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  ‘Gerard Donovan’s first novel calls to mind other great writers, Franz Kafka and Bernhard Schlink. An international novel, a new myth for our ages’


  Colum McCann




  ‘Realised with photographic intensity and unremittingly paced, this is a devastatingly good novel’




  Observer




  ‘An astonishing work, ambitious and profound, yet in no way intimidating to the reader’




  Irish Times




  ‘Donovan arrives fully formed. The book keeps its atmosphere of threat despite its playfulness and the deadly pace sweeps along to the last troubling pages. Flann

  O’Brien for the age of atrocity?’




  Time Out




  ‘Brilliant; an extraordinary duologue, by turns stimulating and comically surreal’




  Sunday Telegraph




  ‘No description of this outstanding novel could do it justice . . . it offers a powerful and humbling perspective on our lives as we live it’




  Sunday Independent (Ireland)




  ‘A haunting war novel and an even more haunting love story . . . a mesmerising duel of words, stories, wit, cunning and morality’




  Irish Examiner




  ‘This is an astonishing debut . . . he tells the tale of humanity with a voice that is flawed, self-ironic and fatally human’




  Sunday Times (South Africa)




  ‘Staggeringly accomplished . . . crucial reading for anyone with a passing interest in other humans and conflict . . . this is a wonderful book; entertaining and

  thought-provoking’




  Sunday Business Post




  ‘Gerard Donovan brings a poet’s eye and sensibility to language . . . It is refreshing in a world so full of post-modern ironic indifference that Donovan is prepared

  to have something to say and not merely content to amuse’




  Irish Times




  ‘Donovan’s first novel is an ambitious attempt to reflect the horrors of modern history in a spare and resonant narrative’




  Sunday Times




  ‘Intensely poetic, this is a remarkable first novel’




  Good Book Guide




  ‘Sophisticated and innovative . . . [Donovan] is an inventive and thoughtful writer’




  Publishers Weekly




  ‘Donovan employs the conventions of narrative to craft a stunning lesson about not choosing sides before all evidence is in’




  Booklist
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  SUNLESS 1




  Sunless went to visit a doctor once.




  He waited in the reception hall until his name was called, and then he walked along a burgundy rug to the doctor’s suite, such a famous doctor that he didn’t have the title

  ‘Doctor’ before his name on the door, just ‘Mr Fargoon’. His surgery didn’t look like a doctor’s office: the light was low and soft, and bookcases lined the

  walls. A mild green plant reached to the window from a polished oak desk. Mr Fargoon wore a white linen suit and a blue tie, and he did not look up as Sunless walked to the chair in front of the

  desk. Behind Fargoon, Sunless saw a drawing of a fish on the wall. No sea, no angler, no sky. Just a fish. It didn’t even say what type.




  ‘Mr Sunless, please sit.’ Fargoon showed him the armchair and opened his file.




  Sunless said, ‘It’s actually Sunless. No Mister.’




  ‘Noted.’ Fargoon crossed something out and continued not to look at him.




  ‘We have an hour or thereabouts, Sunless, and much to discuss.’




  ‘I see.’




  ‘Why do you think you’re here?’ Fargoon said.




  ‘I don’t know, not this time anyway.’




  ‘Then just talk about yourself.’




  Sunless pointed with his eyes: ‘Why is there no sea around the fish?’




  ‘What?’ Fargoon turned to it and lifted an eyebrow. ‘No, no, let’s begin. We have only so much time, you understand.’




  ‘I understand.’




  Fargoon looked at his patient’s chin. ‘Your condition, Sunless.’




  Sunless talked for maybe an hour or a bit more. Fargoon said nothing but wrote a lot, turning pages silently. After Sunless finished, Fargoon still said nothing. Then he tore a scrap of paper

  off the end of the page and wrote something. He handed it to his patient.




  ‘That’s what’s wrong with you,’ he said.




  Sunless read two words.




  ‘That’s my diagnosis,’ Fargoon said. ‘And now I will read to you a summary of what those two words mean.’




  He reached behind him and took a book from the shelves, then coughed.




  ‘Paranoia, auditory hallucinations, extreme agitation, heightened awareness, an extreme coldness to others, with the added category of delusion of persecution.’




  He wrote a prescription. ‘Try this. It’s very new, very promising. They’ll fill it down the hall.’




  Sunless got up to leave Fargoon’s office.




  But before he left, Sunless did say something to him. He said, ‘I have my own definition.’




  ‘Really,’ Fargoon said, writing in his notebook.




  ‘I do.’




  ‘Well, let’s hear it.’ Fargoon closed his book, put his fingers under his chin, and looked at his patient’s chest.










  SUNLESS 2




  Sunless, now that’s a name. Sunless liked to leave it at that. He didn’t have a second name because one sufficed, and anyway he believed what was wrong with

  him didn’t have a name, or had many, which amounted to the same thing. One name could do for just about anything, Sunless thought.




  That visit to Fargoon was not his first.




  No, Sunless had been to Fargoon’s office a month or so before that, though on that occasion Fargoon was delayed and Sunless had to wait in the main hallway where other people waited

  outside other doctors’ offices. He sat on a chair, one of a line of chairs.




  The television on the white wall opposite him broadcast the RX-24 health channel, owned by Pharmalak, the same outfit that owned the hospital Fargoon worked at. It was hard for Sunless not to

  watch and listen because he sat on his own and everyone was too far away to hear them talking. The screen changed to a shot of a man with a furrowed brow sitting beside a window beyond which

  children played on a swing. A woman’s voice sounded over the picture of the man:




  

    

      ‘Are you tired all day? Experiencing mood swings?




      Find yourself irritable at children, noise, social situations? Do you frequently wish you could be alone? If you have experienced one or more of these symptoms over the past few weeks, you

      may be suffering from Aggravated Sensitivity Disorder, or ASD. Talk to your doctor. On your screen is a list of participating doctors. If you wish, you can test a product developed to alleviate

      these symptoms. Contact Pharmalak and you will receive a sample approximately four days before your first appointment.




      ‘And in the news: another storm has hit the Salt Lake Valley, causing damage to hundreds of homes. The police have advised homeowners to monitor the situation as the cleanup

      begins.




      ‘This news may cause anxiety, but do you find that you’re never content at holidays and special social events? Feeling left out of the party? Inevitably disappointed? Perhaps

      your expectations have not been met, or you feel isolated and burdened with anticipation? You may be suffering from Seasonal Anxiety Disorder, or SAD. A product has been developed that may

      alleviate the effects of this disorder. Talk to your doctor. On your screen is a list of participating doctors. If you wish—’


    


  




  ‘Mr Sunless?’




  ‘Yes,’ Sunless said to the wall.




  ‘Mr Fargoon will see you now.’ The screen door behind him slid shut.




  Sunless entered Fargoon’s office. Inside, Fargoon smiled him to a seat, where Sunless sat and described how he felt. Fargoon listened to his patient for about an hour, listed the effects

  Sunless described of the previous medication, and then wrote down what was wrong with him.




  Fargoon wrote three words.




  This time, Fargoon explained to Sunless that he had a chronic form of Borderline Depersonalization Disorder. He explained what it was, gave Sunless a prescription, ‘still in trials,’

  he said, but extremely effective, he said, ‘in over sixty percent of cases of the same symptoms where other medications had failed completely’.




  As he handed Sunless the script, Fargoon shook his head.




  ‘Finding out what’s wrong with a person,’ he said, ‘is like swinging a hammer in the dark. Sometimes I get it first time, bang, one prescription, and other

  times,’ he pursed his lips, ‘a few months, a few years.’ He rested his chin on his hand. ‘It can even take a lifetime. Are you ready for that, Sunless?’




  ‘Am I ready for a lifetime?’




  ‘To find out what’s wrong with you.’




  Sunless laughed. ‘As long as I get some life left over, once you do find out.’




  ‘Life left over?




  ‘To live for a while.’




  Fargoon rose and smiled over his patient’s shoulder. ‘That may be hoping for too much.’ He raised an arm to the door. ‘You may have to learn to live with it.’




  Sunless said, ‘I don’t have to learn – I’m doing that anyway.’




  Fargoon held his signalling position. He smiled. ‘I will see you soon, Sunless.’




  Down the hall, Sunless showed his prescription to the nurse. She handed him a bottle of yellow pills.




  ‘Good, Sunless,’ she said. ‘Here you are. That’s a month’s worth. You’re all ready to go.’




  ‘Ever notice,’ he said. She smiled. ‘What?’




  ‘That pill is ill with a “p”?’




  ‘Never thought of that. They do sound the same.’




  ‘I mean the spelling.’




  ‘That’s what I meant.’




  Putting the pills in his pocket, Sunless waited in the common room, located to the right of the reception hall, until the other patients joined him. They could see the tracks

  from the window, and a bell sounded when the train arrived to take him back to his house. At that point Sunless remembered that he had forgotten to ask Fargoon a question he had travelled the best

  part of an hour on the train to ask:




  ‘Where did you put my father and what did you do with him?’




  That was a fairly important question, he thought. And I forgot.




  Two posters flanked the door. The first showed a child with her head bowed as a kitten looked on, and underneath that Sunless read:




  ‘Is your child constantly sad? It could be depression or even bipolar disease, a serious medical condition. Talk to your doctor about Elevax.’




  The second showed an old man standing in a doorway and scratching his head as if he couldn’t find something.




  ‘Have you talked to your doctor lately? It might be time to discuss Nemocot.’




  If Sunless were an honest man he would admit that the session before was also not the first time he had visited Fargoon. He had seen the doctor for many months. His life was a

  large file in Fargoon’s office, and Fargoon had a lot of files. So many patients, no wonder Fargoon never looked directly at him. What was the point? Another voice bleating out his

  troubles.




  But once, and once only, Sunless managed to make Fargoon look up at him. Got him to stop writing and look. It was the day he told Fargoon about the October flies.




  They had talked as usual, meaning Sunless had talked as usual. After he detailed for the doctor how he had reacted to the previous medication, Sunless spoke the next sentence deliberately,

  leaving plenty of space between the words so that Fargoon would catch up and match his writing to each word:




  ‘I don’t let flies live in my house after September.’




  Fargoon simply continued to write, since he never said anything while Sunless spoke.




  Sunless said, ‘Again, no flies after September. You won’t find any. “And why not,” I hear you say.’ He waited for a response. Ten, fifteen seconds. Fargoon’s

  pen ran out of words and waited for Sunless to say something. Outside the window, Sunless observed the mountain, green under a blue sky.




  He spoke first.




  ‘Once I was working on my computer and I heard a fly behind me looking at my screen. I swiped at it and nearly came off the chair. I continued working until it flicked across in front of

  me. I grabbed the mouse and tried to clobber it, but the thing managed always to stay beyond my reach while it recorded the contents of the screen. I didn’t realize what was going on till it

  was too late. The fly probably recorded every room in my house, every letter, copied and filed in those bytes of eyes. Flies and files. Same letters. Easily mixed up, those words.




  ‘I chased it around the room and then around the house. It escaped through a window I had foolishly left open because of the heat. I ran out the front door and saw it swirling around the

  garbage bags. That was my final proof. And what did it see in my garbage? I know you want to know, Mr Fargoon.’




  Fargoon seemed to be writing, though his pen moved in small circles, not flowing from left to right: maybe he wasn’t writing at all. Sunless waited for an answer. Fargoon stopped –

  or stopped pretending to write – and waited too.




  Sunless broke first again.




  ‘Well it saw everything. Everything! That’s why flies can’t leave people’s garbage alone. Flies always find garbage. All that information: eating habits. What

  you’ve read. How often you clean your house. What you watch when you think you are not being watched. News item – you are always being watched. And it got away. Whatever information

  that fly got from my computer is now out there. Being reviewed, analysed.




  ‘I took precautions after that. I bought five bottles of fly spray and some tape and sealed the doorjambs and sprayed the air and the walls, emptying one bottle, keeping the air wet with

  it. When the flies dropped, I scooped up the dead ones from the windowsill in case any were faking it. Flies are professionals. They get their name from what they do, which is fly. And where do

  they fly away to? I don’t know. Where do they sleep? I don’t know. But I know what they fly with. They have cameras on their backs, transmitters; it all goes to a room somewhere. Not

  all flies have transmitters – for instance, April flies, May flies, June, July, August flies – yes, I’ll concede that those are probably just real flies. September is a transition

  month, and most likely a few real insects are mixed in, holdouts from the summer. But once September ends and I see one of them past its season, I know what I’m dealing with.




  ‘September flies are bad enough, not knowing their true nature, I mean, but if I see an October fly, I know I’ve been upgraded by the powers-that-be. Those are government flies. No

  reason for them to be alive otherwise.




  ‘I saw an October fly recently. I sat back behind my desk and turned the monitor toward it. I waved at the fly. I had typed two words.




  ‘I KNOW.




  ‘I chased it for fifteen or twenty minutes. I got to every door and crack before it did. Kept it airborne to run the fuel cell down. I crushed it against the window, squashed its eyes with

  the edge of a saucer, placed it in an envelope, and mailed it back to the government. I wrote, “Here’s some of your used equipment. Do I get a finder’s fee?” They never

  replied.’




  Fargoon lifted his face and stared at Sunless.




  Sunless said, ‘Did you get that?’




  ‘I did,’ Fargoon said.




  ‘And the last bit, about not getting an answer from the government?’




  ‘I have it.’




  That was the only time Fargoon ever looked at Sunless in all the time they had talked. He seemed a bit dejected, Fargoon, as he handed Sunless a prescription and told him to take it down the

  hall. Not the usual breezy professional. That was also the only time Fargoon didn’t tell Sunless what was wrong with him. Changed Fargoon’s routine, Sunless had. That was good for him,

  to have his routine broken. Yes, Sunless thought, I did him a favour by altering his way of thinking. The man will get better in the end, even if I don’t.










  SUNLESS 3




  It was Monday, December 21.




  Sunless woke as the sun found a crack in the blanket draped over his bedroom window. He fixed the blanket to shut out the light completely and dressed slowly to make sure nothing had been hidden

  in his clothes while he slept, and before leaving the bedroom raised a mirror at the door and turned it as he scanned the living room in case anyone lay in wait. Then he scanned the kitchen. People

  gathered to eat and talk in kitchens, so naturally the government sends in flies to listen.




  When it appeared safe to do so, he allowed himself to make coffee and drink it in the closet but wedged the door open to the living room so that he could watch the morning news on television

  without them seeing him.




  ‘And now for local Salt Lake City news.’




  He never turned the television off because noise concealed his movements and disguised his comings and goings. These were ordinary precautions, and following them gave him a sense of reasonable

  cheer. When he finished the coffee, he emerged from the closet and placed his sunglasses on his nose and then around each ear. Snow in the forecast, the man pointing his wand at clouds.




  Ten o’clock. Time to go see Fargoon, to get the train to Pharmalak Research Hospital. Time to sit in Fargoon’s office and talk for an hour, and after that hour, it would then be time

  to look Fargoon in the eye and say, ‘Where is my father?’ Or something like that.




  But now it was time for the usual precautions. Sunless did not want to follow a routine that could be recognized by those trained to spot such things: heaven knows how many winged creatures

  patrolled the street.




  He showered in the bathroom, as it had been a few days now since he had washed himself. The procedure was simple enough: he always washed himself after he washed himself. In other words, he

  covered his body with soap, then washed the soap off, dried himself thoroughly, and then showered in plain water, after which he dried himself with a different towel (laundered in dye-free powder)

  and emerged a smell-free Sunless, an anonymous Sunless.




  He had travelled to the facility for six months in the same small blue and white train, a sixteen-seater with huge windows and a driver behind a tinted partition. The train brought him from the

  station near his house on the shores of the Great Salt Lake to the hospital, hidden way up the mountains, in Park City. He had developed a method of getting on the train without calling attention

  to himself because he knew what neighbours do, and that is, watch neighbours. Sunless therefore continually developed ideas and blueprints for keeping out of sight. On the refrigerator, under a

  fish magnet, he had pinned a note to himself: ‘See note.’ The actual note was in the drawer with the knives and forks. ‘I built a man once as an experiment. He has no eyes or

  mouth or mind right now, but he’s standing in my closet. But he won’t be in the closet for long. I’ll take him out shortly because I want to use him as a double when I leave the

  house so that people will think I’m at home. I’ll stand him by the window and tie him to strings that go up and down off a battery and play loud music so they’ll think he’s

  dancing and someone’s here. The whole neighbourhood will think I’m still here. That’s what I need to do before I leave the house: leave a dancing man behind.’




  He opened the door to a crack and watched for a few minutes. Observing little activity, Sunless slipped out the back way, padlocked the door, and moved along the alley to the street behind his

  house, where the tracks were. The thing about the train was that it made no sound as it glided along the magnet strips on the tracks. But he preferred not to wait in the open – too many

  eyeballs taking in his business. Consequently, he used his pocket mirror at the top of the alley to watch for the train without exposing himself to public view before dashing out at the last

  moment. He wondered if the driver got tired of slamming on the brakes when he ran in front of the train, but Sunless would not change a boarding strategy that was clearly working. He thought,

  That’s when you go down, when you think outside your precautions.




  Every month Sunless sat with other people on the ride to and from the hospital. After he first joined the train as a regular himself, Sunless counted them down one by one as they failed to

  arrive for the trip. A passenger disappeared every month, and even with another empty seat staring at the rest of them, no one on the train ever spoke about it. When just one remained, a young

  woman, she and Sunless briefly exchanged glances, which Sunless instantly regretted. Never saw her again. Obviously went the way of the others. And no one notices. No one says a thing.




  So on the last trip Sunless wore vigilance like skin. Nothing happened, but this might be the trip where Sunless joined the ranks of the disappeared; maybe a UFO ship was standing by in the

  middle of the Great Salt Lake Desert, out in the old Wendover air force base a hundred miles west at the Nevada border, near the Bonneville Flats. One landed there ten years ago; at least

  that’s what the rumours said. Okay, so probably twenty years ago, at least they saw lights in the area – that’s what people said. Perhaps all these monthly interviews and

  medicines were meant to prepare them for the final stage. They were the chosen ones. Prepare to blast off. You are representing Planet Earth. There’s always a final stage, Sunless thought,

  and someone vanished those people somewhere, because they didn’t come back. They disappeared, that’s what they did. People have a habit of disappearing if you don’t keep an eye on

  them.




  But that would not happen to him.




  He was too careful about routines and had studied the art of remaining anonymous in various books, mostly mail-order publications, and concluded that remaining anonymous involved both being seen

  and not being seen. So on one day of the week he went to a bar downtown called The Ancient Mariner, where he laughed and talked with the patrons – wearing a wig over his hair and a pillow

  under his shirt, of course – but an ordinary man nonetheless with dance halls in his eyes and beer on his smile, visible enough that if he went missing, people might ask questions like,

  ‘What became of so-and-so?’




  And on all the other days, he lived an inch from the shadows.




  Sunless saw the train in his mirror and ran out, waving his arms. The train stopped and he got on. As he expected, the driver gave him a hostile glance and had, in fact, stopped greeting him

  after the first couple of trips because Sunless never answered. Sunless distrusted people who seemed very interested in names, and he wasn’t getting drawn into any circle. No cosy sharing.

  Yes, he needed to watch the driver, but not enough that it looked like anything more than ordinary natural suspicion. He selected a seat at the back and sank low and scanned the street out the

  window, then tapped the armrest. The screen flashed bright in front of him, the RX-24 health channel, showing a man looking intently at a computer monitor.




  

    

      ‘Have you ever stared for what seems like hours into empty space? Do you experience reality as a series of randomly connected points, or lose your sense of self while

      pursuing those points of connection? Have your friends commented that you appear absent-minded? If you have experienced one or more of these symptoms consistently for more than three weeks, you

      may be suffering from a condition called Combined Internet Symptoms, or CIS. A product has been developed that may alleviate the effects of this disorder. Talk to your doctor. On your screen is

      a list of participating doctors. If you wish, you can test a product developed to alleviate these symptoms. Contact Pharmalak and we will arrange for you to receive a sample approximately four

      days before your first appointment.




      ‘While the wait may cause you anxiety, do you sense other vacuums in your life? Do you find yourself attempting to connect your social and professional experiences in order to feel

      whole? Have your friends or family commented that you continually link random objects or experiences in conversations? If so, you may be suffering from Web-Reflex Disorder, or WRD. This

      condition is closely related to CIS, but can induce hallucinations in addition to the previous symptoms. A product has been developed that may alleviate the effects of this disorder. Talk to

      your doctor. On your screen is a list of participating doctors. If you wish, you can test a product developed to alleviate these symptoms. Contact Pharmalak and you will receive a sample

      approximately four days before your first appointment.’


    


  




  Sunless looked around as the train moved through the city streets and climbed into the foothills of the Wasatch mountain range. With the city receding behind him, he felt

  better. Once they cleared the slope, it was thirty minutes east to the Kimball Junction checkpoint station at the entrance to the valley, and then another few minutes to Park City and the hospital,

  where on the second floor of the research facility, Mr Fargoon doubtless sat at his desk with his files, in which, Sunless knew, evidence lay of a man who had recently gone missing, a man he knew

  to be his father. Today Fargoon wasn’t going to fob him off with a prescription. Sunless was going to ask some hard questions, find his dad, bring him home.




  I came, I saw, I retrieved.




  Just as he allowed himself to relax with that thought, the driver hit the brakes and stopped at the last station before the mountains. Sunless thrust out his arms to buffer himself from the seat

  in front.




  The door of the train slid open and three teenage girls and a man walked in. The girls sat five rows ahead of Sunless. The man looked up and down the rows before coming to the back seat and

  sitting to his left. Sunless shook his head. There’s always one. You sit in a big, empty restaurant and the one will walk down the aisles and sit beside you.




  The train eased up into the canyon. Sunless glanced behind him to see the city in the valley and beyond it that giant blue in the west, the remnants of prehistoric Lake Bonneville that once

  covered most of Utah in shallow water. At least that’s what they said. Maybe there was never a lake and the government created one, a giant mirror to signal outer space. We have citizens

  ready for you to take.




  Nevertheless, he enjoyed how clean the city looked from here. The man who sat beside him, of course, could not take the silence:




  ‘So what’s happening around the nation today?’ he said.




  His question lingered in the limbo it deserved. Sunless watched the girls, who clenched themselves into a tight circle of whispers, then folded his arms and stared ahead. Never encourage the

  one if he sits beside you. Ignore him. The man answered his own question.




  ‘Another flu, I hear. Something in New Orleans this week. They say hundreds may be sick.’




  Sunless sighed and looked away, out the window. The train had begun to climb the mountain. Cars wound on the road that ran beside the track: some had ski racks on top and children making faces

  out the window, though Sunless couldn’t figure out at whom.




  ‘But that’s not what I heard,’ the man continued. ‘I heard that the water reached the city from that storm flood, maybe a foot. I tell you, the world is changing. We are

  engaged in change.’




  The train reached the top of the canyon and accelerated. Now they were in the mountains proper. Sunless had turned his head to the window at right angles, as far as the anatomy of his neck

  allowed. But some people were immune to hints.




  ‘Yes, indeed, what I heard,’ the man said, ‘is that a flu strain crept along the Gulf and hit last week. The world is, indeed, changing.’




  Sunless had heard it all before. The end of the world? Yes, heard of that one. Take your pick of disasters. An asteroid hurtling toward earth, nuclear weapons taking us back to the Stone Age,

  the break-up of the last great iceberg belt. The terrorists are coming. That’s what they want you to think. How about nothing is happening. Just the government. Them. Keep the

  terrorists alive and kicking on every news programme, that’s the way you get to do your government searches. What’s happening? The government is happening. It starts with Sir,

  what’s that in your pocket? It ends with Sir, what’s that in your mind?




  He realized he must have accidentally turned off the video screen when the train stopped at the last station and now touched it:




  

    

      ‘And in New Orleans, a variant of the Gulf flu has sickened hundreds. Antibodies are currently being administered. A limited quarantine is in effect in two city

      hospitals until further notice.




      ‘The news of a quarantine may cause you to ask yourself if you have ever felt completely shut off from everyone. Unable to empathize with those around you? Feeling as though you

      were lost in a fog? Body parts that seem too large or not to belong to you? Or simply experiencing a sense of general but persistent disconnection? You may be suffering from Expanded

      Depersonalization Syndrome, or EDS. A product has been developed that may alleviate the effects of this disorder.


    


  




  A photograph of the Pharmalak facility flashed on to the screen, under which fifteen or twenty names scrolled, all smiling heads: Doctor this, Doctor that. Sunless kept one eye

  on the man beside him, who pulled a book and two pamphlets from his briefcase and then turned to Sunless, holding them up.




  ‘I wonder if you’d be interested in looking at these,’ the man said. ‘I happen to have some with me.’




  Sunless pretended to listen to the news, but as luck would have it, the screen went silent, simply showing a still photograph of Pharmalak Hospital above a toll-free 800 number. No sound even.

  Come on. Come on!




  The man said, ‘I am a member of the Church of the Resurrection and want to share my testimony with you.’




  Sunless waited for the next announcements to come from the programme, the next anything. But where were the commercials when you needed them? Just the photograph on the screen. He felt the

  man’s molecules stick to his sunglasses. Why did some people have to sit so close to others? Didn’t they mind?




  The man’s hand rummaged in his briefcase and produced another book. Sunless tried to shift an eye on to it while keeping his head straight. He saw writing in big gold letters on a navy

  blue cover:




  The Book of Angels.




  Finally, the screen reverted to regular medical programming, erasing the silence and letting him breathe freely again. The announcer’s voice sounded again over a different telephone

  number, this time for employment at Pharmalak. The screen scrolled down the list of openings as she outlined the qualifications: medical assistant, doctor’s aide, data entry specialist,

  medications specialist.




  

    

      ‘Since some may not qualify for employment at Pharmalak, you should be careful of any exaggerated response to disappointment you may exhibit. Have you ever experienced

      jealousy when others succeed? Oversensitive to comments made about your chosen career? Envious of your partner’s career progress or social contacts, even if you can’t admit it? You

      may be suffering from Acute Envy Dysfunction, or AED. A product has been developed that may alleviate the effects of this disorder.


    


  




  But Sunless was watching the book, which the man placed prominently on his briefcase, and on top of which he now arranged the two pamphlets. Sunless saw an angel depicted on the

  front of one. The man saw him looking and held it out to him.




  ‘Please take it if you wish. This pamphlet outlines the origin of the Resurrection church in 1860, when Thomas Jones had his first vision.’




  ‘He saw an angel?’ Sunless was surprised at how quickly he responded and that he responded at all.




  ‘No, not at that time. He received a vision of two figures, God the Father and Jesus Christ – here, it’s in here.’




  Sunless took the pamphlet and studied the picture of a young man on his knees in a grove of trees, and above him, two men floating, both about fifty, both identical: a trimmed beard and pale

  skin, cream robes, long hair.




  ‘They look like the same person,’ Sunless said.




  ‘They are one god, but each have separate bodies.’




  Under the picture Sunless read what one of the figures said: ‘This is My Son!’




  ‘More fathers and sons,’ Sunless said.




  ‘I’m sorry?’




  Sunless took the second pamphlet, Early Church Activity, and studied the cover picture of a man with wings pointing to a hill.




  ‘Is this an angel?’ Sunless said.




  ‘Yes, he is the angel who appeared to Thomas Jones in 1863, three years after Jones’s first vision, and showed him where the secret gold plates were buried in the hill of

  Jacob.’




  ‘An angel talked to Mr Jones?’




  ‘And told him where he had buried the gold plates.’




  ‘But why bury gold plates in a hill? What was up with the gold plates?’




  ‘On those plates were inscribed true accounts of the ancient people of America, to whom Jesus Christ appeared after his resurrection. They were written by an ancient American prophet who

  witnessed the appearance of Jesus Christ in America. And the angel who appeared to Thomas Jones was, in fact, the son of that prophet.’




  ‘The world tour,’ Sunless said.




  ‘What?’




  ‘So the prophet wrote the plates, and his son became an angel, and in 1863 he showed Jones where the plates were hidden.’




  ‘Yes, very impressive. You pick things up quickly.’




  ‘I believe in resurrection. Where did the angel talk to Mr Jones?’




  ‘In New York. And then he translated the plates into The Book of Angels,’ the man said, ‘which I happen to have with me, here.’




  ‘So if I get this right,’ Sunless said, ‘what we’ve heard about Jesus is not the whole story.’




  ‘Correct,’ the man said, inching the book closer.




  ‘And Jesus appeared in America, but it’s been hushed up.’




  ‘We believe we have the proper account of the life and appearances of Jesus,’ the man said.




  ‘That’s very interesting, the real story.’




  The man said, ‘Did you not know that Jesus Christ appeared to the ancient peoples of America?’




  ‘No, never heard that, though don’t get me wrong. Wouldn’t surprise me in the least. And all these particulars were written on the secret gold plates?’




  The man smiled, arranging the pamphlets as if he had ten of them instead of two.




  ‘They were shown to Thomas Jones.’




  ‘I believe it.’




  The man sighed. ‘What you hear about our organization may not be true. We have occasionally been the subject of rumour and innuendo.’




  ‘I know exactly what you mean,’ Sunless said.




  ‘If you like—’




  ‘Interesting,’ Sunless said. ‘I’m going to read all of these very carefully. Wait, what’s this – about humans living on other planets?’




  ‘Yes, we believe that people exist on many other planets, each with its own god.’




  Sunless nodded. ‘I knew they had some kind of mission going on.’




  ‘What?’ the man said.




  ‘I mean the government, not the church. I’m just putting this together in my head.’




  ‘Well, while you think this over, may I give you this inscribed version of The Book of Angels?’ The man lifted the large volume with both hands, as if holding a cake.
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