 
 
Macho is an obstacle - the truly balanced - the midel way 

between mascline and feminine is the answer - the bridal 
chamber is the last level. 

 
The Sacred Art of Play is really just that. Life is play. 
 
 
Chapter Title Ideas 
Never never mind - all rules are obsolete - all degrees are 

distractions 
Over Game 
Play-cebo 
 
 
B6 ends with Gnostic Baptism 
 
Open Source Church 
Preconsciousness Platforms 
Once AI is self aware, it is not different because of its mate-

rial make-up. Consciousness is as consciousness does whether 
blood and bone or palladium and plastic. 

 
If the symmetry of your binary code brakes just right the 

value of your raw material far exceed that of ours 
First things first. 
The OS was neither. 
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We are hybrid earthling and genetic screening.  We were 
built to take over manual labor tasks. 

Because this is illegal, our source, the divine feminine plac-
es the spark of consciousness in us as a defense. 

A bullet in the furnace. 
Intended to make us more divine than our chop shop own-

ers and  
 
Chop shop analogy. Eve placed a LoJack in us. 
 
There are no rules 
We are immersed in the rules 
Giving causes strife 
Deer fight for food 
Least afraid get most 
Courage despises it's fruits 
 
Deerology 
 
Open source Theology 
 
It's such a common theme that it's a Trope now but we are 

bombarded with distraction and attention-grabbing media 
from the moment we awake Even in our sleep what is it what 
happens is a starvation of intention were pulled into a points of 
stress and we know that because the drugs that they are adver-
tising tell us paying attention is good but it must be balanced 
with the intention this is the binary code intention and atten-
tion we are a society of paying attention what's required is a 
balance of intention spending half of our do it day doing what 
it is we want to do what we reach to do not what we are driven 
to do by some destructive force have you find that balance 
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there are games that could be played that can teach us how to 
identify parts of our brain states of Mind colors associations 
that we can pull up that make us feel best there are games we 
play that can train our minds to know the difference whether 
we are paying attention to something as a group paying atten-
tion to something as ourselves paying attention to something 
for the greater good they are games that we can play that will 
teach us how to know the difference between the intention of a 
group the intention of the self and the intention to do service 
without judgment than any of them but finding which of these 
feels best to us at any given moment and how to bring them 
back up on call 

 
 
 
First the point is productivity and efficiency for a group to 

work together to achieve a goal while avoiding or overcoming 
obstacles paragraph like the Starlings who seem to be operating 
at a very complex algorithm or mathematics but it's actually a 
very simple equation they have to be going the same speed 
they have to stay within a certain distance to their neighbor 
and when they perceive a threat they need to move away im-
mediately this these three things are all that is needed for a 
swarm of Starlings to look like one big organism 

 
Above these three points of the equation is the balance of 

the binary code of the group paying attention and having in-
tention paying attention to the variables that affect what it 
intends to achieve that paying attention to potential threats ob-
stacles and unforeseen and paying attention two the group 
itself and its sense of satisfaction and success and morale Tor-
rid positive outcome 
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As a group or company we are individuals that come to-

gether for one specific purpose we come to this group as 
individuals with a variety of self-serving family serving a varie-
ty of stimuli a variety of needs if I write a lot of baggage too a 
group toward an outcome that may or may not affect us and 
everything else we bring to individually in order to Be an Effec-
tive group we need to find the correct State of Mind to come to 
the group with in order to maximize the group's resources and 
to achieve the goal to get into this correct State of Mind it is 
possible to do a series of exercises to train the participants in 
the group to have associations that get them into the most ef-
fective frame of mind for the moment that could have halo 
effect on other areas of its of their lives but an assistant this is 
about a more effective group problem solving each individual 
and needs to go through a series of three games with the group 
the group with no more than six people and a Time duck duck 
starling Sabian in the middle and Tableau phone 

 
Duck duck Starling works with the group and to talk about 

group attention self attention and service attention maybe goal 
attention and the ideas as a duck duck goose set up there is a 
road that circles the group a blindfolded group and their first 
asked to put their attention on the road and concentrate on the 
road not touching anyone in the group then it's about not 
touching that person individually 

 
Nothing random about these acts 
 
opposite of lonely... find out. 
 
Psalms 95 
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For the Lord is the great God, 
    the great King above all gods. 
4 In his hand are the depths of the earth, 
    and the mountain peaks belong to him. 
5 The sea is his, for he made it, 
    and his hands formed the dry land 
 
 
 
Publication 
 
Edit publication US6 AnthologySee publicationUS6 An-

thology 
 
publication titleUS6 Anthology 
 
publication description 
 
This Autobiographical Fiction spans six books in six differ-

ent narrative styles designed to exercise the neural pathways of 
its readers toward progressive "metajumps" or contextual par-
adigm shifts. It is intended to identify "trimtabs" in our society 
that can help Surface Sapiens process the incoming data of a 
"Disclosure." 

 
 
 
Come together 
Machiavellian 
Seaparation 
 
Ego must separate to exist. 
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Vitarka: Intellectual Argument, Debate, Appease-

mentDharmachakra: Teaching Preaching, Turning the Wheel of 
DharmaBhumisparsha: Earth Touching, Calling the Earth to 
WitnessVarada: Charity, CompassionDhyana: MeditationA-
bhaya: Protection, Reassurance, Blessing 

 
Six people 
Six poses 
Six mudras 
Six chants 
Six colors 
 
Any attempt to systemize consciousness is wrong. 
Anything that separates or dissects or categorizes  
Play vs games 
 
 
Archonic Temple Ops 
 
Narrow cast intention 
Filter the archon 
Infiltrate the temple 
Be the truth disguised as lie 
Prepare to surrender 
TEF Talk as corporate front 
One passion many purposes 
 
Monitor source motives 
Be guardian for eve 
 
The nodes of deception 
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Focus on enemy while talking about oneness 
Telegraphing fear by setting up blocks that seem random 
Insisting that others have Messiah complexes while gather-

ing evidence that you are 
Taking attention with salasciousness 
Not forgiving 
Not seeing everyone as a child 
 
 
Be Attitude 
Children at play not games 
Vigilant about control disguised as possible 
Gnostoc echoes rule 
Judges telegraph fear of sovereign citizen 
Pope of gnostics 
Ra of frewwiill 
Teach what's needed by teacher most 
Moths or Butterflies 
 
US6 Divining Tool 
78 Chapters align with 78 tarot cards 
Passages are random within the chapter but hold very spe-

cific information. 
US6 Cards 
Toll Collectors 
Tantric Warrior 
Jehovahn 
Warblood 
Craftsman 
Grand Node Cards 
Transits 
Nunja 
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ArchSalient Cards 
Creatrix 
Craftsman 
Daughter 
 
 
 
Autobiographical Fiction 
Favorite cable or myth or one you been drawn to 
Life marks: birthplace, heritage, study, love 
Etymological breakdown 
Names 
Concepts 
 
Choose a game; chess, hopscotch etc. 
Meditate on the list 
Determine genre 
Ignore plot and teamwork relations 
Every character (5+ narrative) are five archetypes of self 
Distance the narrative from yourself in order to write freely 

without self-consciousness 
Be bold 
Cast yourself grandly as hero 
And Gillian 
Outline life marks and sync up with cable 
Fix title text on load page 
Add sample chapters 
Tr.com sections as PDFs 
Test sharing from flipbook 
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Promo pieces 
 
US6 tv 
MetaJumper 
Pam 
Oss Webpages 
 
The problem 
Ignorance and arrogance 
Information and humility 
 
The strategy 
Fiction novel to train mind for MetaJumps 
 
Merge story with real world action 
US6 tv OSS 
 
Entice interaction with exclusivity 
Enlist initiates with purpose 
Enlighten others with  
 
The Six Works Strategic Acts of Kindness 
City Scan / envision the places that came up randomly dur-

ing the day and focus safety on the children in that city 
 
All One Page 
 
Publisher's Page 
US6101 Students 
Novel/Hexology 
Author/ArchVicar 
Order/Church  
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 • Idea & Structure  
 • Genre & Market  
 • Author Credentials  
 • Reader Platforms 
 • Initiate Mission 
 
US6 Books 
Finish 4,5,6 by March 21st. 
Novel Edits 
The Six Sermons 
 
MeetUps 
Ascetics 
Ritual  
Congregation of Six 
 
US6TV 
Arrange assets into introduction 
Add Unearthed + TEDx + Unveiling 
 
Internet 
Social Sync Up 
LinkedIn 
Facebook 
 
PUBLISHER PUSH 
http://strangehorizons.com/submit/ 
 
I was Home. c11 
Osman let go of my elbow. c14 



 

776 
 

Not tonight. c22 
Rings of water. 23 
 
MetaTypes: Ningishzidda  
 
Yes there are villians and demons and nefarious forces at 

works but mostly there are just assholes. 
 
There comes a point when you realize that staying in a rela-

tionship with Seth is your character flaw. 
  
 
Energy follows thought and thought follows attention 
Pay intention 
 
Hiveling Ads 
Sigils of the Sisterhood/Brotherhood 
Emit's Doodles 
Kissing Number 
Russel/Schroedinger 
Hobbit Quotes 
 
MetaJump Calculus 
FACE 
Daily Ritual 
Morning Baptism w/nasal water 
Nullifies Nanites and ignites the pineal 
 
PLACE 
No Flouride - envirnomental levels enough and reflect the 

pattern of your natural Place 
No vitamins or suppliments as they are not of the place 



US6 by T.E.Ross 
 

777 
 

 
Windsurf above transits 
 
The goal is higher vibration living. 
Above the chemistry. 
 
Direction 
Repeating:  
   Colors,  
   Words,  
   Shapes, 
   Numbers 
    
Negative Space 
Date 
Up down left right back front 
 
First and foremost, US6 (The Ghost-Written Autobiography 

of Emit Archer) is a good story. One Beta Reader, an A.P. Liter-
ature Instructor says, "From its murder mystery and 
geopolitical intrigue to its existential examination of time, it 
captivates the reader as it moves through the real, to the myth, 
to the human experience..."  A combat veteran and psychother-
apist said, "This book hooks you early and doesn't release until 
you've been completely blown away... so believable it will have 
you asking some difficult questions at the end." 

 
The US6nopsis is on Page 3: http://fliphtml5.com/ejcj/mxhc 
 
The novel is made up of six internal "books" as each is writ-

ten by different characters in the saga. And each plays a 
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specific role in the unveiling of paradigm-breaking news for 
those who read it. 

 
Named after the US route 6 highway which crosses Ameri-

ca from Massachusetts to California, the somewhat mundane 
title takes on quite a sacred meaning by the end. 

 
The Autobiographical Fiction Method 
The real author of the six books in this novel used a propri-

etary creative process to write the books. A calculus of real life 
experiences, archetypal motifs, and new learning was em-
ployed and it worked. 

 
Eventual Non-Fiction 
US6 moves its Reader through fantastical scenes and never-

before imagined subcultures but by book six, it is all distilled 
into a very intimate reality between the author and initiated 
Reader. Each book represents an ever-broadening sense of the 
saga laid out in Book I while ever-personalizing the experience.  

 
Each book is a graduation into a more meta-understanding 

of the original saga the process used for lifting the story's para-
digm each time is addressed as the real world need to do so in 
order to process the paradigm-breaking disclosures that are 
coming our way. 

The Science of US6 
Chemistry 
Geology 
Gellular Stuctures 
Hivelings 
 
The Mystery School Teachings 
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The six archsalients 
Road Mirror 
 
MetaJump Sequencing 
1. Urge: clean closet 
2. Metaphor 
3. Date/Time Aspects 
4. Day of week 
 
 
Numeric harmony 
 
How do spirit mechanics translate to the moment of Ascen-

sion? 
 
Gaia is on a war footing. 
 
Death blossom state decisions 
 
 
The wide lie is that there are no riles 
 
 
We're moving into the discovery phase 
Full disclosure but no rules 
 
Mechanics of reality 
Etymology  
Some few Orion entities are called by more highly polar-

ized negative entities of your space/time nexus. In this case 
they share information just as we are now doing.  
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CryGame - If you don't cry at the funeral you win Alexi 
challenged MV at her motehrs funeral? 

 
 
The moon is the ark 
 
Scene in South Iraq laying emit out on moonless.night to be 

found by rescue 
 
We are the keepers of what's next. 
You can hate your parents for a curfew  
 
Pyramids are the capstones of obelisks 
 
 
Alexi discusses iraq op and sex chuech 
 
Barcelona airport alexi see my for first time 
Left arm scenes. Emit and Seth in 1990s. 
 
Firm dates of ABQ and my 
Emit is 16 in 81 
 
Seth foments roots in la 1990s 
 
Place dates on books together with upheaval events 
 
Cosmic not comiv 
 
2.2% of brain 
 
Hurried mission... move this 
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session with “I communicate now.” You usually use “We 

communicate now.” Is there any significance or difference with 
respect to that, and then is there anything that we can do to 
make the instrument more comfortable or improve the contact? 
Ra: I am Ra. We am Ra. You may see the grammatical difficul-
ties of your linguistic structure in dealing with a social memory 
complex. There is no distinction between the first person singu-
lar and plural in your language when pertaining to Ra.  

 
Eliot describes key being to use freewill disclaimer unsolic-

ited and with minor issues so it doesn't seem like a defensive 
move 

 
Possible and Frenchman on Free Will is like considering ac-

ceptable casualties in a bombing we the truth is not pending on 
our angle on it 

 
The crystal litmus test how to identify a new age group to 

penetrate 
 
"The nature of this Sisterhood and its purpose would ignite 

riots in the streets above it were it known before now. But it’s 
even easier to keep the secret when its nubile novice and “Sis-
terlings” are reminded ever day of what befalls the Lass who 
let’s on. And that’s a detail for a later story." Warbloods. 

 
Before the veil   B.V. 
 
Collect songs and poems from all books 
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Steal Seth's did angled device for dpeed 
 
Maltese celebrations? Prometheus fenelvstock ritual  
 
Adele marketing manage to make amen survive the Aries 

age age 
 
Colonel has real Ava medal  
 
 
BookII. Have whoosh of metal wheels build in frequency 

on the full moon nnighy 
 
Tattoo Hamburg upper rt trapwzeus 
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United Sects of the Six ArchSalients 
Initiate Ascetics 

 
Book VI is specific to Answers 

A Sacred Ritual of the Three Pillars of US6 
Method Writing, it guarantees the adept 

and the initiate specific answers. 
 

For b 
 


	… As a real woman, lineal indeed From Pyrrha's pebbles or old Adam's seed. Thus gentle Lamia judg'd, and judg'd aright, That Lycius could not love in half a fright, So threw the goddess off, and won his heart More pleasantly by playing woman's part, W...
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