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And the Bible sayeth:  The antichrist is the Son of Perdition.  The beast.  The one cast out of heaven who awaits his chance to regain power over man and render for himself that which is God’s.  The antichrist will ascend to power on a wave of scientific discovery.

He will rise out of a region of majestic mountains.  His base will include the most powerful nations, whose leaders, the Bible says, will give power unto the beast.

His power shall be great, and he shall bring down mighty men and the people who are the saints.  By his cunning he shall make deceit prosper, and in the minds of his legions he will seem all-knowing, all powerful.  And he shall be immutable, whereby no human hand can end his reign.
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The Large Hadron Collider.  CERN.  Geneva, Switzerland.  

The village of Ferney-Voltaire straddled the border between France and Switzerland.  In the quaint locale, where Voltaire once philosophized, mail was still delivered by bicycle, and the postmen knew the names of all the people on their route.  Shops with green awnings and large wicker baskets offered fresh baguettes, cheeses, wines and flowers.  On the face of it, the community seemed untouched by modernity.

Yet one hundred meters below ground, particles circulated around a seventeen mile circumference tunnel at almost the speed of light, recreating energies not seen since the Big Bang over thirteen billion years ago, enabling scientists to observe the state of the universe a millionth of a millionth of a second after the beginning of time. 

Scientists at CERN, the operator of the Large Hadron Collider, were besieged by an outpouring of concern: phone calls and emails from people who feared the world would end when the gigantic atom smasher started up.  There had even been legal attempts to halt the experiments.

There are those who believe some of the particles the machine is projected to make have properties and potentialities that dwarf the imagination and challenged man’s ability to hold them in check.  

One line of speculation is that the collider might create a black hole that could grow to consume the Earth itself.  Others believe the machine can generate particles that have the capacity to go backward or forward in time, influencing that which is and that which would be.

One thing was certain...nothing was certain. 
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Data Storage Facility.  Atlas Collider.  CERN.  

Stacked in the data room, in a temperature-controlled sub-basement, were the results of all the experiments conducted at CERN, stored on Seagate 4 disc drives, the largest capacity devices in the world.  Thousands of the units sat on shelves that ran the length of the sixty-foot room and from floor to twelve-foot ceiling.

Dr. Hendrick Blomvest, cosmologist visiting from Göteborgs University in Sweden, turned on the lights, then began searching for the requisite experiments.

The florescent lights flickered several times, then went off, leaving the scientist submerged in a sea of black.  “Hello,” he called out.  “Anyone here?” 

Hendrick groped for the light switch, a man truly in the dark.  “This is neither the time nor the place for a prank,” he insisted.

“Help me, Hendrick,” a voice whispered.  “For my time here is limited.”

Just as suddenly as they had gone out, the lights came on.  A translucent figure appeared not a few feet from him.

The presence had a striking, long, thin face; one that shifted from masculine to feminine as it floated in one direction, then another.  The ethereal being was garbed in a satin robe that extended from the top of its head to the toes and beyond, making it impossible to determine the height or structure of its body.  The spirit reached up and pushed the hood back several inches, revealing doe-like eyes that changed colors as it spoke, an aquiline nose, and straight black hair that flowed down covering the forehead and ears.  

The scientist could not take his eyes off the Thing.  Hendrick Blomvest felt he was under its spell.  

“Who are you?” the researcher asked.  He dropped the clipboard he was carrying, sending it clattering to the ground, amplified by the complete lack of other noise in the room.  “What are you?”  His wanted to flee, but his analytical mind said, make inquires.  

Hendrick was curious, yet kept his distance as the thing wavered in and out of existence.

“I am he who has always been and always will be,” the presence said.

“I thought you were a phantasmagoria, a collective dream, a—,” the man began.

“And what do you think now?” the specter enticed.

“I don’t know,” the cosmologist replied.  “Others have said you were like a wisp of wind, a cloud that had wandered inside.  

“You are referring to Riemann and Abrams?”

“Yes!  Do you know about them?”

“Of course!  I know about them as I know of you!”

“Are they safe?”

“A relative term,” the apparition said dismissively.  “Let’s just say for the time being.”

“And now you are here and you speak!”

“I am regaining my powers,” the specter explained. 

“You are not real!”

“I am seen, yet still I am denied.  Saved are those who believe in me.”

“What do you want?” the scientist asked, bending down for the clipboard and raising it to his chest as if it afforded him some protection.

“No.  The question is, ‘What do you want?’”

“I have all I need: family, friends, my work.”

“And has it been fruitful?” the visitor laughed, its face turning from warmth to a sneer dismissing Hendrick’s life as simply as hitting the delete key on a computer.

“Science does not work that way,” Hendrick insisted, though the certainty in his voice wavered.

“Surely you wish to know the source of dark energy?  What dark matter is made of?  What the fate of the universe is?”  The apparition presented the face first of Blomvest’s mother, then wife, then PhD advisor.

That was when the scientist realized the thing was reading his mind, molding itself to whatever he wanted most to see.  “Yes.  Of course.”

“Ah, yes,” the specter said.  “Those answers...along with eternal life, all-knowing wisdom, adoration.”

“I do not wish for things.  I only want to know about you.  Where you are from.” 

“From?”  The apparition laughed again.  “From up above, from ahead, from behind.  I am the alpha and the omega.”

“I don’t understand.”

“But you called me forth!”

“I?” the scientist questioned.

“The machine.  The Collider.” 

“But it is only a machine,” Blomvest said.  

“Is that what you believe...an instrument that found the God particle?  A device that can send information into the past or future?” the visitor asked.  

“But I—?”

“You yourself wrote a paper that said the manufacture of new particles also creates anti-particles that can go forward or backward in time.”

“Matter cannot travel backwards or forwards in time,” the scientist assured.  “That violates all laws of physics.”

“I am not matter...not yet.  I am photons,” the Thing explained.

Blomvest stood there, unable to refute the logic of the entity.

“And that such particles, though weightless can carry information,” the presence continued.

“Yes, that is correct,” the scientist agreed, enticed by the Thing’s logic.

“Those particles provided me with the four-dimensional space / time coordinates of your machine.  Now I am here to draw on its power and become whole again.”

“I cannot believe any of this is occurring!”

“Ah, but you will when you produce a field of sufficient energy.  It will bestow mass to me and I will be whole once again.”

“Why me?”

“Hah!  You know as well as I, Hendrick.  You want to make a deal.”

“A deal?”

“Yes.  Are you not the Hendrick Blomvest who stole the work of others for you PhD thesis?  And did you not say to a colleague you would sell your soul for the answers to the great remaining questions in science?”

“I don’t understand?”

“Ah, but you will, Hendrick, you will.”

“Why now?”

“I was waiting for a power great enough to restore me.”

“The machine has that power?” the researcher asked.

“Seven,” the entity replied.

“Seven?”

“Seven trillion volts,” the specter explained.  “Seven days of Genesis.  Seven seals of revelation.  Seven angels.  Seven plagues...seven days to completion.”

“Those are Biblical allegories; metaphors,” the scientist challenged.

“Am I just an allegory?” the spirit asked, a voice rising in pitch and volume until it vibrated the room.  The presence brushed a hand close to a shelf.  The hard drives slid out from their spots and smashed on the ground; first one, then another, and another.

“You are ephemeral,” Hendrick challenged with all the courage he could muster.

“Your machine is only producing three point five trillion volts.  I cannot cross over fully until the machine is run at full power.”

“That is not scheduled until next year,” Hendrick explained.

“I cannot wait,” the specter cried, and the floor beneath the researcher shook.

“But I have no control over the schedule,” the scientist said, reaching out for a shelf to brace himself.

“Find a way,” the apparition suggested.  It was far more a warning than an option.

“But—.”

“I offer you glory and you speak of schedules and excuses?” the Thing questioned.

”I just don’t....”

The presence extended a hand and raised it.  The scientist floated off the floor.  “Maybe you did not comprehend me.  This is not a discourse.  Even as an apparition I have the power to end your useless life.”

“What is it you want from me?” Blomvest asked with trepidation.

“Within seven days, you will see to it the Collider runs at full power.  For your reward I will give you the formula for quantum gravity and the ability to control nuclear fusion.”

“And if I am willing to die rather than help you?” Hendrick challenged.

“Then your family, your children, your children’s children forward ten generations will be born with no arms or legs, hearts outside their chests, and blind.”

“Then I have no choice?” the researcher asked, seeing no way out.

“Since you are so reluctant, allow me to bestow a gift upon you,” the specter offered cordially.  “Room temperature superconductivity.”

“Impossible!” the doctor assured.

“Solid metallic hydrogen at high pressure becomes super conducting at thirty-two degrees Fahrenheit,” the specter explained.

“How—?” 

“A sufficiently advanced being’s capabilities are indistinguishable from magic.”

“Tell me your name,” Blomvest insisted.

“Ah...I have many names.  And I come from many times and places.  I was at the side of Pontius Pilate when he pronounced Jesus’ fate.  I carried the Black Death from China to Europe.  I was with Pope Urban II when he ordered the Crusades against the non-believers which lasted five hundred years.  I paved the way for Hitler’s Blitzkrieg into Poland.”

“If all this is true then....”

“Then mankind will leap ahead a thousand years.  And it will be you who lifts his brethren out of the dark ages.”
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Computer Center. Room 513. CERN. Geneva.

Five men huddled around the twenty-seven inch monitor. Numbers scrolled down the screen at a mind-numbing pace. Several minutes went by before the program stopped running.

“What do you think of that, Blomvest?” Doctor Javitz asked, poking a finger at the screen. Javitz was the lead scientist on the Compact Muon Solenoid (CMS) detector at CERN. He was a driven man, not well-liked, but respected. In order to pursue his quest for recognition, fame, and glory he had given up on marriage. He had narrowed the scope of his life and placed a singular emphasis on his work, leaving him in a very precarious position emotionally and spiritually. Javitz was not prepared to remain mired on the side of the dedicated but nameless scientists who laid the ground work for others.

No one answered Javitz. The other three looked at each other, then at him.

“Where is Blomvest?” Javitz questioned, more concerned with Gurnard’s findings than with finding the man.

“I thought...” Marcus began.

“He could not have just...,” André said.

“Vanished?” Phillip asked.

“First Riemann, then Abrams, and now Blomvest?” André considered.  “And all in the course of one week.  What powers are at work here?”

“We must inform the governments of our respective countries,” Marcus said, “and the administration here.”

“Inform them of what?” Javitz asked. “We do not know if anything has happened to them. Maybe they took leave to visit family. Maybe they are sick, or just out for a stroll.”

“I am afraid we may have unleashed forces here that are now out of our control,” Phillip warned.

“Nonsense!” Javitz refuted. “Our work takes precedent over all other considerations. We are expendable.”

“You say this philosophically,” André argued, his French accent coating his words, “but what is happening here is not theoretical; it is real. Look at the screen! See for yourself!”

The two arguing scientist turned back to observe the computer monitor. On the screen was an e-mail message: 

Do not allow the Collider to exceed 3.5 TeV. Doing so will result in the production of anti-particles which will transmit information backward in time. That which receives the information may be given the four-dimensional space / time location of the source of power. In order to produce this message, we were forced to use thirteen micrograms of anti-matter. That is the sum total of a decade’s worth of production. No further correspondence is possible. Be warned, you are dealing in realms you do not understand, bringing forth consequences you cannot imagine.

The five men all stared at the screen long after they had finished reading the message. 

Javitz laughed. “This must be a prank by Stuart.”

“More the work of Vernon,” Phillip suggested.  “Mixing pseudoscience, biblical prophesy, and collective fear.”

“But how...?” Marcus began.

“How what?” Javitz asked, irked by the interruptions.

“Don’t you see?” Marcus exclaimed.

“See what?” André asked, unable to follow the line of reasoning of his colleagues.

“The date, you fools!” Marcus declared. 

André looked blankly at the screen. “Date?” he asked.

Marcus pointed to the date at the top of the message: “2145 A.D.”

“2145? Impossible,” Javitz assured.

“It has been proven that anti-particles can travel back or forward in time,” Marcus reminded the others. “Here is the proof if you ever needed any.”  He turned from one face to the next. 

“It’s a prank!” Javitz insisted, throwing his hand up in a dismissive manner.

“Have you ever received an e-mail where the date has been faked?” André asked cynically. “It cannot be done!”

“There must be another conclusion,” Javitz said, while trying to reassure himself.

“This may be an unprecedented case of backwards causation,” André concluded.

“I believe you are correct, doctor!” Marcus said emphatically. “The future is trying to alter the present.”

“We’ve all hypothesized that black holes, or dark energy created as a by-product of our experiments may spell doom for civilization,” Phillip reminded his colleagues. “The future - knowing the results of experiments here - is sending us a message: ‘Stop the Collider from attaining the velocities necessary to recreate particles that have been unseen since the beginning of time.’”

“I agree!” Marcus said. “We would be fools to ignore the wisdom accumulated by a race of people one hundred and thirty-three years more advanced than ourselves.” 

“I, for one, need no more proof,” Andre said. “I am going to Doctor Roselli and tell him what has happened.” He gathered his papers off the desk and walked to the door.

“You will look like a fool when you cannot produce any real evidence,” Javitz warned, wagging a finger at the man.

Andre turned around. “I accept my role as such.” 

Then he was out the door.

“Andre!  Wait. I will go with you,” Marcus called out.

Marcus dashed out of the lab. 

Javitz rolled his eyes and returned to his calculations.

Within a minute, Marcus returned.

Phillip looked up. “I thought you were going with Andre?”

“He is gone,” Marcus replied, a stunned look on his face.

“Yes, we know—,” Javitz began.

“No!  Not gone.  Disappeared,” Marcus uttered, staring at the others with abject fear in his eyes.
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CHAPTER THREE


[image: ]




Michigan Park. Washington, DC. Six miles. NE of the White House. 

The sparse apartment suffered from neglect. Long, dark, water stains streaked the walls. A single bed, which wouldn’t have been much good if he had a girlfriend, worked fine for the singular lifestyle he had relegated himself to. A small dining room table with two chairs, only one of which was necessary, a comfortable recliner that, more often than not, ended up being where he slept, made up the rest of his décor.

Old pizza boxes and empty bourbon bottles lay scattered around the room. It smelled like a gym. He could live pretty well on an army captain’s salary, certainly better than he now did...if it weren’t for the alimony, child support, and the booze.

In the background, a ballad played on a cheap CD player. Music was one of the few things he had brought back from Mexico. For him, the songs represented everything beautiful in the world, and everything he did not have now.

Paul Decker sat on the edge of the bed. That way, if he successfully blew his brains out, he’d slump back on the mattress rather than wind up on the dirty floor. He stared at the gun as he twirled it in his hand, then tilted his head backwards and forward and side to side, just to be sure it was still attached to his shoulders. The last time he put the gun to his temple, he could swear he pulled the trigger...or had he? It was hard to tell since he felt more dead than alive.

He groaned as a dusty shaft of light peeked through yellowed, worn shades. He always meant to put up a blackout curtain so he wouldn’t be reminded of the days he missed sleeping off an all-night drunk.

It surprised him how little meaning his life held for him since he separated from Susan six years before. Right after that, the children,  Daniel and Carrie, left to start their own lives.

He had fallen into the trap that incarcerated most of humanity. Working stiffs got up dreading the day that lay ahead of them. They made breakfast, and an hour later couldn’t even remember what they ate. The morning at work was bearable only because they looked forward to lunch. The afternoon droned on as they watched a clock that never seemed to move. At 5:00 p.m. they raced out the door, waited in line for the bus or sat in traffic for an hour. When they got home, they found no compelling reason for being there...other than the fact that their clothes and toothbrushes were there.

Most of the people in the world lived that way. But that wasn’t enough reason for him to do so. If it was an option between the 9 to 5, or a bullet in the brain...well, there really wasn’t a choice.

Before he could try the trigger again, the phone rang. 

Paul struggled to get up, sweating from the alcohol, legs wobbling under him. With great effort, he made his way over to the table where his encrypted phone sat, finally picking up after the fifth ring. He wasn’t moving very fast these days, and he had to steady himself. 

“Where the hell are you, Decker?” President Hardessy demanded.

“Back home, sir,” Paul said, reaching out for a chair as the room spun around him.

“From where?”

“Mexico.”

“Oh, is that girl still with you?”

He hesitated. “No, sir.”

“Sorry to hear that,” the President said reflectively. “Seemed like a nice kid.”

“She was nice, and she was a kid. I wanted her to stay that way. She would have grown up to be not so nice a lady if she stayed with me.”

Lydia. Another woman he had made grand promises to. Another pure soul he had tarnished. All in the name of...what? A woman he left to take an assignment that could have been handled by any one of a dozen men; men who didn’t endanger their team members with a body and minded clouded by alcohol. And what if the mission was successful? Did it lead to lasting change or was it another hole uncovered which then needed to be filled? Did anyone in the government not have a hidden agenda, or a distorted view of how the world worked and nations interfaced? Was it worth sacrificing his personal relationships? 

Way too many questions and far too few answers. That was the theme song of his life.

“Are you up to an assignment?” Hardessy asked suspiciously. “You don’t sound all that good.”

“Just a cold, sir,” he lied to the President of the United States. Paul hacked into the phone to add a phony cough to the non-existent cold.

He walked over to the sink to throw some cold water on his face. Then made the mistake of looking in the vanity mirror. What he saw reflected was not a pretty sight. 

The body was still muscular, but his face was a mess: bags under pale blue eyes, yawning creases in his forehead, and smile lines that had deepened into grooves. Hair once brown now showed salt and pepper. 

When he was disgusted enough, he returned to the phone conversation with Hardessy, realizing that he had just kept the president waiting for an inordinate period of time. 

“Did you just run out for a coffee?” Hardessy berated.

“No, sir,” Paul replied, then added a laugh. He shuffled around the room, trying to get his bearings. 

“It wasn’t meant to be funny.”

“No, sir.”

“Had a mini-stroke?”

“No, sir.”

“Then stay with me on this, Decker. It’s important.”

“Yes, sir. I didn’t think it was a social call.”

“No, it’s not. I need you to go to Geneva.”

Paul blinked. “Geneva, Switzerland?”

“It’s the only Geneva I know,” Hardessy replied in a tone that was barely civil.

“What will I find there?” Paul asked, trying to gather his wits and contribute some-thing of substance to the conversation.

“You’re one step ahead of me. That’s good, Decker,” the president said.

“Will you let me in on the joke?” he asked, looking around the room for something he had already forgotten.

“Missing scientists,” Hardessy said.

“Missing as in dead, abducted, or at home sick?”

“None of the above, we think,” the president replied, modulating his tone now that he felt Decker was with the program.

“We, sir? Do you have an asset in place?”

“No. This comes from an MIT scientist working there. He caught wind of it and called an old college classmate who works in the State Department.”

“Caught wind of it? That sounds like CERN is trying to cover it up.”

“Looks that way, but we don’t know for sure. We don’t have enough intel. That’s where you come in.”

“Well, sir, if these scientists aren’t missing, what’s left?” Paul asked, rummaging through his apartment. He cradled the phone between his neck and ear, picking up empty bourbon bottles and turning them upside down, catching the drips in a toothpaste cup.

“That’s what you need to find out.”

Paul had been a black ops soldier: Delta Force, Seal Team member, a Code 6 assassin. But President Webster, and now President Hardessy, had seen a great deal more in him. They entrusted him with missions where it took brains to succeed and killing was just as often a lack of imagination.

Paul stood up a little straighter. The boss gave him a lot of leeway, and even if Paul was unwilling to take care of himself, he wasn’t going to let the president down. 

Hardessy had enough confidence in him to send Paul into Iraq in advance of the invasion. Then into Pakistan, to find Taliban and Al Qaeda strongholds. When others told the president to put Paul out to pasture, Hardessy kept him onboard and trusted him with the most sensitive assignments.

“That’s not much to go on,” Paul said after a moment’s reflection.

“No. And we can’t even state that there’s a problem.”

“People missing but it’s got to be kept secret?” He tossed the last bottle onto a chair and threw the contents of the cup in the sink.

“When you realize what the problem is, what’s at stake, you’ll know why it’s got to be that way.”

“Do I have support there?”

“None. This has got to remain under the radar. You’re assigned to CERN as a research scientist from Caltech. We’ve built you a complete identity. But you need to look, talk, and act like a scientist. Think you can do that?”

The idea churned up the bile in Paul’s stomach, and he grimaced. “I’ve been following CERN like everyone else has. But fooling some of the top scientists on the planet isn’t going to be easy.”

“Hell, if it was easy, I’d send my barber.”

“Yes, sir,” Paul said as he went into the kitchen. He poured himself a cup of coffee left over from...he couldn’t remember when he’d made the last pot. He shoved the mug in the microwave.

“You’ll pick up your papers at our embassy in Grenoble.” The president paused. “I expect you to be there in twenty-four hours and to report back to me with something in forty-eight hours.”

“I have a few people in mind that might be able to help me,” Paul said. “Can we get papers for them?”

“Give the names and the cover they need to Tim over at Langley. I’ll tell him to meet any request...within reason. Is that all?” Hardessy said, irritated by the additional questions and requests.

“Yes, sir. You know I’ll do my best, sir.”

“Don’t sweet talk me, Decker. I don’t care if you pull someone’s fingernails out, water board them, whatever you need to do. Just get to the bottom of this...fast,” the president said, sounding like a man who needed to get back to important business.

“Yes, sir. You can count on me.”

Paul walked to the window and looked out. A group of nuns were gathered in front of the church across the street. When one of them turned to some one or some thing in the street, he could see her eyes were feral; they glowed green. She looked directly up at Paul, smiled, and pushed the cornette back on her head. Through the drizzle and the wind and darkness he couldn’t be certain of what he saw. But if he had to guess, it looked like the horn of a goat: red, engorged with blood.

He shook his head and rubbed his eyes. When he refocused, the nuns had already stepped inside the church. The booze? Sleep deprivation? A vivid imagination? Paul shuddered. Anyone of a dozen things could have led to that sort of vision, but...”

The Present barked loudly. “You’re on a short leash, Decker. A hundred and sixty-five nations are represented at CERN. Don’t turn this into a diplomatic nightmare.”

“Right, sir. I’ll—.” He took the phone from his ear and looked at it, realizing he was now talking to himself.
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Building 40. CERN. Geneva, Switzerland.

CERN hierarchy transferred the press conference to the largest meeting hall at the complex after they were besieged with an outpouring of concern by the local citizenry and the world beyond, all of whom feared the would end when the giant atom smasher started up.

The large, but Spartan room, offered seating only on folding chairs. A simple wooden platform substituted for a dais. Pictures of CERN in various stages of construction covered the white walls. Heaters, cranked up to their maximum levels, warded off the freezing temperatures outside. Men and women stamped their boots and shook their gloves to knock the snow off and restore circulation.

Small groups of people huddled in the corners conversing, waiting for the meeting to officially begin.

A man who looked barely out of college, wearing jeans and a tweed jacket walked purposefully to the podium. He was clean shaven, with dusty brown hair long enough to touch his collar. He had a serious face filled with sharp lines of intensity. “Good morning. I am Doctor Jonas Unger,” he said.

Private conversations stopped and everyone took their seats.

Jonas rearranged his notes and adjusted the mic. “The purpose of these discussions is to alleviate the fears of the local villagers and the world community. We have gone to great lengths to—-.”

“To do what, doctor?” a burly, old fashioned newspaper reporter interrupted. “A handful of scientists and workers are unaccounted for. Is that a euphemism for dead?”

“Unsubstantiated rumors!” Jonas insisted, looking perturbed.

“What the hell is going on down there in that tunnel, doctor?” the reporter demanded. “Is this turning into another Roswell?”

“We are checking the work and vacation schedules of the men in question and will be issuing a statement as soon as—.”

“You say there is nothing to fear from an accident, Dr. Unger,” an older, white-haired gentleman interjected. “Then what happened last September? There was a leak of liquid helium. Giant magnets broke. Your whole facility had to shut down!”

“There was no leak of dangerous material into the atmosphere or into the soil surrounding the facility,” the doctor assured.

“No, not that time,” the man said, then sat down heavily in his seat.

“If I may continue?” the scientist said. “Having found the Higgs, we are now concentrating our efforts searching for the elements composing dark matter which may be hiding in the highest energy realms: approximately seven trillion volts. The Collider will soon reach those levels.”

“Doctor Unger,” a man wearing the garb of a Catholic priest: black vestments, white collar, called out, “do you realize you are about to unleash the apocalypse?”

“Surely you jest, sir,” Jonas shot back. He looked at the man like he was from somewhere lower on the evolutionary scale.

“Oh, no, doctor. I can assure you it’s no joke. My name is Bernard Sautere. Professor Sautere if you will. I am an astrophysicist as well as a man of the cloth. You are creating particles whose properties are undefined and potentialities uncontrollable. Any one of which could destroy civilization.”

“According to the theoretical models,” Jonas rebutted, “tiny black holes could be produced in collisions at the LHC. But they would then very quickly decay into what is known as Hawking radiation.”

“And what if the Hawking radiation equations are inaccurate?” the priest asked. “What if, instead of instantly evaporating, the black holes feed off regular matter provided so abundantly and sequestered in the Collider?”

“Total conjecture,” Jonas declared.

“Conjecture?” Sautere challenged. “Our research indicates that the value for accretion of matter could be in the range of one gram per second to five gram per second. Any high school math student can calculate that at such a rate the world would be consumed in twenty eight hours.”

“A theoretical exercise only,” Jonas said. 

“Really?” Professor Sautere mocked. “We estimate that in the case of the LHC the risk is in the range of seven to ten percent. Do you consider that insignificant, Doctor Unger? We cannot build accelerators always more powerful - creating speed of light collisions of particles that morph into the unknown - without risk.”

“We remain supremely confident,” Unger asserted.

“So you have a crystal ball and can ascertain that which only God knows?” Sautere maintained.

“Let’s not turn this into a religious discourse,” Unger said, wishing the man would just disappear like some others had done.

“Where science leaves off, God ascends,” Sautere said.

“I prefer to reply on the equations of Dr. Einstein,” Unger retorted, a finger raised to make his point.

“Dr. Unger!” a man called out as he rose from his seat. He was a tall man, whippet thin, with a great shock of silver hair. “My name is Christen Jorgensen. Maybe you have heard of me?”

“Didn’t you work with Roger Penrose?”

“Sir Roger Penrose,” he corrected. 

“And you shared the Nobel Prize in Quantum Field Theory?”

“Yes, that’s correct,” Jorgensen replied.

“And what is your point, doctor?” Unger asked, ready for more nonsensical conclusions from incomplete data.

“I, and many of my colleagues, believe your experiments may alter past history and the course of future events,” Jorgensen said.

“We are practicing science, sir. Not science fiction!” Unger said. “And I am not going to allow this meeting to degrade into an episode of ‘The X-Files.’”

“Not science fiction, young man. Your youth works against you, sir. You have not the experience to appreciate the space/time continuum. You see time as being nothing more than the hands on your clock, or a page on your calendar. Time is not one directional.”

“We are aware of that,” Unger said.

“You are creating enormous amounts of energy,” Jorgensen insisted. “Energy cannot be destroyed. It will either take the form of new particles or a new type of energy...all quite possibly uncontrollable.”

“All these things have been factored into our equations and potentialities.”

“Science evolves on a daily basis,” Jorgenson said. “We haven’t even come up with tomorrow’s questions yet; answers may be for the next generation.”

“Semantics!” Unger retaliated, now realizing he was fighting a losing battle against conjecture, fear, and rumor.

“Like-minded people come up with like-minded results,” Jorgenson argued.

“There is only one reality, and we are dealing with that one right now,” Unger said.

“One, you say? Just one?” Jorgensen suggested. “Well I see this as arrogance by those running the show vs. ignorance by those who don't even know the show is running!” 
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CHAPTER FIVE
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Avenue Louis-Rendu. Meyrin Village. Geneva. Day one. 

Meyrin, the closest municipality to CERN, was divided into two distinct districts: The village, which accommodated the scientists who worked at CERN and their families, and the town that accommodated many foreigners, usually poor, with numerous boarding houses and cheap, fast-food restaurants. 

The alpine hamlet consisted of stucco homes properly spaced fifty meters apart, as was the wont of the Swiss. The facades of the houses were faded yellow or green by the weather and years, and similarly capped with burgundy tile. Rose bushes lined the road and defined property boundaries.

* * *
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The sun had just set beyond the tops of the highest peaks, and the temperature, already below freezing began to drop. Warm breathes crystallized in the dry air.

Men and women walked briskly from the bus stop to their homes carrying shopping bags filled with baked goods, prime slices of meat, fresh fruits and vegetables, and the carefully selected bottle of wine. There was little banter between neighbors. The Swiss were not known for rich displays of emotions or idle talk.

Four utility men worked in the middle of Avenue Louis-Rendu bundled up and hunkered down for a long shift: two, Fritz and Stuart, at street level, standing around an open manhole cover, the other two, Jerrold and Hans, underground:.

The men on the road stood inside a yellow tripod tent with a space heater and an electric crank to lower and lift the men to and from the street. A fan forced fresh air into the hole. Fritz and Stuart drank coffee that billowed steam into the clear, cold air. “Boy, this coffee is so hot I’m sweating up here,” Fritz said, stifling a laugh.

“Fuck you, Fritz,” Jerrold replied from below. “I wouldn’t drink it anyway since you and Stuart probably peed in my thermos.”

“I put a lock on mine,” Hans said to Jerrold, “after I found a dead rat in my lunch bucket.”

“Okay. That’s enough,” Fritz called from above. “Our union only allows one joke per assigned job. And that’s always going to be mine.”

* * *
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Hans and Jerrold began moving deeper into the tunnel. 

“How come we get the underground work while Fritz and Stuart get to stay topside with the space heater?” Hans asked.

“Seniority. And they said only two of us are needed below deck on this job,” Jerrold replied.

“Say,” Hans said, “what’s that stuff?”

“Where?” 

“Over there,” Hans replied, pointing to a pile of what looked like rubble.

“It’s just a bunch of old statues,” Jerrold said dismissively.

Hans took a closer look at them. “But they seem ancient!” 

“Well, we’re not paid to save or collect artifacts,” Jerrold said. “So let’s get that junk out of the way.”

“Will you look at the faces? Grotesque. And the bodies are all deformed. It’s evil stuff, I tell you.” Hans genuflected before getting back to work.

Fritz positioned himself over the hole and yelled, “What’s keeping you down there? I don’t hear a lot of work going on. Don’t make me come down there and kick some ass.”

“Do we get time and a half for digging up trolls?” Jerrold asked.

“Will you let it be and get back to business!” Fritz called out, leaning over the opening to direct his voice.

Jerrold and Hans swung their pickaxes, crunching the relics. Then the work stopped and there was silence. 

“What’s going on, Jerrold?” Stuart yelled into the void.

“It smells like a sulphur pit down here.”

“Then put your mask on,” Fritz said.

There was no answer.

“Jerrold?” Stuart called. “Hans?”

“It’s evil, I tell you,” Jerrold cried.

Fritz didn’t hear a response quick enough for him. He got on his knees and leaned in, listening. 

“The pressure is building here,” Hans called out frantically. “It’s climbing off the charts.”

“Then get the hell out of there...now!” Fritz yelled. 

There was a rumble. Flower pots on the balconies of houses up and down the street fell to the ground. 

The vibration shook Fritz hard enough that the coffee he was holding splashed all over him. “Oh, hell!” he exclaimed.

There was a tremendous BOOM, like a cannon going off in an enclosed area. A jet of flame spewed from the manhole. The ground turned into a roller-coaster. Then there was a second boom, and another column of fire from the next manhole in the street. Then a third. 

People raced in one direction, then another, trying to avoid the flames and the after-shocks.

Police cars, fire trucks, and ambulances raced to the scene, while residents ran in the opposite direction. Some in the village wondered whether it was the end of a single incident, or the beginning of a series of much greater ones.
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CHAPTER SIX
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Nev Zohar, Israel

Father Vesteri had a small, hand-drawn map and had stopped a dozen times to learn if he was going in the right direction.  He had been turned around so many times, he could no longer be certain of anything.

He was forty-five years old, a shade under six feet, with the body of a day laborer rather than an ordained minister.  His black hair, while still full, was cut short. He possessed patient, hazel eyes, a classic Roman nose, and a wide mouth with thin lips.  Vesteri was a priest who questioned everything in the material world, while unequivocally accepting the word of God.

The Father had now been at the digs in the Judean Desert for three months every year for ten years. It was hard work in difficult conditions for a man approaching mid-life. He was still strong due to the requisite physical labor, but at times he asked himself whether he was an archeologist on leave from the Vatican, or a priest doing God’s work in the desert. 

And he often questioned himself further: had he made the right decision opting to become a priest against the wishes of his mother and father who saw in him the makings of a first-rate geologist after graduating MIT with degrees in geology and archaeology. 

Even his sister pleaded for him to give up what the family called “the crazy idea of following the Lord.”  At the time, twenty years ago, he had no doubt the Lord was calling him, and that his family just did not understand.  But every moment since then he had been haunted by doubts: did he let his family down?  Did he disregard other voices to hear only God’s?  And who could say it was the Lord?  Maybe it was just his subconscious.  Every day, every assignment by the church provided another opportunity for reflection and his self doubt grew as he sacrificed ever more to narrow the distance between himself and his God.

* * *
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The heat was merciless in the small town at the edge of the Judean desert.  And the narrow alleys between homes didn’t allow for even the slightest breeze to bring relief.

Some of the buildings were crumbling.  Beggars lined the streets.  Any number of men tried to drag him into their shops, professing to have parts of the Dead Sea scrolls and even more rare biblical treasures.

But Father Vesteri had been searching for just one special man.  And he had been searching for a very long time.  He had finally gotten specific directions from a trader in antiquities.  And that small piece of information cost him a very large amount of money

He was entering a cloak and dagger world of thieves and swindlers.  He had asked himself if it was worth the risk.  And each time he asked he got the same answer: yes.

Finally, after going up and down those narrow streets for hours, he found the home that matched the address he had on his piece of paper.

Father Vesteri knocked on the door respectfully.  When that brought no response, he knocked louder.  Then louder still.  Until finally an older, short, bald, portly man open the door.

“I’m looking for—,” Vesteri began.

The old man put up a refuting hand.  “Yes, yes, I know who you are, Patrice Vesteri, and I know what you are looking for.”

Vesteri was shocked by the revelation.  “How...?”

“Every time you asked someone for information, they rushed back here to tell me who the man was and what he wanted so badly.”

“If you knew I was looking for you, why didn’t you allow those people to give me the information?”

“Maybe I needed time to check on your credentials.  Maybe I wanted to see you level of interest.”

“What would my level of interested mean to you?” Vesteri asked.

“Why money, of course!” the old man said and laughed.

“But come,” he said, walking deeper into the home that looked more like a cave.  

Vesteri dutifully followed.

The two waked by a table with a glass top, pieces of two thousand year old parchment illuminated from below and above.

Father Vesteri stopped short when he realized what he was looking at.  “Isn’t that part of the Dead Sea Scrolls?”

“Yes,” the man replied dismissively.

“And you think nothing special of that?”

“There have been findings recently that dwarf the importance of the scrolls.”

“But it’s illegal to own pieces of the scrolls?  They’re supposed to be in the hands of the government and their appointed researchers.”

“There are many things illegal in our world.  But that does not stop the truly dedicated from pursuing their own interests.”

“I’m interested in what was found at the Qumran Caves.”

“Yes, of course, professor, or is it Father Vesteri?” the old man said with a laugh, enjoying the fact that he knew more about his guest than his guest did of him.

“You have me at a disadvantage, sir.”

“Come!  Let’s see if I have some pieces that might interest you.”

The old man walked over to a closet, took out a key and opened the door.  

Vesteri couldn’t see the bottom of the stairs, so dark was it down there.

The old man flicked a light switch which illuminated the stairs...barely.

“This way,” he enticed.

They made their way to the bottom, but that was not the end of their journey.

There was another set of stairs, a ladder really, leading down even further into the abyss.  They did that twice more, by which time the old man was out of breath.

He took a moment to compose himself, then turned on a bright light that illuminated the room.

“There,” he said, pointing to a long table taking up an entire wall of the room.

“Do I smell sulphur? Vesteri asked both himself and the old man.

“Yes.  But it wasn’t here until the statues arrived.

Vesteri walked cautiously over to the table where a good number of small statues sat.

At first, they meant little to the priest.  But then he saw a connection.  They were all demons: Christian: Incubus, Jewish: Behemoth, Sumerian: Pazuzu, Babylonian: Asakku, Buddhist: Mara.

The room spun around the Vesteri. He felt an evil presence in the room.  It sent a chill up his spine.

“But these statues are from different civilization, different millennia.  How could they possibly have been found in the same place and at the same time?”

“Ah, yes.  Quite a puzzle,” the old man laughed.

A glint caught Vesteri’s eye. The source was a gold-anodized plaque.  He picked it up and looked at the object from all angles. 

The priest was mesmerized by the etching.  It was done by a modern society, maybe even more advanced than the present, he thought.  The thing held him captive. 

He could not let go. What was it?

Vesteri, deep in thought, blocked out the words of the old man.

He held a plaque made of some form of glass he had never seen before.  It was flexible. He took a brush from his pocket and swept some dust away. To his amazement, the figures were familiar to him.

When Vesteri finally saw the implications, he quickly asked, “How much?” 

“Ha!  Let’s discuss it over some tea...like civilized men.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER SEVEN
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CNN Studios. One Center Plaza. Atlanta, Georgia. 

The world headquarters of Cable News Network occupied the entire Omni International Complex in the northern section of Atlanta, Georgia. In 2011 In the building the prime time interview hour was taken over by Peter Moran.

He was a Brit right down to his fish and chips. Short, brown, curly hair, cherub cheeks, curious brown eyes. And while he was a true gentleman, few attempted to challenge his authority.

* * *
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The lead cameraman counted down from ten. Peter nodded, adjusted his tie, and practiced his best smile before the count was done. 

“My guest tonight is author and theologian Stephen Delphi,” Peter announced, “and his book ‘Will Science Bring Forth the Apocalypse’ is currently number one on the New York Times bestseller list. Thanks for being with us, Reverend Delphi.”

“You’re welcome, Peter,” Delphi replied with a smile that Peter deduced as bordering between clever and self-deprecating.  

The reverend did his best to look like a modern version of Jesus: long, flowing brown hair that ran half-way down his back, penetrating blue eyes, and a tenor voice, unless roused to righteous indignation. When that happened, his voice went up an octave or two, always ready to throw the money changers out of the temple. 

He worn long, white robes embroidered with gold and held shut by ivory clasps.

Delphi was diminutive in stature, but made it a point not to be caught standing next to Peter when they went on the air, lest people belittle his message because of his height.

“You say the antichrist is already upon us,” Peter parried, making light of the situation. “What do you have in the way of proof?”

“The signs are all around us,” Delphi said, eyeing the commentator in a way to let him know he caught the slight. “There’s corruption everywhere, Peter. Politicians caught selling their votes for money, engaging in sexual perversions. Wall Street greed has brought the world to the verge of financial calamity, virtual police states being established, earthquakes in Haiti and Japan, tsunamis in Indonesia.  And now, most of all, the dangerous experiments being carried out at CERN. Do you need more examples?”

“Those things have been happening throughout history, reverend,” Peter said.

“Yes, but not all at once,” Delphi countered, holding up a single finger to make a point. “My coalition's phone lines have been flooded with calls from concerned families, wondering if this message signifies the end of the world and the advent of the Rapture.” 

Delphi smiled subtly, incongruous to the thoughts he had just expressed.

“But your constituency does not represent the mainstream,” Peter challenged. “Far from it.”

Delphi squinted until his eyes almost shut, his frustration obvious, but his voice never wavered. “We feel that the scientists operating the Collider at CERN are putting us in eminent danger. If there's any chance of danger to our way of life, these men . . and women should be brought to trial for crimes against humanity.”

“It sounds like a witch hunt,” Peter concluded, not giving an inch to the reverend.

Delphi shot him a warning look, and, for the first time, raised his voice. “These scientists claim that the God particle they seek is bringing a message from the past, from the time of creation. The Bible states that God made man in His own image. From everything I've been told it's highly unlikely the creatures who are sending this message resemble human beings in any way, shape or form; ergo, they are not of God; and therefore, by definition, they are evil. My constituents simply want to know what their government plans to do to protect them!”

“Forgive me,” Peter interrupted, matching Delphi’s intransigence, “but I thought this was to be a serious discussion of religious interpretations of the Bible and the church’s view of science, not a war council against Satan's minions.”

“These are not just my views, Peter,” Delphi said, “but the views of millions. You are obviously not a religious man and don’t read publications other than financial and political journals.” The Reverend pointed an accusatory finger at Peter. “There are billions of people who don’t benefit from anything governments do, and live in fear of whatever meager things they have being taken away. If you’d suffered like the tsunami victims, or drought victims, then I’m sure you’d be reading and listening to religious leaders and God, seeking answers for things you could not understand.”

“Very well, but why now, Reverend?” Peter asked. “What makes you certain when dozens of other religious leaders have pronounced that we were at the end of days only to be found wrong and ridiculed, claiming their math was incorrect and needed to be recalculated?”

“The Book of Revelation, Peter. The number ‘7’ is the most crucial number in both the Bible in general and in the Book of Revelation specifically. There are four successive groups of seven: the messages to the seven churches, the seven seals, the seven trumpets, the seven bowl judgments. The seventh figure to appear in revelations is the four horsemen of the apocalypse.

“The Bible says that the antichrist will bring hope and wonder to the world during his seven year reign. But that three and a half years into his reign he will bring death and destruction.”

“What’s the connection?” Peter asked. “It just sounds like numerology, not science. Are we really supposed to take what you say as the gospel?”

“7 trillion volts,” the Reverend replied. 

“7 trillion?” Peter repeated.

“The maximum power of the Large Hadron Collider.”

“I’m not sure I get it.”

“That power will bring forth particles and energy not seen since the beginning of time. They will consume our planet.”

“Really” Peter said, trying to irk Delphi.

“Does 2012 ring any alarm bells for you, Peter?” Delphi asked, trying to paint Peter as a neophyte.

“Of course. By the Mayan Calendar, the end of days was supposed to come in 2012. The fact that we are still here means one more bizarre prediction was wrong,” Peter snickered.

“No, Peter; not wrong. The correct interpretation of the Mayan Calendar says that 2012 is the beginning of the end.

“And how does that relate to CERN?” Peter asked.

“That is when the Large Hadron Collider began operating at full power. The beginning of the end. You see? The Mayan prediction is based in religion; the Collider is the scientific equivalent.

“Very interesting,” Peter replied, inferring the opposite.

“Do you remember the Tower of Babel?” Delphi asked.

“Of course, everyone knows that story,” Peter said with a flip of the hand.

“The whole story?” the Reverend enticed.

“Well, why don’t you elucidate for us?”

“The Tower of Babel was man’s effort to reach God, to become gods themselves. Now, these scientists think themselves smart enough to control that which is in God’s realm. I think the fact that they recently had problems with the magnets is a sign of things to come. I would seriously look at it as a warning.”
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