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NO ONE KNOWS ABOUT THE DAY OR HOUR, NOT
EVEN THE ANGELS IN HEAVEN, NOR THE SON, BUT
ONLY THE FATHER.
MATTHEW 24:36

PROLOGUE

T

he silence of the crowd overhung with an aura of reverence,
as the Pope gave the closing speech to his Christmas message. “When the Son of God comes, will he still find faith on the
earth? He will come suddenly, and the world will not be ready.”
“He will come in judgement for which man shall find himself
unprepared, he will come to establish his kingdom in the world,
and he will come in glory having defeated and annihilated the
enemies of God the Father.” (Luke 18:8)
The message went beyond the principle doctrine of the Vatican; this mandate was to consolidate the church’s message to
all nations, a manifestation of divine truth. The significance of
the approaching days of the new millennium stirred within the
hearts, hope and faith, as the gathering just looked above, their
lips moving in silent prayer.
Alexandra Lombardi was the Pope’s private secretary; an
affable and quick-witted man, who was devoted to the ceremonial and administrative requirements of his job. Never far
from the pontiff’s side, meticulous and thorough, he missed
nothing. He would oversee all aspects of the papal security on
every major event in the calendar of the Pope’s duties and travel
commitments.
He watched as the Pope wished the pilgrims “Happy Christmas” in many different languages drawing delighted cheers
from the large gathering. He was pleased with himself as everything had gone well, yet it was never far from his mind how
that unassuming face in the crowd could be the one who makes
an attempt on his Holiness’s life.
Monsignor Gerard P Raffin rushed towards the private secretary gripping him by the forearm. Alexandra Lombardi turned
quickly as he studied the startled yet familiar face.
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“Monsignor Raffin, what is it – are you alright?” The grip
on his forearm grew tighter and he noticed the Monsignor’s
hand was shaking and covered in blood. “It has begun; we do not
have much time.” The words stammering from his mouth, and
the fear in his eyes were almost overwhelming. “They… they
have both been killed.” For a moment he bowed his head as he
paused, “Slaughtered, torn to pieces, it has begun, God help us.”
The two cardinals had preferred to travel by night, driving
from Santa Fe, approximately forty miles northwest towards Los
Alamos.
There had been no urgency along the journey to hold any
conversation as the two men drove on in silence, instead isolated within the complexities of their thoughts. Although highly
trained and fully aware of their purpose, they could not help but
dwell within their fear and expectation of what lay ahead.
The car pulled into an isolated gas station, and for a moment
waited as the elderly attendant shuffled across towards them. He
pulled a rag from inside his overalls running it along the windscreen, before standing back as he studied the two men with a
bemused curiosity. “What will it be padre?” he asked, his voice
wheezing as he chewed on the butt of the cigar wedged tight
against the corner of his mouth.
“Fill it up please,” replied the elder of the two cardinals
as he slowly began climbing out of the car while his younger
companion remained in the passenger seat. “If you’re lookin fer
the John padre just head on out back and follow the sound of
the flies puking up.” The younger cardinal turned, looking over
at the attendant who began to cackle loudly as he spluttered his
cigar butt across the bonnet. “Sorry! Padre, I guess I don’t see
many folks round here much. It kinda changes a guy’s perspective on humour an all.”
They watched as he picked up the cigar butt and placed it
in the corner of his mouth, biting down on it with one of the
remaining teeth he still had.
“What brings you to the hill padre?” asked the attendant
as he pushed the nozzle into the fuel flap. “The hill,” replied
the cardinal frowning. “Yeah the town site,” said the attendant.
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“This town used ta mean sumthin once,” he went on, his eyes
narrowing into two black slits across his haggard face. “Back
in the day it had purpose, this shit piece of dirt created sumthin
great.” They watched as the attendant again began to cackle
loudly. “Blew the shit out of them Jap bastards!” he continued,
“and it was all done here, yeah the big bomb was made right
here on the hill.” The two cardinals watched in silence as the
attendant continued cackling now wide-eyed in seemingly inane
bursts.
He inserted the nozzle back in the fuel pump still grinning,
as he continued to observe the cardinals with an unnerving scrutiny that was forced upon them with obvious intent.
The elder cardinal climbed back in the car and slammed the
door shut. “Keep the change,” he said, unable to hide the obvious disdain in his voice, as he handed a twenty dollar bill to
the attendant who slowly crumpled it in his hand. “Would you
be heading up towards the Calvary Chapel on the north road?”
They looked upon him curiously as he asked the question, as if
he already knew the answer.
“Yes that is right,” replied the elderly cardinal. All of a sudden there was an uneasiness that seemed to move through him,
like the pulling of a cold chain of dread, that although he felt he
had to contain, the probing glare of the attendant seemed to peel
away at his thoughts, as if psychologically his inward revelations were rendered naked before this man.
The attendant gave a broad smile, “Don’t thinks the padre’s
home tonight.” His burst of laughter seemed to pierce the night
stillness as the two cardinals drove off.
He watched as the plume of dust from the departing car
seemed to cling upon the darkness before him, shuffling against
the void above. His hand still clenching the twenty-dollar bill
before his fingers slowly opened.
“Seek and you shall find,” he said grinning, as the twenty in
his hand burst into flames. He turned, walking back towards the
gas station. His shape suddenly began to shimmer and distort,
the bone and cartilage in his body began to stretch and break
as he changed back to what he really was. He passed solitarily,
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across towards the attendant, whom he had killed earlier. The
crumpled body and terrified open-eyed glare bore the slither of
his murderer’s shadow that was cast, as if it was pulled across
his face, like a shimmering veil. He turned, walking out towards
the desert.
The silence within the car, combined with the tension felt by
the two cardinals, caused the vehicle to swerve along the narrow
north road as they headed towards the Calvary Chapel. The apex
of the church stood solemn against the darkness as the overall
shape seemed to slope eerily upon the hill, an uneven row of
multicoloured bulbs dangled across the entrance. The elder cardinal could not help thinking it resembled some unconventional
lustrous parody of what it was meant to stand for, almost like
the entrance of a house of ill repute. He frowned at the absurdity
of his thoughts.
The car came to a stop upon a small grass verge that dipped
along the path of the entrance.
The younger cardinal pulled a semi-automatic handgun
from within a well-concealed shoulder holster. “I have a feeling that will not be necessary,” said his companion grimly as he
climbed from the car studying the outline of the building. They
walked towards the small arched entrance and for a moment the
silence seemed to throb in the warm night air.
The elder cardinal carefully placed his hand against the door
and pushed it inwards.
Sprinkles of light flickered against the rough wooden surface, stirring a row of burning candles as it moved across the
immediate darkness from within. His younger colleague gripped
the gun tightly against his chest in a heightened anticipation he
could not hide, his eyes moving nervously around the interior.
For a moment they stood within the concaved entrance listening as if suspended within the silence before slowly walking
inwards.
They noticed for the first time how small the interior actually was and the dim glow of the candles only perpetuated this.
A large oval window hung upon the centre wall at the front of
the church, high enough to capture what fragments of moonlight
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still remained in the dark sky, as the clouds shifted and clung
together choking away what little light remained.
“Wait,” said the elder cardinal gripping his colleagues arm.
He looked towards the small altar before turning away; a look
of despair fell across his face as he slowly closed his eyes, “We
are too late.” Father Emanuel Hernandez lay naked sprawled
across the altar; a silver-coloured ornate crucifix had been
forced through his forehead almost pinning him to the surface.
His arms were raised, hands outstretched claw-like rigid, as if
the corpse had been entombed by the same lingering terror he
had encountered before his death.
They stood in silence for a moment unable to move, the only
sound was the soft dripping of blood that poured from the dead
priest across his face and shoulders, along the altar and onto the
floor.
The elder cardinal walked towards the body, he studied the
words that had been torn across the dead man’s chest ANNO
DOMINI (in the year of our Lord Jesus Christ). It had been the
same as the others. He slowly made the sign of the cross. He
was the ninth priest to have been killed in as many hours and the
clock was still ticking.

ix

ONE

H

is eyes blinked as the stirring of the curtains distracted him
from his thoughts, frowning, looking towards the window
as the dull winter daylight poured across the floor near to where
he sat.
He moved slowly across the room towards the window
where he would remain for some time just observing.
He observed the outside world, the slow movement of the
trees, the breeze weaving across the long grass in slight flurries
like ripples on water. The soft screams and laughter of children
trickled off the walls in faint echoes, as they played beyond the
hospital’s boundaries, only to dwindle and fade like the daylight
hours around him.
His imagination took him down the path, struggling to open
the large iron gates, he watched himself stroke the bark of a tree,
running his fingers along a drooping branch caressing the moist
leaves, feeling their dampness across the palms of his hands.
He was observing life, his life, the everyday things in the
world we are given freely, the simple things granted by God
himself.
He marvelled at the clarity of his imagination as he looked
upon himself as he walked upon the world. For a time he was
free to walk away from the restraints his physical burdens had
placed upon him.
Yet there were flickers of images and thoughts that lay distant beyond his understanding, images and thoughts that were
not just his, but of those around him.
This was something that snatched him back towards what
was real, and this clarity of mind was not to be marvelled at,
instead it terrified him.
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There was a slight tremble as his hand folded around the
silver crucifix that hung loosely around his buttoned-up shirt.
He had finally stopped asking why? Why he had been left like
this? He still would look back, back to when he was a child,
back before the accident.
Gabriel Salmach had been twelve years old when the car
being driven by his father had been forced off the road killing
both his parents. The crash would leave him severely paralysed
for the rest of his life. WHY? This word, which he had caressed
and sculpted within his mind many times, was something he
grew to hate. The very sound of it made the contents in his
stomach want to rush out through his mouth and spew out upon
such an unfair world.
He would remember his mother wrapping the collars of
his coat around his neck and tucking the knot of the red scarf
into his jumper kissing him on the forehead, as she played
with his fringe. The snow had fallen hard that day. “Say
goodbye Gabriel,” she said clutching his hand, as they stood
outside the house which had been their home for the past
two years. The demands of his father’s job had forced them
to move closer to London. He still missed his father, he was
close to his mother yet there had been a bond that they had
shared. It was almost as if the nurturing had been left unfinished between father and son, something had been broken
and would remain unfixed.
His father had worked for the British government. His work
had taken him all over the world; he had worked for a time in
Bahrain, then Nairobi, and for a couple of years in the Middle
East. Born in Egypt at the start of the Second World War, Nebi
Salmach was forced to grow up very quickly. Witnessing his
own father get his throat slit over a gambling debt, and left to
bleed to death outside a backstreet whorehouse.
That was situated on the bad side of the city of Cairo. Nebi
had watched the men laughing as his father lay dying. He
watched as they urinated on him, he did not cry, even though he
was powerless to do anything, as he himself would have almost
certainly been killed.
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All he could do was watch, watch and remember their laughing faces. Their faces would remain with him for some time.
It would be six years until he had found the last of the men
and killed him. The man had pleaded the most, he begged and
screamed, but the boy, then eighteen, did not hesitate, he just slit
his throat slower. The men had all died the same way they had
killed his father, except he did not urinate on them, he was not
an animal, he had pride and even though he knew it was wrong,
he enjoyed the revenge, it felt good, so good he could almost
taste it, the one thing that surprised him was how easy he found
it was to kill.
Life had driven a spear through his heart at a young age,
somehow dispelling his innocence and compassion, leaving him
as cold as a midnight gravestone.
Nebi knew he would have to get out of the city and that
chance came when his friend had fled Egypt due to a falling out
with a local gangster boss. Nebi’s friend had got a girl pregnant;
no big deal except it was the gangster boss’s wife. And a price
had been put on his testicles literally.
They found work in South Africa after crossing the Sudan
and heading south towards Kenya and Nairobi, working as gunrunners with a group of mercenaries.
They bought guns from Dutch traders where the mercenaries sold them to the Mau Mau who were an anti-white terrorist
society, and who in turn used them to kill white settlers.
For a while Nebi and his friend stayed on the outskirts of the
Kikuyu tribal reserve in the white highlands, which was under
Mau Mau control. They witnessed the atrocities the Mau Mau
was capable of in their aim at ending colonial rule. Inoffensive
civilians were systematically butchered and beaten to death;
this brutish indifference bordered on animalistic barbarism, as
the brains of human victims were eaten, babies killed and battered, slaughtered like stale meat in front of their mothers. These
people seemed beyond human. Not an ideal way to make a living, as Nebi would find out when a particular deal went wrong
and his friend was killed by the Mau Mau. He was tortured and
cut to pieces before his body was burned. Many of the guns
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did not work; they had been double-crossed by the Dutch, and
many more paid with their lives. He had barely escaped with
his own life escaping across the highlands towards the Aberdare
Mountains.
Nebi had come across a farmhouse which had been almost
burned down except for a portion of the rear that had remained
intact. He found three bodies, one of whom was a child that was
dead along with the woman, the man was barely conscious but he
was alive. A single Mau Mau terrorist remained and was torching
the farmhouse when Nebi overpowered and killed him, before
he died the terrorist kept repeating the word “Shaitan” pointing
towards the farmhouse. He carried the semi-conscious man for
almost a day and a half until they were found by Samburu tribal
trackers, who had been organised to hunt the terrorists.
They were taken to southern Nairobi; to a British outpost
where they were fed and Nebi had learned as he was interrogated by security forces from Kenya that the man whose life he
had saved was a British diplomat. The man was treated for his
wounds, which were quite severe, but he would live. His name
was Jonathan Frazier the son of Sir Reginald Frazier a member of parliament and head of MI6. Nebi had questioned the
meaning of the word “Shaitan” and was stunned at the trackers’
response, it meant Devil.
Jonathan Frazier had lived in Kenya for two years before
the unrest between blacks and whites. Nebi had explained how
he had come across the farmhouse which had been set on fire,
and was almost burned down to the ground, and how he had
been looking for food, when he had found him unconscious and
barely alive.
He did not mention the wife and child, that although dead
and judging by the injuries they had suffered, death had not been
quick.
“I guess I owe you my life,” said the diplomat, his left arm
had been badly burned which would leave a severe scar running from the shoulder down towards the back of the hand. The
extent of the burns would cause both the index and forefinger
to be fused together.
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“We were both lucky to come out of this alive,” he paused
for a moment. “I am sorry about your family,” continued Nebi,
reaching into a bowl and scooping up the cool water soaking
his face.
“You’re not African,” said the diplomat.
“No, I have travelled from Egypt down the Nile and across
the Sudan with a friend, we were looking for work,” said Nebi.
“What kind of work?” asked the diplomat, as he studied the
young Egyptian curiously.
“I suppose that would depend on who is paying, and what
they are paying,” replied Nebi, running the water through his
hair.
“My father could use somebody like you. I am travelling to
Morocco to meet with him in Marrakesh. He has flown there
from England; we leave the day after tomorrow, after I bury my
wife and child.” The diplomat for a moment, seemed lost in his
words, yet Nebi could sense indifference in his tone as if some
other primary importance occupied his thoughts other than the
death of his family. Jonathan Frazier averted from Nebi’s gaze
as he slowly turned and left the room and revealed more than
he wanted to.
***
The whirring of the ceiling fan cut through the silence as
the man in the white suit sat in the corner of the police commissionaire’s office. The brim of his panama hat was turned down,
sending a swooping shadow falling across his face.
“I believe you are looking for work?” asked the man.
“Yes that is right,” said Nebi as he slowly walked over to the
wicker chair and sat in it. A mixture of suspicion and curiosity
seemed constrained by his demeanour that only made his reservations and fear more obvious.
“Allow me to introduce myself, I am Sir Reginald Frazier,
and I am in charge of an organisation based in London that is
responsible for gathering intelligence outside Britain.”
“What is that to do with me?” asked Nebi curiously.
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“Well, there are certain individuals who are scattered around
the world, who we see as a threat to our national security,” he
paused for a moment leaning backwards. “And to put it bluntly,”
he continued, “they need to be removed.”
“I took the liberty of running a check against your background; you were born in Giza, which is west of Cairo I believe,
and your mother still lives there. But your father… your father
is no longer alive, he had the misfortune to have his throat slit
outside a house of ill repute in Cairo a number of years ago; the
perpetrators were never caught or likely to be, is that not right
Nebi?” Sir Reginald leaned forward his dark eyes narrowing as
he studied him.
“Yes that’s right, they are all dead,” replied Nebi. “I killed
them.”
“Yes you did. Slit their throats, all of them, a fitting sort of
poetic retribution if I may say.” Sir Reginald tipped the bottle by
his side, and poured the whisky, filling a quarter of the crystal
glass and drank it in one.
“I killed them because they deserved it,” said Nebi. “I killed
them in the memory of my father. They killed him like an animal so they died like animals.”
“Yes quite,” replied Sir Reginald. “But remember Mr Salmach, if everyone on this planet was to be killed because they
deserved it in one way or another, there would not be enough
people left to fill this room, you see, Mr Salmach,” he continued, “we kill out of necessity.”
“I leave for England tomorrow, do you have a passport?”
“Yes,” replied Nebi.
Sir Reginald rose from his chair. “I will be in the hotel lobby
across the street at 6. in the morning, if you are there, I take it
you would like to work for me. Good day Mr Salmach.”
Nebi rose from his chair, and watched Sir Reginald walk
towards the door. “Oh, I almost forgot, thank you for saving my
son’s life.”
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