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● Mother. Linda. Based on Jennie Father.
● Mick. Based on marc Tudor.
● David Black. A devout catholic that Amon visits. Like Anna’s father.

Amon touched the woman on the shoulder as he walked past. She sat
slumped in a wheelchair,. He walked on, waiting for the scream of
disbelief as the miracle happened. He walked past the large column at the
top of the escalator, stopped and turned around. There were people
everywhere, but the girl had gone. Everyone was going about their
business, as if nothing had happened. He could feel his pulse racing,
almost hear it. Nothing. No miracle. Again. When would he be able to
bring forth the power he knew he possessed? The next day he suffered
another bout of paranoia, which always ocured after one of his failed
attempts to cure someone.

So Amon did not see the news report, of the young wheelchair bound girl
who had killed herself. the brief message she left made no sense to her
parents.

Yesterday I was suddenly struck by the realization that my suffering,
though to some people is unbearable, is incomparible to the suffering of so
many other people in the world.
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Whilst my brain damage has prevented me from being able to fully utilize
my bpod, there are countless millions who, simply because of where they
were born, will all be dead by the end of this century.

I cannot go on living knowing this.

There was a domino outcome from this young girl’s actions. Her parents
had each waited over one hundred years before they been given
permission to conceive a child. There relationship had been cordial rather
than passionate, a requirement of their licence to have a child. This was
quite common, given the length of time people now had to wait to be
allowed to have a child, and the duration of relationships, which had
stabilized to around twenty to thirty years. In their case the father had
been married, which was by then quite unusual, to

“ We waited over a hundred years to get a licence to have a child, and
we’ve been together for 10 years, but now she is gone there’s no
connection to bind us. I know, we did it so we could have a child, and I
don’t regret doing that. we had a good life together, we brought Emily
into the world, and we had a good life as a family. But our family is over
now, there is nothing to bind us. I know it’s hard to take but I’m just being
as honest as I can with you Liza.

“so what are you going to do peter? When are you going? Is there anyone
else?
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“I have to go now. it doesn’t feel right to stay with you.”

He laughed dryly.

“No there’s no one particularly. I haven’t had a relationship with anyone
else since we’ve been together. I really don’t know what I am going to do.
I think most likely I will turn my bpod off. I had a child, it was all I wanted.
Perhaps it was selfish of us to encourage Emily to live, even though she
suffered so much. I can’t measure how much she brought to my life. If I
thought I would marry again I might have some purpose but I don’t think
I’ll meet anyone like Jo again. thirty years of married bliss is all one should
expect in one lifetime I think. so without that what have I live for. What
else could I experience that would leave me thinking I was just toying with
the scraps ?

He looked with envy at Liza.

“Don’t think I’m being cruel to you Liza, you have so much going for you
I’m sure you’ll be hooked up with someone before you know it. You might
even find love like I did. You said you’d never loved anyone before Emily, it
seemed so sad at the time. I pitied you. But now at least you have the
future and hope.”

She didn’t try to stop him. she wouldn’t have known, and anyway she was
angry with him. he didn’t seem to care what she was going through, how
she felt. She could at least understand what he was saying, and know it
was the truth. She wished he had been more honest, or at least more
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open, with her throughout their relationship. Sometimes when the open
door is at hand, it is easier speak honestly to the people in the room you
are about to leave.

She wanted to cry, and scream, but she would wait until he had gone. she
didn’t want him to see her break down. She might respect his honesty, but
she no longer felt anything for him. he was like a stranger to her. she
wished her mother was still there, the only person she had ever felt safe
with, ever understood. Instead she just tidied around the unit, cleaning,
doing the first chore that came to mind. He seemed to take an age to pack
his things, enough to go away for a few days, to stay with friends. The
emptiness in her grew. He should have gone by now. it filled her up now,
she felt empty. He was still there, talking about nothing now, as if it was
just another day, Emily at some friends, or studying.

She screamed at him, spit flecking onto his face. Her face became
contorted with rage, she could hardly breathe. Her face grew red, hot to
touch. He became the source of the pain.

“Get out ! Get out. Now. Go !” By now she was punching him on the chest
and face. He didn’t try to stop her. he hardly felt the blows, his pain no
less than hers, it blotted out any other pain.

He noticed her hair, an unnatural curled red, looked especially artificial.
What was real anyway ? she could change it any day she wanted, just
some minor programming. Why was he thinking of this at such a time. it
seemed so trivial, comforting, an interlude from the torment.



6 | P a g e

She stared into his eyes, suddenly a stranger. She went limp in his arms.
When he tried to comfort her she pushed him away and left the room. but
an instant later she was back.

Her face was set; a half smile; eyes blank, reflecting the light from the
overhead lamps. She looked at him as if she was about to say something
then turned and left. He never saw her again. She only saw him once again,
an immobile body, laid out in a mortuary. She had been told to visit the
police station and answer some questions, to determine whether she was
a suspect to his murder. He had jumped from a high building. Why hadn’t
he just turned his bpod off? They seemed satisfied with her answers, she
never heard from them again. but she had wanted to see his body one last
time.

she had nearly rung him that day. It seemed strange not to talk to him;
they had been friends nearly all their lives, with common friends and
experiences. Without him it felt as if a limb were missing.

The feeling lasted for years, long after she met Steven. He helped children
with mental disfunctions, they had met when she had been working at a
hospital that looked after children abandoned by their parents when they
found out their children were not perfect. She was not so petty now, the
things that had bothered her before were so trivial now. She couldn’t even
imagine how her life had been so consumed by her own obsession with
perfection. Emily had taught her that. Emily was damaged, but in her own
way more perfect than she could ever be. So what was the point of
clinging to the petty unintended hurts that she blew up into reasons to
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snub someone. The obsession with cleanliness, perfect order, whilst chaos
barked incessantly at the door.
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CHAPTER EIGHT A

Amon’s earliest recollection was waking up in a new room, different to the
room he had gone to sleep in the night before. he must have been three
or four years old. An adult came to get him. he screamed, he thought they
were come to steal him. he wanted his mother. Even at that age he knew
that his mother was often so stoned she didn’t recognize him. he didn’t
care now, he just wanted her familiar face. His father, he thought,
wouldn’t care. Amon screamed and screamed. The man just laughed and
called out his mother’s name. He heard her voice first. It was always so
calm, it soothed him now as it always did. he looked out from the covers
and saw her, big blue eyes, curly blond hair in a mess as always. Still pretty
though, it didn’t matter what she did or didn’t do to her appearance, her
beauty still shone through.

He didn’t know at the time it was because her parents had been very
wealthy, and she had an expensive bpod. It was lucky it had a lifetime
guarantee. She had no money to maintain it now, her parents had
disowned her out years ago when she had gone off with his father.

It was just another cult my parents had decided was the answer to all their
questions. They never stopped to look within themselves, where so many
of our answers lie. I, for some reason, knew this. I thank them nearly every
day for all the pain they suffered, so that I could learn from their follies. It
meant that sometimes, too rarely unfortunately, I don’t have to take every
blind alley before I do the right thing.
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My whole childhood was a chaotic ramble across the moors of spiritual
enlightenment. They didn’t have to travel far; Fonica was the capital of the
world for that Last Great Religion …. until the next guru turned up from
under a rock, and led them all away entranced by the smallest grain of
insight he might have grasped from his own effort. Or more likely
overheard at a gathering he went to. Funny there aren’t too many female
gurus. Maybe women are more tied to the Earth than men. It’s not that
they can’t lie, women, I think, are generally better liars than men. They
can take a secret to the grave, whereas a guy would let it out to someone,
over a shag, or a few too many drinks. You wouldn’t need a truth drug
anyway.

It might have been better if my parents had needed to travel. It was all to
easy. As soon as a few questions confronted them, really challenged the
way they were living, , and they couldn’t get rid of the nagging questions
with whatever drugs they had to hand at the time, they were off to the
latest fashionable guru. To spend a few years hanging out, getting wasted,
fucking a lot, talking a lot (certainly enough to blunt any incisive thought),
occasionally helping someone, somehow. Not a pointless life, on reflection,
but with so much more potential.

They weren’t even dead yet, as far I know, but I haven’t spoken to them
for thirty years. I wouldn’t know how to find them, even if I wanted to. I
know that’s not unusual, I mean, the seeing your parents bit, after all they
aren’t much more than a baby making machine these days.

More and more children are being brought up as I was, which was pretty
way out in those days when the family unit still existed. For me there was
just always some adult hanging around that took care of me, and I would
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see my parents now and again. Probably every day, but it didn’t seem like
it was for long.

My mum was good when I started to be interested in girls. Dad was
useless, in teachning me I mean. He should have been a fucking professor,
the amount of women he had fucked. They seemed to be drawn to him
like bees to honey. Are bees really drawn to honey? Or do they just make
it for someone else? I’ll never know, they’re extinct now and I can’t be
arsed to go to a museum to find out.

As a kid I guess I should have been molested more than I was, though
anyone that wanted to could get a shag anytime they wanted . That was
probably the only consistent thing about all the different cults they joined.
It didn’t seem to affect me too much anyway. anyone that got off fucking
kids was kicked out, pretty quick. with a good beating. One guy got killed I
think, there was a big police swoop I remember; we left that cult in a hurry.
The cult seemed to disintegrate after the murder, pent up grievances were
hauled out, every disagreement that had ever ocured relived. And it all
happened over a couple of crazy helter skelter days. Everyone seemed to
be screaming at each other, the adults at least. I was a teenager then,
thinking I should participate, but feeling like I would much prefer to be a
kid and could stay well out of it. That was unusual, that much anger, and
negative emotion. I guess that’s why I remember it so vividly. Usually
everyone was so fucking stoned man, nothing seemed to happen at all.

We didn’t even go to regular school, which wasn’t too cool for me,
because I’m not so smart I could afford to sit around on my arse doing
nothing. Nothing was going to come my way, I would have to go out and
look for it. I knew that much. So after I had spent ten years being taught
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by the craziest teachers you can imagine. Half the time, no most of the
time, they were off their faces and we could do what we wanted. There
was a girl in the class who wanted to learn too. we tried for a while to get
the teacher to actually teach us. But eventually we realized that anyone so
wasted they would fall asleep in the classroom was never going to provide
us with the life chaging experience we both sought. Angela and I took to
skipping class and going to study together, in the nearest public school to
where the cult was based.

This was dangerous; any police or school inspectors that found we were in
a cult would have hauled us off to prison, bpods switched off, recycled.
Hard to believe I know but they were worried about overpopulation then,
and there was no-one who cared about us, or who was sober for long
enough to help us if we ever got into trouble. But we were mostly lucky,
all the teachers we got knew our situation and said nothing, or didn’t want
to know. And they taught us, and we learnt, and we were good students.
Good enough for me to get into the priesthood, and Angela was headed
for an engineering career.

But our last teacher wasn’t so understanding. He wanted Angela, and
Angela wanted him, but he was under investigation, even before she met
him, she didn’t know. He had a history of chasing pretty schoolgirls. So
when the heat got too close he let someone know and as we walked
through the school gates two men grabbed us. I managed to get free, in
those days I was fit, into wrestling, it wasn’t hard. I ran like hell, and then
after a while I stopped. What was the point? There were surveillance
cameras everywhere, if they wanted to catch me it wasn’t hard. So I began
walking, still towards home, a run down medium rise occupied almost
completely by the Walking Arising Cult, I rmember the name because
everyone had to walk everywhere, waiting expectantly for the revelation
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that would fast track everyone to the promised land. So we never had
vehicles, it was almost impossible to live without a vehicle. Food, clothing,
bedding, furniture, we had to either make or grow it, or carry it by hand.
Imagine that !

I got home, of course Angela wasn’t there. And eventually, a day, a week, I
forget, someone asked me where she was. I told my parents everything –
going to school, getting caught. The leaders gave a big speech, Angela’s
parents left, and everyone got wasted. It was like she never existed. But
she did, in my heart, I loved her. We lost our virginities, nearly, with each
other. We were both sixteen when Angela disappeared. Of course I never
heard of her again, and if I stop for a moment to think about it I feel guilty
that I ddint do more to save her. like any real man would do. I didn’t love
her enough to give up my own life. If I think carefully I actually made that
decision, in the split second before I made my escape. And she gave me a
look that she knew I had made that choice. Maybe I made that bit up, it
happened so quick, but that’s what I remember.

So that’s how I ended up in a seminary. My parents never told me, until I
told them I was going to become a catholic priest, that in every generation
of my father’s family, when there was a boy, at least one of them had
gone into the church. Don’t get me wrong it wasn’t something they were
prouf of. The conversation went something like this

“mum, dad, I have some news for you”. It was in the evening, a quiet time,
usually set aside for meditation, following a large meal, and some drugs. “I
decided a while ago to become a catholic priest, and I just got accepted
into the seminary today.”
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I knew they wouldn’t be too happy, they ridiculed the mainstream
religions, especially the Catholic church – “a front for murderers and
thieves”. I guess it must have seemed like a deliberate act to humiliate
them in front of the rest of the cult. Last Dawn’s philosophy was that our
lives would end that very day and so we should live life to the full. It also
(call me cynical) conveniently meant that any material wealth was of no
use to the followers so they were required to donate it all to, yes you’ve
guessed it, the cult itself. To be used for unspecified purposes, which were
none of our business, and should be of no interest anyway since we were
going to be dead awfully soon. When someone, of no great wealth as it
happened, refused to hand over their life savings, their life did end on that
very day. An accident of course. But also a prosaic reminder to anyone
that wished to question the cult’s rules.

“What the fuck are you doing joining the Catholic Church. Just because my
father’s brother, and his father’s and so on into history, did the same thing
does that mean you have to follow their stupid example ?

“You never told me that dad. why didn’t you or your brother.

“Why do you think? it is totally irelevent to life these days. They wont
even acknowledge that people should be able to live for ever. according to
them it is against god’s will. More like it undermines the whole power
basis of their religion. How can you tell someone to endure life, eternal life,
so that one day, when they die, they will enter into heaven. No-one is
going to want to wait that long. And why would you want to bother
anyway ? according to the church’s “divine” philosophy we are not far off
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being God’s ourselves. As long as we could stop being so humanly fucking
horrible to each other, and listen a little more to our soul’s voice. So
where’s the incentive to give all your money to the Catholic church, live a
life of guilt instilled by demagogic priests, and be a slave to dogma evolved
by evil men ? And not forgetting a religion without an ounce of
compassion, so much so that kindness becomes a sin.

Why did I choose the Catholic faith? I admired it’s stand against the values,
or lack of values, of the times in which I grew up. Sand too fine to grasp,
slipping through our fingers as we watch, seemingly incapable of stopping
its gradual disappearance. Until we are left with no values, like so many of
the cults I had been brought up with, or the wishy washy values espoused
by the protestant faiths. More like politicians, being led by popular opinion,
rather than leading in spiritual guidance and direction. At least the
Catholic Church makes a stand , though they find it considerably more
difficult to be judged by their edicts. At the time I knew little enough of
their dogma to be impressed by nothing more or less than their certitude.
In a time of change, and so much uncertainty, it was a valuable comodity.

“Amon, you don’t have to become a priest to be a Catholic. You don’t
know enough to make such a commitment.

My mother could always spot the weak link in my arguments. So I never
argued with her. but even that sometimes didn’t work. I don’t know how
she could so consistently pin me to the mast of my flimsy adolescent
beliefs. But then again, we should never be called to justify our beliefs or
else they become something else. and most adults underestimate the
insight of youth, or so I believe.
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“I know you feel strongly about this Amon, I had a dream about this some
time ago. I wasn’t sure what it all meant I understand now. it doesn’t
matter what I feel about your decision. It’s enough for me that it’s what
you want to do. Life is about experiments and experience. You will make
so many mistakes, but in between you will learn wisdom, almost without
you realizing. Will you do a reading with me ? I want you to know what
your future holds.
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CHAPTER 08 B

I was about to leave. My parents had, in their terms, read me the riot act.
And it had pretty much bounced off. Then One of the Leaders came into
the room. we were at home, and it was unusual for a Leader to enter our
home. They usually called us to one of the gathering rooms in the
penthouse. Just remember the place was run down big time, so don’t
imagine crystal chandeliers. A great view, across the industrial zone and
out to the ocean. But the rooms were just square walls. Anyways, the guy
walks in, Nigel. A really smart guy, I loved to talk to him. he had traveled
the world and looked with an intelligent eye at what he saw. But hard, on
himself, and everyone around him. and so negative man, I couldn’t be
around him when he got stuck into someone. It was like watching a tiger
rip up a zebra, verbally speaking. I never heard him laugh, or cry. He spent
most of his time trying to, and usually succeeding in, running someone
down to dirt, nothing was ever good enough. Critical of anything anyone
did. Tall, very handsome in a masculine sort of way, deep voice. I don’t
know why he hated to see people happy. And he couldn’t stand children,
even to hear their voices made his eyes go crazy and his body would
stiffen.

So you get the picture, I wasn’t in for a happy chat. And it crossed my
mind, just before he started screaming at me, how the fuck did he know I
was going to become a priest. I’d not told anyone, until just now. I found
out later the whole place was bugged. It wasn’t bad enough we couldn’t
walk down any street without someone watching us. I guess they had
video too. So they must have seen my first furtive sexual explorations,
alone, and later with Angela. I could laugh at that now, but it also made
me mad. I was glad when I heard the building got blown up by a rival cult,
except there were a lot of people in it at the time.
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“So you think you know better than all the Leaders Amon? Di you learn
nothing of humily? Do you still listen more to your ego’s whining voice
than the honey’d words of the Guru? I blame it on the influence of the
teachers you and Angela were so taken with. I knew it was a mistake to let
you both go. But other Leaders wanted to try an experiment, to see how
our teachings compared to our own. It was a mistake from the start, and I
told them so. Now we are reaping what we sowed? I don’t see any point in
arguing with you Amon, you have clearly made up your mind.

How did he know that, he hadn’t even let me get a word in yet. And I
wasn’t going to get the chance.

“I have decided, with the full support of the Leadership, that you must
leave the building within twenty four hours. You will have no further
contact with any cult members, except your parents.

I had heard what happened to people that disobeyed the Leadership. Even
if a tenth of what I’d heard was true I didn’t want to cross these guys.

“Whatever you want Nigel. I’m sorry you feel this way. I hoped you would
understand this was hardly my decision. I feel compelled, my soul cries out
that I should take this path. I couldn’t tell you why.

“Don’t try to justify yourself Amon. It’s not your soul. Your soul would tell
you, as it tells all of us, that the Guru is wisdom, and compassion. And that
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is all your soul seeks. You are weak, and vain. Don’t ever try to justify
abandoning the Guru. There can be no excuse for leaving the path.

Those words still echoed around the bare room after he had left. Almost
as if God had spoken. It was scary, but only made me more determined to
leave. I knew at least that his words were not wise or full of compassion.
So it was bullshit about what the cult stood for.

My mother looked shocked and even started to cry. My father just sat
there as if he had been watching a movie. I felt then that something had
broken between us. He was in a different direction to me, and could not
understand me. I felt abandoned, as I was, as we all are, time over time.
my childhood was over. I also felt he didn’t respect me. And that I had
failed him, or perhaps worse for him, he had failed me. whilst he was a
confident man he found it hard to deal with his own failure. At the time I
wasn’t thinking about him though. I was caught up in the pain of my
realizations.

“What do you fucking expect me to do. I look at you two and see two
people who have achieved nothing. It’s too much effort for you to do any
real growth. When it gets tough you just get high and forget about it. So
you never break out of your cosy little world that you think is so cool, and
brave. People who live in the mainstream are braver than you, at least
they face up to their struggles to find a purpose in their lives, however
fucking misguided it is.

it wasn’t fair on my mother. She had been sympathetic and made an effort
to understand what I was doing. But I still saw them as one unit, that said
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the same thing, had the same values and dreams. Which was bullshit of
course but I was too imperceptive to see it any other way.

my father just got up and left. He couldn’t even be bothered to respond.
Which was the cruelest thing he could have done.

So I had to humour her; me, I didn’t believe in her cards, crystals, or any of
the other bullshit. how could I, when I’d seen the debris of her life. If it
was so infallible how come she fucked up so much man. So we sat down.
And she told me stuff I didn’t want to hear, but she wanted to tell me.

“Before you were born Amon I went to the dark side. I know that sounds
melodramatic but I never could think of any other way to describe it. I met
a man, a cruel man with many secrets. And he was ashamed of me. what a
stupid thing to say, he wasn’t ashamed of me, he didn’t care about me at
all. he was ashamed to be connected to me, to be even seen with me. for
two years he was the only man I slept with. your father and I had not met
then. I loved Jayle, and I was at a time in my life where I wasn’t afraid to
throw myself into our relationship without any reservation. I was prepared
to risk everything, though then I didn’t know what that meant. He would
ring me, “come over now. wear a coat, and nothing underneath”. He
would always tell me what I should wear, what I should look like. Later he
told me who I was. “you are a spirit from another planet. You have come
to serve me”. I didn’t know where it was leading me, but then I thought
wherever it is leading it doesn’t matter because we were going together.
so it didn’t matter if he led me to hell, which is what he did, many times. I
think he was the Devil sometimes. Nothing else made sense. He would
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degrade me physically, and I let him, again and again. he treated me like
shit, worse than a prostitute. I miht have felt better if I had been paid. I
thought he loved me. and I thought we were somewhere no-one else had
been. Ultimate abandon, absolute trust.

I explored the limits of my sanity. To do that I had to go insane, by
anyone’s definition. I thought I was God’s concubine, or the Devil’s. to be
that I too had to be the Devil, and God myself. An Astral Queen with the
wisdom of all ages. My reward was to be power over God, and the Devil.
For, once they were mesmerized by me, they would do anything I asked of
them. I wanted the power to make good. But I also loved the power of evil.
I know it all sounds crazy and oyu must be wondering why I’m telling you
this. you have that blank expression you have when you’ve tuned out.
Amon please listen to me, this is important.

In the end of course he left me; I never found out why or where he went.
One day he just stopped contacting me and when I went to his home he
was gone, someone else lived there. I don’t feel I made a mistake to take
the journey I just deswcribed to you , I just trusted the wrong person. So
take the journey, but make sure you trust the right people. What your
father said rings of truth but make your own decision.” She paused a
moment, gathering herself, “ Now, lets play cards !”
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CHAPTER EIGHT C

She had talked with eyes looking to the far distance, tears sometimes
came to her eyes as she remembered something long forgotten. But when
she talked of her cards, it seemed a load was lifted and she brightened.

We were sat in her bedroom, on a large brightly coloured rug. She threw
all the cards on the floor and told me to pick three. I never remember
what the other two cards were, but when I saw the last card I was very
frightened, but didn’t know why. The card showed perhaps twenty sheep
on a steep hillside, but when I looked closer it was clear that one of the
sheep was really a lion, with a sheepskin to disguise it. I didn’t feel the lion
was trying to attack the sheep, it was just trying to blend in, to appear like
a sheep – dumb, a follower, complaisant, weak. But wasn’t the lion really
strong, a leader, intelligent, the opposite of a sheep.

I only thought then of the negative traits in the sheep and the positives
for the lion. But isn’t a sheep a herd animal, someone who accepts others
to their flock, and an avid communicator ? Whilst the lion is impatient,
cruel, selfish.

I was all those things a lion was, good and bad. but I wished to be seen as
a sheep, inconsequential, ignored. But a lion cannot be ignored. And so a
lion must fight, every day, to the death. so this was my future, if I chose to
remove my sheep’s clothing. Or I could continue my simple life, based on a
falsehood. If I was to pursue truth then I had to live, however briefly, as a
lion. At the time I didn’t have the experience to know all of this, but I think
subconsciously I knew what this card meant.
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The catholic church, like all religions, was facing a huge challenge at the
time I chose to train as a priest. Until then the Church, if we were inclined
to believe it, offered the tantilising reward of eternal life in a blissful place.

But times were changing. Suddenly it was a business that has, for as long
as anyone could remember, a worldwide monololy on a product without
which our lives would be unbearable. Clothes, food, something as
essential as that. And then suddenly someone comes along and says, hey
here’s all the food and clothing you want and you don’t have to pay a cent.
Whenever you want some just take it.

Suddenly the monopoly business has no product, and consequently no
leverage, no power to dictate what we must do to earn the food or
clothing we need. Would the business, with all it’s people who once
enjoyed immense, unassailable power, sit by without putting up a fight,
even to the death. Only if they felt life was meaningless without such
power, and they could see no other way that they could ever wield such
power again. what would they do?

The Catholic church fought with every weapon at it’s disposal. And I was a
foot soldier on that bloody battlefield. And at the end there were no
prisoners.
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CHAPTER EIGHT D

Father Amon talks about the bpod debate through the church

There was a knock on the door. I wasn’t expecting anyone. At my age I
couldn’t afford to be reckless, so I looked at the monitor. I didn’t recognize
the man standing at the door. He looked harmless enough, medium height,
black hair, thickset, a calm expression on his face. This put me at ease, but
I ignored him. it could be an act – a good con man is going to be someone
easy to like, or even love if his scam involves deceiving lonely women. But
he wouldn’t leave.

‘Father Dowd sent me. Mr Black, let me in. I wont take up much of your
time.”

I took a closer look and saw he had a collar on, it was a priest. I felt guilty
for not letting him in, but who would let a stranger in these days. Even if it
were a child bleeding to death on your doorstep. It was too dangerous. I’d
heard of children as young as seven or eight years old stealing, and killing.
It wouldn’t have been so bad if I had had one of those bpods, I would be
as strong, stronger, as any of them. I was alone now, no one to care for me.
my daughter long gone, who knows where, and my wife dead. Five years
now. so adamant that she would never get a bpod. She wouldn’t even talk
about it. I hated her for doing that. not living, putting me through so much
pain at her loss. So unnecessary. But it was against God’s will, the Church
had told us. No discussion.
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So of course I let him in. ‘Would you like a drink young man.” I assumed he
didn’t have a bpod, being a priest, and he looked much the same age as
my daughter would be now. she’d got a bpod as soon as she could. And
when Mother told her to leave I supported her of course. It was God’s will.
Maria didn’t seem to mind, which made her leaving more painful.

As I was making him a drink in the kitchen he started talking to me, from
the other room. “I’m sure you’ve heard that there has been some
argument in the church about the bpods Mr Black. Some priests are saying
that people with terminal illnesses should be allowed bpods. I wonder
what you think about that Mr Black.

I was only half listening to him until then. I thought he was just making a
general visit. Not to discuss something so specific. And so personal.

“I think it is wrong that anyone should have a bpod. If it is God’s will that
someone die then so be it. However painful it is to us. Which of course is
just selfishness. It is our duty to God that we follow the teachings of the
Church, and then by his grace we will be delivered to heaven. It’s not
really complicated is it young man? Excuse me I didn’t catch your name.

“my name is Amon Mr Black.

“you can call me David. What do these priests have to say about it ?
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“Well they believe that God would not have given us the knowledge to
make a bpod if he didn’t want us to use it, for whatever purpose we
wanted. Of course where does that argument lead us except to people
killing each other?” Amon was sat in a comfortable chair by the window,
which overlooked a small patch of green way down below.

David Black nodded his head in agreement, “the Pope doesn’t spend his
time just sitting round having tea now does he. He and his advisers, all
very intelligent men, think deeply about the problems we face in our daily
lives and interprets his Word for our benefit. You cannot leave that kind of
thing up to the individual can you?

“Well we seem to be agreed in theory. But what would you do if you had
the opportunity to have a bpod David? Think of all the things you could do,
with a young healthy body again.”

“Why would I want to live any longer than a normal lifespan Father Amon ?
my wife is dead, and I no longer see my daughter. A few months ago it
seemed a friend was dying every day. There aren’t many of us left now. of
course if we had bpods we would have a wonderful time gallivanting
around, but without someone you love to share it with what is the point?
If Mother were still alive, and Maria was still around I might be tempted,
but I wouldn’t change my mind. The Church has guided me all my life, and
I’m not going to turn away at the last bend, with the finishing line just up
ahead. There wouldn’t be much point now would there ?
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it was the same conversation everywhere. The old people stuck with the
Church, whilst the younger people, my generation, thought it was bullshit.
if you could live for ever, then go for it! you’d be stupid not to. I was still
proud to be a catholic priest, and still blinded by its god inspired certainty.
But I couldn’t help thinking that the likes of Mr Black would have been
more content with a bpod, much more so than they were now. he told
me why his daughter had nothing to do with him. And still have his wife. If
I followed the logic, I was a firm believer, but as soon as I thought of Mr
Black, and his fucking awful future, I became uncertain. Of course I tried
not to think about Mr Black. But then I met Father Dowd, and my life
changed.

Brendan Dowd was one of those men who look soft – fat, smooth pink
skin, like a well fed pig. He was over six feet tall, well dressed, with
manicured fingernails and an expensive haircut. Not someone to be taken
too seriously. Religion was obviously a career not a vocation. It was a
mistake many people made.

For a big man he had a soft voice, unless he was angry, when it would
become harsh, and take on a cold edge. For underneath the pleasant
demeanour was a cruel, self indulgent man.

I got to know Brendan when I worked in a run down neighbourhood; one
of my first assignments after I finished my training. I was very idealistic
then and didn’t notice anything. Over the next five years I occasionally
heard gossip about him but he was being promoted so I didn’t take any
notice of the gossip. When I worked for him again he had changed a lot.
Much more sophisticated, more authoritative. He had traveled the world,
even been to the vatican. it was a warm saturday afternoon and he was
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having lunch in the bishop’s suite when I arrived after a typical day of
serving to the needy. Still passionate about my vocation; I didn’t begrudge
the bishop and his party feasting. It never even crossed my mind that their
job was to help people, to lead a simple life dedicated to others. That they
should never be sat at a table laden with more food than they would need
to live on for a month. But that would come later, along with my own
demons arising.

I heard brendan’s voice down the corridor, much louder now and when I
walked in he remembered me. I was flattered, the rest of them took no
notice of me, most because they really didn’t know who the hell I was. The
others, including the bishop, because I was unworthy of recognition.

“Father Amon, we meet again. let me finish my lunch and I will be with
you. Around three, in my rooms?

I spent the interval in prayer, but I couldn’t concentrate, I was too excited
about my meeting Father Dowd again. I waited outside his room for half
an hour; he was flushed and breathing heavily when he stepped out of the
lift.

The church owned the whole building; I’d heard they owned the whole
neighbourhood. This I couldn’t believe, it was so run down, one of the
poorest areas in this part of the city. And everyone I visited was always
complaining how much the rent was. The church was on the ground floor,
there were some floors where the administrators worked, and a few
where the priests’ dormitories were located. Above that the quality and
size of the rooms improved dramatically. With space at such a premium
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rooms were never more than a few metres square. On the upper floors
the personal rooms were always at least five or six metres, the communal
areas three times that. and the decoration was opulent. Brendan’s rooms
were no different.

“Amon… are yes… thanks for coming to see me. I really don’t have much
time now, I need to prepare for a meeting I’m afraid, could you come back
later?

“actually there was something I wanted to get your adice on Father Dowd.
Could you spare a minute?

He looked a little irritated but he opened the door and ushered me in. the
rooms were bright, and the view spectacular. I was very nervous, not
really sure where to start. So he had to encourage me to start, I
appreciated his comforting arm around my shoulders. It helped me to get
started, and we sat down together on a sofa by the bedroom. It was so
soft I nearly disappeared into it. I couldn’t move, or stand up I had sunk so
far back into it.

“Father Dowd, I know you used to help a lot of the younger parishioners
when we worked together. So I’m sure you’ve come across this problem
before. I have met a girl, about the same age as me. we met through the
church of course and I was helping her with her bible study. I got this
letter from her yesterday.
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I pulled a much crumpled single sheet of paper from my frock and handed
it to Brendan. He smiled at me and patted my leg.

Dearest Amon

I should not feel what I do, but I cannot deny what I feel. I write to you only
because I think you have similar feelings for me. and of course you would
not act on those feelings. So I know I have to act, for both of us. I love you,
and want you to be the one. I realize nothing can come of this, but at least
it will be you that has taken my virginitiy, and I can treasure that
knowledge. No one need find out. I know I am strong enough, can you to
be my love ?

Love Z

“why do you need me to tell you what to do Amon? Surely you’re not
thinking about doing what this young girl wants?

“no, but I want to. And I don’t know what to do to stop myself wanting to.
I can’t think of anything else. my prayers have no feeling. My visits to
people a month ago I cared deeply for are just mechanical now. my faith is
not shaken, I know I would have to face this temptation and it would be
hard at first but I didn’t realize it would affect my work so much.”

Brendan didn’t speak for a moment, just rested his hand on my leg. It felt
so heavy. I looked at his hand. The fat pink fingers, each with a life of their
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own it seemed. “Amon you are a good priest, you will do the right thing.
My adice to you is to meet this young girl quietly, alone, preferably after
dark where no-one will see you, and talk it through. Explain to her that
however much you love her, as you do, you could never give up everything
you had worked so hard for. She will understand, a young woman like her,
with her own dreams and ambitions.

I swallowed hard, I just couldn’t imagine myself having the strength to
face down such a temptation. And being alone with her would be even
worse. At least up until now I had made sure I was always in a group with
her. but Father Brendan must know what he was talking about, he had
dealt with some many children’s problems in the past. I wanted his
respect. “Yes of course I can do that, I’ll see her as soon as possible.”

But I kept putting it off. I would see her and we would talk, sometimes
even touch each other on the hand. When she asked me about her leter I
said I had got it but was still thinking about what she had said. She was
impatient, but she tried not to show it. Meanwhile Father Dowd was busy
managing the administrative section, which involved financial control of
the whole diocese. He was also involved in handling complaints from
parishioners about the priest’s work, and behaviour. This usually meant
fending off old ladies who thought priests shouldn’t behave like human
beings. So if they had seen us dancing at a church event, or even talking to
someone of the opposite sex Father Dowd would hear about it.

Brendan would occasionally warn me if someone had noticed me talking
to Z. and he kept encouraging me to see her and sort it out. I became ill
thinking about it, afraid I would fail. To be honest I wasn’t sure what I felt,
but my head was so full of the dire warnings of man’s weakness of the
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flesh, garnered from the fire and brimstone teachings in which the Devil is
always at hand to guide us to the path of evil. Out of the blue I had a
premonition that the sacramental wine was poisoned to make me
succumb to these temptations. Now if I had known what Father Dowd was
up to all this time I might not have been so hard on myself.

Meanwhile the real work was becoming interesting. A number of the
traditional religions – Judaism, Protestantism, Muslims, and of course the
Catholic church – had decided to band together against the sin of the
bpod.

The Muslim clerics had authorized a holy war against anyone that had a
bpod transplant. They held a similar view to the Catholic Church on this, as
with many other issues, coming from different paths of logic but ending
with the same conclusion.

This pronouncement had of course been made many years ago, and by
now most people had come to accept their terrorist activities as just
another part of life. Governments had put in place measures to restrict the
Muslim terrorist activities, and so minimized their successes.

The Rabbis were more subtle, but their goal the same. If people could live
forever they had lost their greatest weapon. If they tried, as the Muslims
and Catholics had done, to ban the bpod , then their followers no longer
followed. They used propaganda, about the unknown dangers of the bpod,
but this had only worked for a few decades. By now, a century or so later,
only the direst pessimist was convinced by this argument. So they had
switched tack, and advised everyone that eighty years was the lifespan
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that god had ordained for us. Surprisingly many people took to this
argument. One might have thought that, given the opportunity to live for
an indefinite period, with a healthy attractive body, most people would
have wished to live for at least a few hundred years. It seemed that the
reality was less attractive that one would have supposed. The average age
of death declined over the first hundred years after the bpod became
universally available. And since then it had stabilized at around eighty
years old. The rabbis have always been practical men.

Meanwhile the protestant hieraechry was behind the eight ball. And then
only changed its position after it thought it had worked out what people
wanted. The problem was that people didn’t really know what they
wanted and were looking to their Church for guidance. It was a Catch 22 of
the highest order, and, like many of the other religions, they were losing
membership fast.

No other issue had been able to bring these religions together, but no
other evetn had, without favour, dessimated the numbers of their most
faithful. The Lord works in mysterious ways.

Somehow, as he always managed to in such events, Father Dowd was on
the group that represented the Catholic Church. I was fortunate enough to
sit in on the concluding session, as Father Dowd’s assistant.

All the sessions were being held in a lakeside hotel and the large
conference room was on the ground floor overlooking the lake, which at
that time was frozen over apart from a small corner where all the birds
were fighting to get a drink. The noise in the morning was always
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deafening but by the time the conference started they had all been
watered and flown off. The trees were mostly bare and snow lay over the
small parkland area, which morphed into a downtown suburb. In this quiet
atmosphere, amongst some of the world’s most senior religious men, and
a small group of women, the language was of hate, anger, and most of all,
fear. But something had to be done. In parts of the world people were
being murdered as they left bpod transplant clinics, the doctors
performing the procedure were also targeted, and buildings bombed.
Politicians careers were broken if they did not support the religious right
wing. In more fundamentalist countries the state was involved in mass
executions, and young men targeted the homes of anyone brave or vain
enough to get the bpod transplant. Fortunately there were no class based
attacks, the bpod was virtually free.

A tall Muslim cleric, with fiery eyes and a ragged beard, stood while the
rest of his group sat at his feet like acolytes or Sunday school children. His
rhetoric, apparently had changed little throughout the conference. “we
are not interested in compromise, religion is not politics, it is about
absolutes. And however painful it may be, we must follow God’s will. It
remains clear to us that nothing less than a holy war against all those who
defile themselves by destroying the body god gave them, will surely perish.
We would wish it otherwise but God has guided us to this conclusion, and
we must act upon his call.”

The contrast with the Protestant leader starkly different. She was of
medium height and build, with short grey hair cut in an androgynous style.
She had a stooped posture, and a bland expression on her face. “We take
a different view. To us it is wrong to take a human’s life, in whatever form.
We, as yet have not formed a conclusive opinion as to how we should
approach this challenging issue but after consultation with all our
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ministers at the upcoming Synod, we will present, with God’s help, our
advice. Which of course is open to discussion.”

I stifled a giggle with some difficulty as Father Dowd stood up to state the
Catholic Church’s strategy. “ladies and gentlemen. We in the Catholic
Church have a very definite view about this issue, based on the clear
teachings passed down to us. We also do not accept that the taking of a
human life is acceptable, but equally we reject any suggestion that to
discard the body made in his image, and divinely chosen for us, is
acceptable practice by a devout catholic. Each person has been given a
unique gift, their body different to every other body created before or in
the future. To discard it is a Sin. It is no different to suicide. We reject
this …. This ….blasphemy because god did not intend us to live forever, as
if his equal. This is the gravest Sin, for which Hell is too kind a place. There
are bigots and heathens who we hear every day proclaiming that we can
now, if we follow our soul’s guidance, consider ourselves as nothing less
than gods. So help me God, to even say these words is inviting divine
punishment.

But whilst we must provide clear guidance to our flock we must also
recognize that an increasing number of once devout catholics have
succumbed to the temptation of eternal life. Until this time our policy has
been to excommunicate any person that replaces their god given body
with this wicked box of wires and metal. This strategy has met with some
success but not enough to halt the tide. So we have looked at other
options and listened with interest to what our brother leaders have said
here at this conference. Whilst not conclusive, we believe that it may be
possible to allow some of our followers to receive the bpod, but only
under the strictest conditions. For instance, young children that are
terminally ill, pregnant mothers, those badly injured in an accident. But
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the bpod must be programmed to switch off at an unspecified, random
time but no more than one hundred years.”

There was spontaneous applause from some of the protestant group,
which was quickly stifled when the entire Muslim delegation got up and
walked out. The session was halted whilst efforts were made to bring
them back in but they refused and shorly after, when the Jewish leader
was speaking, could be seen leaving the hotel in a cavalcade of vehicles.

Rabbi Jacobsen was regarded as a moderate, but a brave, passionate man
who would follow his beliefs whatever the consequences. “We in the
Jewish community take note of the absence of the Hindu and Buddhist
leaders from this conference. Is is because they are afraid to be seen with
us? We know that is not the case, for Buddhist leders have for centuries
tried to get us to all together, to find common ground, and to generate
communication between us, as if we were brothers and sisters, not
enemies fighting over a prize. No, it is because these two ancient faiths
accept that our lifespan, whilst not being limitless, may be far longer than
we accept as the norm. And in so accepting, the possibility of man
possessing the means to achieve a lifespan of a thousand, or ten thousand
years is not anathema to them. in fact they welcome the oportuntiy for
mankind to have more time to achieve enlightenment. And I am sure we
will all agree that we all need that!

In the face of this dilemma, for we too abhor the destruction of the human
body, we have concluded that all jews may acquire the bpod, if it has first
beeen blessed, and the recipient has received religious instruction on the
benefits and dangers of this gift. We are particularly concerned that by
having the ability to live for a much longer period our people will, as many
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have already done, believe they are now somehow godlike. Godliness is
not limited by the time we spend on this earth. It is a measure of what we
feel and how we act. So we see this as an opportunity to approach
godliness, but is not, unfortunately a passport to the A list!

I should also mention that I had discussion with the Dalai Lama and he
helped us greatly in reachining this conclusion. We are deeply indebted to
his wisdom and feel we bask in the warmth of his compassion. Let us see
this as an positive opportunity, not cling to a destructive past. But also let
us appreciate the enormity of this challenge, second only to the birth and
death of Jesus Christ. Realising that whilst we are focused on the religious
implications of this technology, it’s introduction impacts on every facet of
our lives. And will shift the foundations of our societies.

The room was silent for a long time, and then everyone got to their feet
and started clapping. The sight of all the catholic bishops and priests
applauding unashamedly remains the only time of which I am proud to
have been a Catholic. For that brief moment they set aside the dogma
which they felt constrined them and listened to the voice of truth. How
they would persuade their masters was for another day.

On the personal front I had reached a point at which I had to do
something. It was becoming embarrassing to see Z, and she seemed to be
getting angry with my prevarication. With Father Dowd’s strong
encouragement I arranged to meet with Z in a park near her home, just
before supper. It would be nearly dark and most people inside so we
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should not be caught together. Then I tried to put my mind to prayer and
my other duties until our meeting that evening.
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CHAPTER EIGHT E

I saw him coming towards me. I had wanted to get there first so I could
watch him before he saw me. I had chosen a secluded part of the park,
where people would be only if coming to that area. It was second nature
to ignore the security cameras, but with such personal business I was
more conscious of their presence, though of course I couldn’t see them.
He looked a bit furtive, which annoyed me. he kept looking around, as if
he expected to see the pope jump out from behind the bushes. He had a
big coat on which didn’t do much to disguise him, just made him look
dodgy. I’m surprised the police hdnt pulled him up the way he looked.
When I got up to greet him he nearly jumped out of his skin and gave a
little scream. I would have laughed but he was starting to be a bit pathetic.
Then he took my hand and I forgot about everything.

“Darling Z, I know you love me, and I think I love you…” I kissed his full lips.
I don’t know what made me do it, I couldn’t help myself. I swear I never
planned to do that. at first he tried to pull away and then he began
fondling me, roughly, unsure of himself. his lips began kissing my neck, a
tongue in my ear sent shivers down my whole body. I could hear his
breath like a hurricane. His hands tried to get inside my clothes, I didn’t try
to stop him, but he started fumbling. I tried to loosen my clothes for him,
pulled my shirt out frommy trousers. And then abruptly he pulled away.

“Z I can’t do this, it is against my religion, I can’t give up everything I
believe in for one moment of passion.
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“What do you mean you can’t do it. Why the fuck did you come here for
then?”

“I came to get my letters back. I trust you with my life but they might fall
into the wrong hands and who knows what might happen. It’s just not
worth the risk.

“what isn’t worth the risk? I have got boys lining up to have me and you’re
telling me you don’t want me? why have you led me on all this time then?

He took my hand again, my anger subsided a little. But I was so mad, so
embarrassed. I hoped to god no-one ever got to hear about this. I would
be a laughing stock at school. All I wanted was to lose my virginity, and I
couldn’t even do that !

“Z don’t be angry. If I wasn’t a priest I would probably, I mean I would
definitely want to make love with you. But this has nothing to do with you
or me. it is about god, and my commitment to him.

“fuck your commitment to him, what about what we agreed? You just
played me all this time and never intended to do it. You just enjoyed
knowing I wanted you, you bastard. I’ll make you pay for that.

“Don’t talk like thar Z, I love you. Come here, please. Lets talk.
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I took his hand again, and he pulled me gently towards him. I felt tears on
my cheek as he wrapped his arms around me; I kissed his eyes, his deep
brown eyes; I ran my hand through his dark curly hair. I felt his body
shaking as he sobbed, for a moment I forgot my passion and I could
imagine the conflict going on within him. I just wanted him, but whilst he
wanted me he also had his faith to consider. Perhaps I was being unfair. I
stroked his hair, he rested his head on my shoulder. The tears stopped and
the racking sobs. Slowly he began to kiss me again and then we were
tearing at each others clothes. I looked around and there wasn’t a soul in
sight but I didn’t want to get caught. So as he pulled at my clothes I got up
and went towards the bushes behind the seat. There was a gap and he
pulled me through and we were now in the middle of thick bushes. He laid
his heavy coat on the ground and began taking off his clothes. We were
soon naked and he lay on top of me, he was more muscular than I had
imagined. It felt wonderful to have him over me, wanting me, loving me.
he had some difficulty getting inside me so I helped him, he quivered
when I took his penis in my hand nd guided him inside me. it was difficult,
he wasn’t hard, but I was able to get it inside.

Suddenly he jumped up, his dick covered in blood, dripping over my
clothes, and shouting “who’s there” and dived into the bushes. I saw a
man, in black clothes, his hands on his flies, falling back as Amon fell on
him, still stark naked. He raised a fist and was about to punch him when
he stopped. ‘Why have you stopped, he was perving at us. Kill him!”

Amon got up and roughly pulled the man to his feet. He was much bigger
than Amon but he just looked frightened. Amon still hadn’t said anything, I
didn’t understand what was going on. finally Amon managed to speak
“What are you doing here Father Dowd. What are you doing here?” So this
was the priest Amon was always going on about. And it was fucking
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obvious what he was doing, the bastard. I heard Amon still talking to the
man as I grabbed my clothes and ran. Amon didn’t even look at me.

Two weeks later I was waiting outside the office of the Bishop. My father
had seen me running up the road, and I hadn’t had a chance to cover up
my white bloodstained shirt. He thought I had been shot or stabbed or
something. He was really worried and was about to take me to the
hospital. I don’t know what I was thinking, though I do remember I was
still made with Amon for abandoning me. I told dad he had come on to me
and instigated everything, that he had roughed me up. I was too
embarrassed to tell him about the other priest. I showed Amon’s letters,
except the one’s that incriminated me. he was ready to pull his head off
but mum persuaded him to see the bishop and let them handle it. Which
he did. but they insisted in hearing it from me.

The office door opened and a man came out. I thought it was the bishop
but it wasn’t, just his secretary I think. he told us we could come in. I had
tried to look my most virginal, all in white, conservative. I was in it too
deep to pull out, I just had to follow through with what I had told, and
stick to the story. I had my head down as I walked in, I wasn’t sure if Amon
would be there, and how I would react. i looke dup but not really focused
on anything. There were two men, one sat behind a large desk, the other,
much larger sat at his side. The smaller one spoke first “Good morning my
dear, please sit down. I am Bishop Henay. I know this must be an awful
ordeal, but we must have all the facts to be able to deal with this matter
correctly”. I didn’t like his voice, no sincerity.



42 | P a g e

I brought him into focus, intending to give a cutting response but
something made me look at the man next to the bishop. It was him! the
pervert who had been spying on us. I tried to speak but i couldn’t get the
words out. I choked up, my body started to shake. My father looked at me
in alarm. “Darling is this too much for you? We can do this another time if
you like”. At first I could only point at the man, but then I found my voice
“That bastard was watching us when we were doing it. What is he doing
here?”

The Bishop leant forward “my dear this is Father Dowd, he is our special
counselor. He is very experienced in handling cases of this kind and I asked
him to sit in on the meeting to assist us in making sure we got all the facts
correctly and followed the correct procedure. There must be a mistake.
I’m afraid we all look alike don’t we, particularly in poor light, as I
understand it was when you met Father Amon.” He gave what passed for
a smile, a pursing of his thin lips. He was treating me like a stupid kid.

I screamed “That man was in the bushes watching me and Amon having
sex. Ask him! Ask him you idiot! Don’t try to shut me up. Ask him!

Dowd didn’t react at all, for a moment I wondered if I had made a mistake.
“Yes Bishop I was there. Amon had told me all about this young lady. I had
encouraged him all along to meet with her and to end the relationship. He
took my advice and mentioned when and where they intended to me. I
had become so involved, I had counseled Amon extensively on this matter.
I just wanted to make sure he was able to draw upon God’s strength and
do His will. Unfortunately I was delayed by a meeting and when I arrived
they were already having intercourse. I turned to go, I was too late, what



43 | P a g e

could I do to help him now. But I must have made a noise as I turned to go
and Amon heard me leaving.

“That’s bullshit. you were facing Amon when he caught you, and you had
your hand on your dick, I saw you pulling up your flies. You had been
watching us all the time you pervert!

He was so calm, whilst I was crying and screaming. I was on thin ice as well,
with my tale of lies, but I couldn’t let him get away with it. “Ask Amon,
he’ll back up what I’ve said”.

Dowd just smiled, and then the Bishop spoke, honey with a razor’s edge
“Father Amon has been taken off all duties and is seeing a private
counselor. We are not sure how long it has been going on but he has acute
paranoia, apparently brought on by drugs he took in his youth. We were of
course unaware of this, and he showed no signs of mental breakdown. But
recent events have obviously triggered a relapse and he is under constant
surveillance at the moment. Father Dowd is helping him, at Amon’s
request I might add. So I think we can infer that Amon would disagree
with your version of events.”

“Young lady, whilst of course we do not have the personal experience, we
understand you are going through a difficult period in your personal
development. That said we have to protect the untarnished image of the
church, not for our own benefit, but for the millions of devout catholics
around the world. They trust and rely on us for their moral guidance. If
there is the slightest blemish they may waiver in their faith. Doubt is a
terrible thing, and we must do all we can to prevent that, I hope you
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unserstand. My secretary will show you out.” the flunky appeared at the
door and looked at us unciously.

I was about to get up but my father didn’t move. “Bishop Henay, I trust my
daughter, and I believe everything she has said. If you wont act on this
matter, in a way that I am satisfied with, then I must take action through
other channels.” I felt terrible, but I couldn’t tell them what really
happened. Even if I made my dad look an indulgent old fool. What good
would it do? I got up pulling at dad’s arm “ Come on dad, there’s no point
talking to these wankers any more. They don’t care about the truth. They
are just covering their arses.

At last I saw the bishop’s demeanour crack, but before he could speak
Dowd put his hand on the Henay’s arm. I wouldn’t forget what he said
“Bishop, I saw enough to get the impression that Father Amon did not
encourage this escapade, I fear that this young lady is unable to control
her sexual urges. We must just pray that she has learnt a lesson her. that
women have much power, but if misused it can be very distructive. Having
said that we will also defend vigourously the Church’s reputation.”

My dad, a slight man, pulled away from me with so much strength I
couldn’t hold him back. I didn’t hear what he said, caught in a roar as he
flew at Dowd. He managed to get in a few punches and misdirected kicks
before Dowd fended him off and the other priests were able to subdue
father. i felt a resurgence of inner strength. This was more than my silly
teenage lies and games. Before me was a sick man, and it was obvious to
me now that this was not the first time he had done something like this
before. but I couldn’t let dad make more of a fool of himself, however well
intentioned. I began to cry “Come on dad, I dodnt want to stay here any
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more. Please take me home. We can sort this out later”. He saw my tears
and instantly lost interest in Dowd. “Sorry darling I wasn’t thinking of you.
I’ll see you in court if I have to Dowd. You wont get away with this you
sanctimonious bastard.”

I was proud of my father, and ashamed of my own behaviour. So on the
way home I told dad what really happened.

“Dad it was really me that came on to Amon. I met him to sleep with him;
he came to see me to break it off. And nothing had really happened
anyway. it was more in my imagination up til then. He said the Church was
more important to him. so I got mad and wanted to pay him back. I didn’t
realize it would end up with him having a breakdown.

“I thought it might have happened that way. I just hope you learnt from
this; we all do stupid things believe me. that we wish to god we had never
done. There are still things I cringe about. Yours was no worse, it just
happened to have a worse outcome than most. You know, you should go
to see Amon. he sounds in a bad way. were you bullshitting about Father
Dowd too?”

at that I started to cry, I was afraid he wouldn’t believe me. “that was all
true dad, I promise. I don’t know why amon didn’t say anything.”

“Amon must be a very confused boy at the moment. And I’m sure Father
Dowd told a very convincing story. You said Amon idolized Dowd, so I’m
sure he didn’t want to see things as they really happened. Or he might just
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have not seen it, you said he dived on Dowd, who might have had time to
put his dick away before Amon saw it. I don’t think you can rely on Amon
to get the truth out. But don’t worry we’ll sort that bastard out, if I have to
break his legs.”

“Dad I don’t want to take this any further. I’m sorry. I will get crucified if
we go to the police. And if it ever went to court a lawyer would have a
field day. Remember Father Dowd knows that Amon was trying to break
off our affair; I bet he’s even got the letters I sent to Amon.”

“No way Z, you can’t let this guy get away with this. I think he’s done it
before too, he was so in control. Imagine what he might do to someone
else ?”

I started to cry again. I felt pathetic. I had just sent Amon crazy, and was
too scared to do anything to help him. though I wasn’t sure if there was
anything I could do. And I knew that I couldn’t stand up to Father Dowd, I
would end up crazy too. dad put his arm around my shoulder and then he
pulled me too him. I could feel the warmth of his body, and the musty
smell of his jacket. I felt safe. I didn’t feel like the sophisticated adult that I
had thought I was two weeks ago, I felt more like an overgrown child,
awkward. I didn’t fit snugly into him anymore, I was too tall, and bony.
After a bit he let me go. “Don’t worry, I wont do anything if you don’t want
me to.”

Five years later it was all over the news. Dowd had been abusing children
for years, right from when he started in the ministry. He had been caught
out in the early days but the parents covered it up. Devout catholics they
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didn’t want to bring disrepute on the church. I’m sure dowd did a good job
of convincing them. Somehow Bishop Henay was involved, and a senior
policeman. So even though some children complained it never got past
the three of them. he wasn’t even charged over the abuse of children, he
had been embezzling money, in his position of financial controller. They
didn’t really know how much he had got away with, it was rumoured to be
millions. And he killed himself before any charges could be laid. The
church obviously didn’t mind him fucking up kids (there were a few
suicides on the way), but taking their money was clearly a hanging offence.
The biggest joke of all was that Dowd had got himself a bpod. That had a
big impact on a lot of waivering Catholics.

It didn’t make me feel any better that I hadn’t done anything. But I
realized that even if I had said anything, it would have got nowhere, and I
would just have been another of his victims.

“…. I wandered Earth for twenty years, trying to find some meaning to my
life. I was a spiritual tourist for many years. I abandoned the mainstream
religions, indulged myself in an exploration of the metaphysical world, and
finally found peace in the discovery of god within myself. Namaste.

My Buddhist teachers had shown me that I was not a single entity but the
amalgamation of a soon abandoned body, my own nature (my being), and
what they call my Buddha nature, which I deem my Soul.
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Since that revelation I have come to recognize the seperateness of the
unruly being that most would claim to be themselves, unable to stretch
beyond the predicatbale tantrums, weaknesses and cruelties we so
deplore in ourselves. I do not abandon this entity, for in so doing I deny a
part of myself. Yet, at my best, I can observe, from some small distance,
the thoughts and feelings of my being. And better still I can ignore what to
many must seem a hurricane raging all around them. for in these rare
moments, that I now seek to enlarge, I am guided by my soul. My first
feelings and thoughts are those of my soul, closely followed by the spoilt
child of my being!.

And yet, if we remember to listen carefully, we may all be guided not by
our being, but by the god within us, our Soul.”

As people realized that I had finished speaking, the theatre exploded in a
cacophony of noise – stamping feet, whislting, screaming. It was terrifying;
I thought I was about to be killed. And momentarily wondered specifically
what I had said which could generate such emotion, such energy.

There must have been ten thousand people in the room. I couldn’t believe
that my life had changed so much sicne Minkun had asked me out of the
blue to come into his government as his spiritual adviser. But I saw people
needed help with dealing with the death of someone they loved, now
something they rarely faced. They needed help to handle the brevity,
impermanence of relationships, without damaing themselves, or inflicting
hurt on their partner. It seemed a worthy challenge; I was excited about
what I could bring to this arena.
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Once I might have been grateful to Minkun for this opportunity, but I think
he needed me more than I needed him. this realization gave me the
freedom I needed to do what I felt, unconstrained by what others might
want or expect of me. but it still amazed me that a brief encounter in India
twenty years previously had led me to be working as the government’s
spiritual advisor.
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CHAPTER EIGHT F

I had worked with Dawn throughout the six months leading up her
cousin’s death. Audrey had developed a brain disorder which eventually
resulted in it’s complete degeneration. Doctors were able to slow the
process but had not developed a cure. It was an unusual disease because
there were few symptoms until very shortly before death.

“Dawn, are you ready to let her be recycled now? there are so many
things I want to talk about, but they need to wait until you can let go.

“I don’t think I could ever let her go. I keep thinking that how I will never
see her again, talk to her, feel what she is feeling. you know I could tell
what she was thinking, we communicated without talking. I knew what
she wanted as soon as she thought it. She was the same, even better at
knowing what I was thinking. Knowing her was such a big part of my life.
It’s a void I don’t think I will ever fill. She was my best friend, why her. its
unfair. I don’t deserve to suffer like this. and she left me behind.

She was dealing with it very well, considering she had never experienced
death before, as had none of her family. Few people ever did now and
when they did they were totally unprepared for it. “don’t expect to Dawn.
She was a very special person.”

“But I wasn’t with her when she died. She thought I didn’t love her. I can’t
bear to think of her being alone when she died. Just because I was afraid I
wouldn’t be able to cope with seeing her so ill. I was even afraid I might
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catch it too, that she would infect me. and when she started shouting at
me, saying how selfish I was, how I didn’t think of anyone but myself, I
only proved she was right. Why can’t we be how we really want to be?”

“She knew she was alone, and she didn’t hate you for that. we’re all alone
when we die, no matter how many people are physically there, around us,
at the moment. She understood how strong the life force was in you,
because she could feel her’s ebbing. She loved that in you, because it
made her appreciate the life she’d had, how lucky she’d been. She was so
proud of you, so grateful for your friendship. They were good thing sfor
her. she found it hard to die though. She clung on hard, even when it was
inevitable she couldn’t make it. She wasted precious time trying to live
here instead of preparing herself for the journey ahead of her. she was
stuck in the past. Six months is not long enough to prepare for something
like this. Especially when, like you, she had never faced an unscheduled
death.”

Dawn, the whole time I was talking, continued to rock backwards and
forwards, holding her friends body. with a bpod it was really impossible to
tell that someone was dead, they looked no different to someone sleeping.
The body didn’t go into rigor mortis, the eyes were closed, there was no
putrifaction of the body, at least once the brain was removed. So Dawn, in
theory could keep Geraldine’s body indefinitely. When is the right time to
let the physical presence perish. I don’t know. Then she started wailing
again. ‘Why, why, why? Why me? why couldn’t it have been a stranger.
Why did we ever become friends ? then as she thought of the incredible
bond that existed between them, she chastised herself for what was simly
her natural instinct of self preservation arising.
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Through sobs Dawn said “you know in fifty years no-one will even
remember Audrey existed. No one will remember what potential she had.
Everyone said she could become anything she wanted, and that whatever
it was she chose to do, people would remember her for it.”

“Death reveals our insignificance, sometimes cruelly. Everyone is
forgotten. There was a time when you could be sure that as you stood on
the earth, every person that was alive at that time would be dead in no
more than a hundred years. Even the child born at the second you had
that thought, they too would be dead. Yet even in those times people
sought immortality; through fame, or infamy, or through their children.

It’s a painful thought but however much we love someone, once they are
gone they will be soon forgotten. Life goes on; it doesn’t look back. So
even now, when we think of ourselves as immortal, as soon as we die we
too will be forgotten. As soon as someone turns off their bpod, it will be
like turning out a light on their lives. In the dark we see nothing. And
whilst they might find some comfort in their death, their will be someone
that loves them enough to mourn their passing. Even if it only a
compassionate stranger.”

Amon ended “You, love her; remember her. but don’t feel guilty when you
don’t think of her in fifty years as much as you do now.”

“It doesn’t help me Amon. I miss her so. We had made plans to take a
holiday. I will have no one to go with. I feel more alone than I ever have in
my life. I told her everything that happened in my life. It’s like a part of me
has died.
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“Audrey was a part of your life. You may never have a relationship like
that again. but some people never have such a wonderful friendship as
you have had. Be grateful for that. something else you should take from
this. life is about change, not constancy. Know that anyone you know will
die at some point, through their own choice, through ill health or accident.
We think of ourselves as immortal but we’re not. Sure we live much longer
than at any other time in man’s history. But in a hundred, or five hundred,
or ten thousand years, we will perish. Like the insect that lives for one day,
the tree that sheds it’s leaves, the sky that fills with rain clouds and then
clears to a sunny day. And don’t forget your own feelings and thoughts.
They too are constantly changing. Nothing is constant, everything is
changing. So some of our pain at death comes from the expectation that
life is constancy, and we build our feelings on that. what if we could say to
ourselves, this life is short, I will know this person momentarily. Enjoy the
time you have wilth them, but they must leave soon. In accepting that, we
find a greater poignancy to a relationship. The force of change can be
good.”

“I hear the truth in what you say, but I hate what you are saying. stop it!
Leave me alone. Leave me to grieve, and shut up wont you.

Amon put his hand on Dawn’s shoulder, but she brushed it away
impatiently. “I said leave me alone. You’re not helping me. I hate you.”

Amon smiled as he got up and left. He looked back as he was about to
leave the apartment. Dawn still eveloped Audrey’s body in her arms.
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Dawn lent forward, her short hair obscuring the outline of her face, and
kissed Audrey on the lips.

“Mum I don’t understand why you are getting a divorce.” Amon looked
beseechingly at his mother. He couldn’t believe that his parents would do
this. To him, or to each other. “I still don’t understand the reasons for it
anyway.”

Amon had never considered his parents separating. He still thought of
them as one entity, usually a rock on which he could climb to safety. A
sensitive man, so many things hurt him that to protect himself he had few
close relationships. He had an expectation of his parents that they would
not hurt him emotionally. This was a betrayal, the absolute impermissible
act. He could feel himself crying inside, but the tears would not release to
his eyes. he wanted to hurt his mother, more than he did his father. he
had higher expectations of her, especially in emotional matters. He
wanted to hide under cover, in his bed.

“but darling you hardly ever saw us. I really didn’t think this would affect
you so much. And Michael and I have been together for so long anyway.
you haven’t had a relationship I don’t think have you? Certainly not a long
term relationship. Your father and I have been togther for fifty years. I
don’t know anyone that has been in a relationship for so long. Do you ?

“mum. Don’t try to make it sound like a good thing. It’s not.
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“well don’t make it a prison sentence either! Mick and I loved each other
enough to stay together for a long time. we still love each other but don’t
want to live together any more. We think differently now. we want
different things from life. More importantly we can’t achieve those things
living together. It will hurt one of us. I want to follow my dreams. I want to
study to be a witch, and I need to move to the Eastern zone to do that.
your father has his friends here, he doesn’t want to leave. He doesn’t want
to change things.

“so this is all your doing. You want to leave him. you’ll pay for that. I
suppose it doesn’t involve another person does it?

“No. but I’m sure we will both have other relationships. I don’t know I any
will be like ours was.

“What was so special about your relationship with dad then?”

“we had other relationships, but to both of us, I hope so anyway,
whatever relationship we had with someone else it made no diference to
ours. And our relationship didn’t have anything to do with the
relationsnhhip I had with someone else either. It just happened that his
was the relationship I got most from, and came back to again and again.

“so you’re going to live with someone else then mum?

“did it bother you that we lived with other people when we were married?
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“yes of course it did. I wanted you to be together for ever, and never sleep
with anyone else. and if you couldn’t do that, at least I knew that you
would always be married.

“But could you expect us to be together for a thousand years, or more. I
kjow I couldn’t be married to someone for that long. I think I could be
friends with someone, but I would want to be intimate with someone else
in that time. I had a few lovers before I met your father, and I stayed with
some of them for twenty years or so. I dont think I could have be married
to one person for more than I have to your father. longer than that I think
I would be stifled. You might be different amon, I can only talk for myself.

“i just hope I can find someone to love. I dont think I want to have children
though. I wouldn’t want to put them through this, so much pain.

“what would you have preferred we had done? Would you want us to stay
together if we really didn’t want to? Would you want us to stop being
happy to create something false that would make you feel better. Until
you found out it was fake?

“no, not when you say it like that. get off my back, hey it’s you that are
separating. I was just tellying you how I felt about it. Or does that have to
change now too ?
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“no. I’m sorry. I feel a bit guilty I guess. I knew it would hurt you, and I
didn’t want to do that darling.” She hugged me then, which made me feel
better. And I relaised that nothing had changed between us, whatever
happened with dad. “you can come and live with me if you want.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that. I was about to go back east again,
seeking something, meaning I guess. This knocked a hole in me though.
But maybe she was right. What can you expect of a human being. Are we
designed to stay together, like white swans floating on a lake, life partner.
Perpetually entwined. It didn’t ring true. So what was. She might know. I
asked her.

“I don’t know, I can only tell you what is right for me, and for your father.
we both came to this same place, an undersanding, which saved us from
hurting each other. We didn’t want to do that. I don’t know why people do
when they split up. It doesn’t matter how many times I break up, I think it
will always hurt. Why make it worse by fighting. I love him, but I love other
men too. I never told you this before, but you’re wise enough now. I had
women that I loved too. it was almost better with them, it wasn’t a power
thing with them. but men turn me on more so I just have to keep fighting
with them. I’m joking, I love men. I never wanted to be constrained form
loving anyone, so your father and I agreed we could have other lovers. But
this is different. I want to be alone for a while, to find myself again, to find
out what inspires me, what makes me want to shout with joy. i need to be
alone to do that. but that doesn’t close the door to having other lovers, or
another relationship. Does that make sense?”

“Yes. I wonder what other people want. How do they cope with our
inability to be with one partner for all our lives?”



58 | P a g e

“who created this stupid fantasy that we would be with one person our
whole lives?do you know, we grow. You have no idea how I have changed.
Before I had you I was in a fairy tale land, with no interest in what was
happening in the world. But after I had you, I wanted to have my feet
firmly on the ground, to protect you, and nurturte you. And to be with a
partner, to share the experience of you! And it was wonderful. but now I
want something different.

“what do other people want? I think, if we have the courage to say it, or at
least feel it, we all want to love many people. Making love with someone
is so intimate, it reveals things about ourselves we are too afraid to show
to another person unless they too are vulnerable.

I could hear what she was saying, as a man, as an adult. But I could also
hear it as a child. And it sounded so selfish. Why couldn’t I be brought up
by someone that wasn’t going to shake the foundation of my world. And I
thought of when I was a child. The impact of their separation would have
been far greater then than now. I had heard of communes, and kibbutzs.
Children brought up by the older generation whilst their parents worked in
the fields. Even an only child had lots of brothers and sisters. That would
have been cool. Some of them would still be friends, out of so many,
surely. I wouldn’t feel so alone. The old people were settled in their ways
and wants. And again there were so many to take care of the children. if
one died, would they notice? Yes of course but there was more love and
care to spread around. If my mother died who did I have left; not much in
my father’s case. It made me too dependent on their existence. I loved to
have such a close relationship with them. is that the price we pay for
loving someone? It wasn’t a price I could often afford. Who will guide our
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children? who would have better guided me? I think no-one could have
nurtured me as my mother did. who would have cared to shower me with
so much attention. no-on that didn’t love me selflessly.

Perhaps we children expect too much of our parents. They are only us
after all, with more failures to absolve, and, I hope, more love exposed,
more happiness lit upon them.were my expectations so different to the
child that lived a thousand years ago, knowing, but rarely acknowledging
they would face half their lives without their parent;s fond presence. The
diference being, at least all I could see, was that in those times a child
might have expected their parents to stay married to one person.

I could not demand the same of my own parents. What should I look for
then ? but should my demands be reasonable? Did I not, as a child, have
the right to demand the unreasonable? And even have the right to receive
it? I felt I should, and that was enough for me. but I could forgive my
mother. She was not to blame for her weakness, as I hoped I would not be
by my own child.

My mother and I left on good terms. We rarely saw each other after that. I
paid a few visits to my father, more out of courtesy. I realized we weren’t
close; I thought as I grew older we might bond, but we drifted apart. He
was too rooted to the earth, my interests lay in the spiritual. I regret not
seeing them much again, but they were suddenly no different to anyone
else I had known. They’d the potential to hurt me almost more than I
could bear, and they had succeeded, more than most. I make it sound as if
they had deliberately sought to hurt me, and whilst intellectually I thought
they would not, I have a nagging doubt, enough to make me wary of them.
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I never really knew what relationship I should have with my father anyway.
what do sons and fathers do together. Are they pals? Are they teacher and
student? Are they satisfied to see themselves reflected in the other?
These days it was generally a trivial relationship, little more than a
biological tip of the cap. Thanks for the sperm dad. our primary
relationships were with our friends and relations of our own age, or more
often, of similar experiences. For age was immaterial these days of course.
What bound us was common experiences, delusions, and fading hopes.
And to pull us back from the abyss there were the wise souls who had the
time to spend with us. They were people, sometimes our own age, who by
chance or their own design, had done things which had launched them
further down the path of self awareness and self preservation. People who
could cope with their unpredictable eternity.

Father I wish I had known you. It might have eased my journey. I know
such selfishness is unbecoming, but I am still the me you spawned.
Remember my tantrums, I feel them still. I am a purple faced, shaking
child, feet stamping on the ground, petulant, pouting lip, eyes that kill at a
glance. But now it is an unhealthy battle within. And my myriad other
faults lie awaiting their opportunity to unfurl.

I have seen friends who, with their father have traveled the world,
developed hobbies together, even taken drug crazed trips across the
universe, and fucked whores in adjoining beds. No doubt some also fucked
young boys in similar patterns. We make up the colours of the rainbow in
our indecencies. I envied the bond they created, against the odds, since
there is so little now to draw us together. And the bond, unlike the passing
fad of friendship, is robust, against immense conflicts, betrayals, and
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disappointments. Such a bond is worth much. And I can only look in
through the store window, my breathe misting the glass that separated
me from such delight. I hope if I ever have a child I can forge such a bond
of kinsmanship. Or if childless, help someone else find such closeness with
another human being.

He passed his hand over my head, so they said, at a distance of about a
foot. All I know is that I felt a sharp pain and a crackling noise, like an
electric shock, on the left side of my head. It wasn’t magic, I knew that
much. But I had, and still have, no idea what happened then. It wasn’t
what made me believe in him, I was too skeptical for that. but it made me
look beyond the journeys upon the Earth I had made, exploring all that
was to be discovered, so I thought. It made me inquisitive about this new
world, the Metaphysical World.

“Amon you’re a fool. Do you really think I would let someone destroy
everything I have striven for. Everything my life has been leading up to. My
presidency. My reshaping of this great region; restore it’s wealth, it’s
power, our stature amongst the other regions of the world. Give it all up
over a trivial, albeit foolish, act. The right wing voters would have my balls
if they knew everything I’d done. And you’ve given them a taste of it, and
then it’s just a matter of time before the media drag the whole story out.

“Even when it has nothing to do with my job. So what if I’ve fucked around
a bit ? If it was with women it probably wouldn’t matter so much. Because
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I’m gay doesn’t make me a worse leader. It probably makes me a better
leader, not so full of macho bullshit as that brute Paxton.

Christ it was so obvious what Paxton was doing, just from the people
around him. they thought that because they workd for the president they
could do anything. Which would be fine except when idiots like Fandell
didn’t keep his mouth shut in front of the ethics comitee. He said, in a
public hearing, it was right to ignore the constitution, and it was OK for the
Foreign Intelligence Services to murder our citizens, and destroy the lives
of anyone that got in their way. Christ, I might have doen the same things
under similar circumstance, but at least I would have been discrete about
what my goons were up to.

I sat impassively while Lamesh paced up and down the room shouting at
me . “Anyway I can see you’re not looking for a lesson in political survival
Amon. Do you even care about your life? I have my doubts. But anyone so
narrow minded doesn’t deserve to live.

Lamesh’s voice had quietened to a conversational level, but he suddenly
started shouting again. “What possessd you to talk to the media about my
sexuality? You knew it was off limits, and you had always known about it.
Why ? because I was quite open with you about it. I am not ashamed that I
prefer men to women. It would be absurd for you to be ashamed of liking
women wouldn’t it? It’s no different for me with men. Don’t look so
disapproving Amon, I never realized you were such a prude. I would never
have taken you on if I had. You know I had always kind of assumed you
were gay too. perhaps that’s why we didn’t get your opinion on that.
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I remained still as he spoke, looking directly at Lamesh, who turned away
whenever our eyes met. I didn’t feel powerful, rather at peace, whilst
Lamesh was in a turmoil. “You know I only told the truth, I feel it’s wrong
for a leader to be different to the majority of his people. I do think
homosexuality is an aberration, but I didn’t say that, until they asked me.

“What did you think they would say? It was an obvious question to ask.
“Do you think the President’s behaviour is appropriate?” you could see it
coming a mile off.

I opened my mouth to speak again but Lamesh raised his hand to stop me.
“I don’t want to hear any more excuses from you. I got you here to tell you
what we are going to do about this. and particularly what you have to do
to sort out this mess.”

Lamesh stopped pacing as he came level with me. I sat in a low, soft
cushioned chair. He had invited me to his office on the pretext of
discussing an upcoming speech. I knew there was a furore going on over
my coments but wasn’t sure how much it really mattered.

The last few months had been difficult having become disillusioned about
my role in the government. I had seen my role as an opportunity to
engage everyone in public debate about their spirituality, to make it a
topic of common discussion. Not a rather furtive one sided conversation,
an afterthought as the day drifted into the past, making any meaningful
conclusion somewhat academic.
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When I had outlined his ideas I had quickly been palmed off onto a junior
bureaucrat, obviouslyt with strict instructions to prevent me doing
anything significant. For the fist few months I fought against it, badgering
anyone that would listen, before I reminded himself that whatever I or
anyone did on earth was trivial in a Universal context. So I had approached
Lamesh to release me from my post. For weeks I was unable to talk to him;
other means of correspondence had simply been ignored. Despite my best
efforts I even became angry. It would have been easy if I had felt anger
towards an individual; I could always feel compassion for anyone. but I
was fighting against a sytem. It was easy to hate a system.

I wasn’t used to feeling angry, it was so tiring ! My remarks to the media
had come about at the end of this frustrating period, which seemed to
have no end. In other circumstances I might never have let myself be so
drawn into discussing Lamesh’s homosexuality. But it was done, and I had
only told the truth, and perhaps it was was something I should have talked
about; I felt strongly about it’s insidious erosion of the structure of society.
And I had only done what Lamesh had said he wanted me for. I saw that
invitiation now merely as a cynical political act. To create a smokescreen
to conceal the layers of corruption and deceit that defined Lamesh’s
government, and his personal life.

We were alone in one of the President’s private offices. I had seen Steven
walk by on a few times, hesitate, almost deciding to enter. Then, like a
timid deer, look about, then walk out of sight.

I had quickly realized that Lamesh wanted to get rid of me. it seemed that,
unintentionally, I had got what I’d wanted. so I was unconcerned about
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Lamesh’s ranting, I could even sympathise. I was almost euphoric, and it
made me realize how much I had hated to be around so much deception.

Suddenly Lamesh was in my face. Hot breath, eyes blazing, a pulse
seemingly about to burst in his temple. And his amrms waving about my
head. I had never feared Lamesh, and I didn’t now. he wasn’t capable of
hitting someone. But then I felt hands, thin but incredibly powerful,
around my throat, and I knew I was about to die. I felt powerless, a weak
victim. Unable to stand up for myself against anyone.

In front of me, on the ground, lay a man I knew. But he was crying,
cradling the head and lifeless body of another man I also knew. I was
walking towards Lamesh, and I could now feel something cold and hard in
my hand, a stiletto knife, a gift I had given to Lamesh after returning from
a trip to a poor country with a tradition of machismo, and fighting for
one’s honour. He had laughed when I gave it to him. I laughed now, I
couldn’t stop. It seemed so ironic that it was the means I had chosen to to
kill him with. my laughter echoed around the huge room.

I realized I was in his private quarters still. We must have struggled. It
looked as though Steven was dead, his head looked a mess, un - head
shaped. A glass weight, covered in blood, lay by his body. lamesh picked it
up as I approached, but it was too heavy for him, too slippery, and it fell to
the floor with a sharp crack. But it didn’t break, wouldn’t break. Christ
what would it take. Such a dangerous weapon, and yet it had looked quite
innocent on his desk; in disguise.
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As I got closer I could see fear in his eyes. I made a feint, for no reason,
just to frighten him. the heavy aroma of shit, blood and piss cocktailed.
Then I saw that he too was injured; he was holding his chest, but blood
was leaking out between his fingers. The blood looked shiny, runnier than
I had imagined, and much redder.

I heard my voice. “I’m sure you’d like your doctor here wouldn’t you
Lamesh. But there doesn’t seem to be anyone around. Where are they all.
if we don’t hurry up and get you to a hospital that organ transplant wont
be much use will it? I think you can forget about Steven. You could give
him a full bpod transplant and he’d still be a vegetable.” I heard my laugh
again, it was thrilling to hear my voice so loud, so powerful. And someone
responding to it, just my voice, with fear.

If a transplant wasn’t performed within two hours of major damage his
bpod would shut down and the brain die soon after. There was so much
blood; I don’t know how much of it was his, how much Steven’s. But I
didn’t have that much time. Surely one of his security men would be here
and that would be it. But it was silent, except ffor my voice, and his
laboured breathing.

“You look surprised Lamesh. I don’t supposed you thought I was capable
of killing someone. I’ve always been capable of that, I just needed the
incentive. So what do we do lamesh, you’re the President after all.

I will always respect Lamesh, simply because of what he said at that
moment. Not even what he said, it was his defiance when he had nothing,
and was at my mercy. He had none of the trappings of power which I had
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always assumed he needed to be courageous. He spoke quietly, and
looked at me, still fearful, but resilient. “Leave us, you’ve done enough
Amon.”

I considered killing him too, but then I saw how much he loved Steven,
and how long it would hurt him to live without him. it was worth the risk
of capture to inflict such a pain, to dark depths, excruciating, unbounded.

I walked out of the room, discarding a towel which was now covered in
Steven’s blood. I was relatively clean considering the barbarity of the act.
And I was able to walk out of the block unhindered. I panicked in the lift; I
thought they would take over the lift and I would either be taken to the
rooftop and hurled to my death, or it would keep going into the depths of
the earth and my screams would never be heard. But nothing happened. I
walked into the open air, and quickly joined a crowd of people standing
outside the building. This way it would make it harder for the cameras to
pick me out, or so I hoped.

Why didn’t he tell anyone the truth. I suppose he was in enough trouble
with the Conservative Right; he hardly needed a blood caked love tragedy,
enacted in the President’s Office. Even if that bit wasn’t true, that’s what
the media would have said.

But he had managed to suppress the gay stigma. The media was
encouraged to report on a supposedly long standing relationship with the
famous movie goddess Mea Condor, which was shortly followed by a very
public wedding ceremony.



68 | P a g e

The attacks by the Opposition Party had been mild to say the least, given
their usual propensity for vitriolic attacks over anything he ever did.
Perhaps they knew about Steven, who knows. but no-one ever came after
me. Nothing was ever reported. It was as if steven never existed; what I’d
done had never happened. Sometimes I would wake in the dark thinking I
had just woken from a dream and it had never happened. Then, as I came
to and realized it hadn’t been a dream the inner conflict would begin.

My black spirit, I call it. That voice of unreason, normally leashed, lying
malevolent in the shadows. But I had let it out, not realizing that I might
never subdue that part of me. at ffirst I was afraid of what I might do, but I
felt so powerful when I gave in to it. I could do anything, but more
importantly, I could make anyone do what I wanted them to do. And I was
not, as was the norm, timidly afraid to trust anyone.

Against this demonic voice, my soul battled. but without my
encouragement it was a faint voice, easily drowned out.

To make up this trinity, my being, my human being, wallowed as always in
emotion, incapable of doing anything except cry out, and beg for relief. it
was harder to suppress my black voice because within the turmoil of my
emotions I found it hard to grasp the cold anger of my black heart.

“My name is Vilian Comara. This is a true and accurate record of
conversations I had with a client of mine, Amon Siguna, at my office. It
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relates to events that ocured during the period 3 April and 11 September
3002. Amon came to see me voluntarily to discuss some personal
psychological problems he was facing.

I have created this record for two reasons. The first being for professional
and legal reasons, as I feel morally obligated to inform the Authorities of
his activities, despite my professional obligations of confidentiality.
Secondly, I am aware that by communicating this information I am
endangering my life and want my family to know fully why I took this
decision, in the event I never see them again.

In summary, Amon Siguna came to see me after he had killed fifty two
people, as a result of a religious and sexual dysfunction. He did not reveal
this information to me until after I had been seeing him for four months. I
have spent the last month gathering information to present to the police
in order to secure a conviction. I have also spent this time wrestling with
the conflict between my moral and professional obligations.

Within a very short period of time it became obvious to me that Amon is
severly mentally disturbed as well as having violent and disgusting sexual
deviation. In the very early stages of our meeting I was led to the
conclusion that he has a Borderline Personality Disorder, but as I
investigated him further I came to the conclusion he was delusional and
schitzophrenic. I have not made a final diagnosis at this stage, having
shifted my focus to the murders he revealed that he had committed.

These events are best sumarised by a conversation I had with Amon,
shortly after he revealed he was the so called “Jesus” serial killer.
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“I dated her for a few weeks. I thought she was the one. you know, she
was pretty and intelligent. She seemed really kind, and broad minded.
Really open to new ideas. Yeah I guess what every guy is looking for. But
then she turned out like all the rest. She wanted something back, for
everything she ever did. she wanted a piece of me. there was always an
obligation attached to everything she ever did for me. She was just like all
the rest, she wanted me running round after her, with nothing left of
myself, my manhood, the animal in me. she was trying to domesticate me,
just like all the others.

Then she said she loved me; that was her death warrant. I knew what that
meant. It meant I could only love her, because she was so insecure that
she didn’t realize that I could love her, and also love someone else without
changing how I felt about her. it also meant she didn’t really even like me.
She just thought I was soft enough to be moulded into whatever she
wanted so she could parade me in front of her friends like a tame fucking
worm!

We didn’t get into religion. I knew by then she couldn’t believe in my
godliness. I didn’t even ask here if she had ever been to another planet. I
knew I was wasting my time, so I did what I always did, to make sure she
couldn’t destroy another man’s life, to emasculate him, to destroy his
essential animal nature.

“Don’t do it Amon, I love you, how could you do this to someone you
love.” She screamed like they always do when I stabbed the knife into her
cunt. She wouldn’t be using that again to trap a guy just desperate for a
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shag, or maybe some real love. And her face wouldn’t turn anyone on by
the time I’d finished with it. I always start with the eyes. The first time I
killed a woman I nearly couldn’t go through with it; she pleaded with her
eyes. soft blue pools, tears falling down her cheek.

Why didn’t I bother with the cross? It didn’t seem important with her. I
knew she wasn’t a Buddhist, or even thought like one. any time we talked
about religion she changed the subject. I only really tagged them with a
cross if they were hard core Catholics or Muslims. You know I even tagged
a Buddhist woman once? She said she was a buddhsit any way, but she
was just like a catholic. There was no compassion. No feeling. it was all just
ritual, and guilt, and separating us from them, and blame. She meditated
all the time, but it never stopped her hating people. I think she hated most
people, she was happiest with animals. Dumb, obedient. Bossy she was;
she made me feel like I wasn’t a good Buddhist, that everything I was
doing was for nothing. My way was wrong, and of course her way was
right. She would have made a great catholic. That’s when I started marking
the chain and cross on them. ”

Amon recounted this to me two days after his most recent murder. The
previous murders are of a similar pattern and no insight can be gained
from desribing them. However I have detailed confession about them too.

“And what can you tell me about the people you killed Amon?

“They were mostly women, but then any one that got in my way would die
too. a kid saw me taking out a body once. I never usually had anyone
come to my place, I always killed them in their home. But she’d insisted
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and I was drunk. So the kid saw me, he started asking questions so I killed
him too, put him in the bag with the other body. he didn’t weigh much.
Later I heard his mother running down the street screaming that the Jesus
Killer had got her little boy. She was right there. He shouldn’t have got in
my way then should he. a couple of babies too. one was making a racket
when I killed it’s mother, the bitch. She put up a fight that one.

“What do you regret doing?

“I don’t regret anything I did. I regret not killing some of them. an old lady;
she used to live near me. every day I wanted to shut her up. It was like she
was begging me to, like she knew I was the Jesus Killer. So I didn’t kill her
out of spite. But she used to bitch at me all the time. there was a
policeman that interviewed me once. Asked me if I had ever seen anything
suspicious. I wanted to kill him; he spoke about me like I was a piece of
shit. Like he wasn’t! he said the killer probably used prostitutes a lot
because he couldn’t hold down a relationship. That’s shit. I just don’t want
women fucking up my life, like they have in the past. like I probably
couldn’t get it up. Tell that to the girls I fucked before I killed them!

“I loved doing it.

“What? Doing what.

“All of it. I loved doing whatever I wanted to do. Not constrained by
anyone. I didn’t have to answer to anyone, make excuses for who I am. It
was great to be so free. She went down on me and I just hacked her head
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off. I was fucking her from behind and I just stabbed her in the neck. She
shuddered like a rabbit.

I fucked a guy once. Well not a full on guy, it was a transvestite. She
couldn’t afford the bpod transplant. still had a dick. That was the first
thing to come off. I loved doing that, after I wanked him off. He was
arching back, coming, when I stuck it in his stomach, stretched taught. He
just burst out over me like a ripe melon. Unbelievable.

Interesting how people die differently. Some are quiet, huddled up like a
baby. Others make so much noise; or put up a big fight, even when they’ve
no chance. I like the ones that struggle; at the end I can feel the life oozing
out of them, their resistence gets weaker until they’ve not the strength of
a baby and the final little shudder. Like when I shake my dick after a piss,
to get the last drop out. but in the end it’s really all the same. ….

Amon threw the pieces of paper at Vilian as she knelt before him; they
scattered around her like leaves shed by a weeping willow. She was bound
with her hands behind her back and attached to her feet. A piece of urine
soaked cloth prevented her from speaking. They were in her office, and
they were alone.

The security cameras in her office were switched off. She rarely used them,
arrogant enough to believe that she could deal with any patient, whatever
their reaction to her questions. After all, how many times had she “cured”
the most violent and insane criminals at the high security prison.
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Her reputation had been launched on the back of three high profile cases
involving three brothers involved in the murder of six unknown people.
The victims bodies were never found; conviction was based on the fourth
brother’s testimony. They had continued to kill in the prison and had been
due to be executed. Vilian was brought to see them by an anti state
murder group. She successfully argued for a stay of execution for six
months to enable her to attempt rehabilitiation.

At the end of the six motnh period two of the brothers killed themselves in
a suicide pact and the third was deemed to be no longer a threat. he went
on to serve a sentence of two hundred and fifty years; a hundred years for
each of the unknowns he killed and fifty for the twenty seven fellow
prisoners he had killed inside. He was never convicted of a criminal
offence again.

Amon had made a late appointment, pretending to be another client,
whom he had recently befriended, and subsequently garroted. There was
no-one else in the building. The receptionist had already left and a student
on their way out had let Amon into the building, through the fire exit,
which was the only way in and out once the after hours security system
came on.

Amon knew she would be alone for two hours before his appointment.
She used this time to prepare reports. So he made sure he was a little
early, and walked unchallenged to her office, a short walk down a dimly lit
corridor. Security cameras were operating but by now he was adept at
disguise. It was a simple task to replace the frontal component of the bpod
face, if you had the money and contacts. Security guards saw who they
expected to see; the face on the camera matched the roster of Vilian’s
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clients. It was not unusual for a client to go directly to a counselor’s office,
security had become lax, and many of the less dangerous patients walked
freely through the offices.

“Did I really tell you all of this Vilian? With hinsight it was very foolish of
me to trust you’s don’t you think? perhaps we’ll change some of it, spice it
up a bit? There are bits of it that are a bit too clinical, too bookish, don’t
you think? a little more gore, would make it more palatable. Or perhaps I
should just add an epilogue, describing your death? which would you
prefer?”

Unable to respond, Vilian remained in a kneeling position. Almost the first
thing Amon had done was to remove the back of her skirt, take down her
stockings and pants, and sodomise her. He had joked “you always said
sodomy needn’t be a violent act Vilian. How does it feel now. How does it
feel, now.” Each time he said this he thrust a large leather dildo into her
and she screamed silently into the gag. Later as he ejaculated over her she
choked on the cloth and when Amon did nothing to help her she fainted.
She came too with piss splashing onto her face. She also heard laughter,
that laughter which leaves us fearful. Aware that someone was laughing at
her; despised her; laughing because of her pain. She thought of the people
that loved her; it gave it no comfort. The laughter compounded her pain;
as another’s love might heal.

Amon had never laughed freely in her presence. He always held himself in
reserve; she seemed only ever able to touch his intellect, and those
feelings he had allowed to filter out. so that she only ever saw the
impression of himself he wished to project.
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“So why did you have to tell them about what I have been doing”. He had
pushed her over on to her side and then lifted her on to a low glass table.
When he was standing up she could only see his legs. She could see he
was still naked to the waist, and ocasionaly played with his penis. He knelt
down as he spoke to her and held his face close to hers. His eyes had a
glazed look. He was either physically ill or drugged; he seemed quite lucid.
He then grabbed her naturally curled blonde hair, cut in a bob which gave
her pretty face a soft focus. “I wanted you, and you wanted me once. You
came on to me first. I didn’t even want you then.”

As he spoke he pushed her face against the glass, so hard her lips cut on
her teeth and her nose began to bleed. He smeared her face in the blood,
and then began to lick it off. She didn’t move. When he had first attacked
her she had tried to resist, but he had kicked and punched her so hard she
was afraid to put up a fight again. it was less painful, but it shifted the
power even further to him. she knew it was a tactical mistake, Chrtist she
had taught enough women how to deal with an attacker to know that, but
of course it was different when in the situation, confronted with someone
much more powerful, bent on hurting, with no apparent limits.

“you said I trusted you too much Vilian. But wasn’t that the point. Wasn’t
that what you asked of me when we began? Isn’t it ironic that I came to
because I knew I didn’t trust humans? Because I hade been let down or
hurt by them too many times. Conditioning you called it, something that
can be retaught, but instead you reinforced it. Don’t oyu think I could have
gone to the police if I had wanted to repent. I was going to tell them; I
never told you that did i. You made me see what I was doing was wrong,
because I trusted you, I respected you. I loved you. I love you still Vilian.
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“you told them need help, but in a secure prison. You and your people
can’t help me any more. Maybe if you hadn’t filled my head with all this
religious bullshit, that I could communicate with god, that I was god. I just
wanted to be helped to get back to where I was before I killed steven. But
you knew better. I was mentally ill, just because I thought I was Jesus
Christ? Unfit to be in society, to be banned from ever receiving a parenting
licence. I was delusional. So what if I saw death at my side, it was just a
feeling, the mask was real, I saw it. You would have seen it if you had been
with me. if you’d asked me. but I think by then you didn’t believe me, you
were just gathering evidence. “I’m doing some research on paedophiles,
do you think if someone was on a desert island and there was only them
and a child, would that make them a paedophile if they got the child to
pleasure them.” Were you disappointed when I said I wasn’t interested,
because I was afraid of the damage it would do to the child? Or weren’t
you listening by then? Too quick to hear the self incrimination? Unable to
hear anything that didn’t fit in with you neat diagnosis? Why did it keep
changing. One minute I am delusional, next I’m schizophrenic, what would
it have been in the final chapter Vilian? Something to really tighten the
noose on me, I’m sure of that.

when did you decide you were against me vilian? Or is it just self
preservation? You had to rewrite what really happened so you couldn’t be
incriminated when I was found out to be the serial killer? Why does he
mark the body with a cross? Why does he remove the brain? Why the
disfurgement of the face? It can all be traced back to your theories vilian,
and we both know it. You created me, and once you worshiped me. but
now you want to protect your precious reputation. Fuck me, and fuck the
people I fucked and killed. So long as you can walk away with clean hands,
or maybe even the credit for exposing the evil serial killer. Bravery;
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adulation; tears of gratitude from those poor distraught relatives. Good
enough for a movie.

Sorry to spoil your party Vilian, I’m going to tell it how it really was, what I
did and why I did it. But before I do that I’m going to kill you. Because I
don’t want you doing what you did to me to anyone else. when I think of
how you have betrayed me, and how you have destroyed my life I think
death is too easy for you. I wish you could experience what I have gone
through. I know you went through turmoil; you were lucky enough to have
a counselor that was compassionate. Someone worldly enough to be open
to whatever you had done or thought, enough to listen, and enough to
accept, not judge and condemn. And someone who could be objective,
not get caught up in your problems, but could help you get through them.
someone who perhaps you loved, but they were wise enough to let you
down gently, not goad on because of their own feelings of inadequacy
about their sexuality. And not someone who thought that just because
they had been suicidal, depressed, and lost, they possessed some godlike
knowledge, and power.

“you once said I wasn’t telling you the full story, only what you wanted me
to hear. Believe me Vilian, I tried to tell you everything, but I lived in
constant fear, expecting danger at every turn. The walls were sky high,
with razor tips. You helped me bring the walls down, and you could have
helped me all the way.

Did you think I wasn’t worthy? Did I remind you of someone you hated, or
were afraid of? When I told you I wanted to work with you, to help people.
That was before I started the killings. You looked at me like I was a freak,
like I had just asked you to suck my dick. How did that make me feel Vilian?
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I only wanted to help people. I was just shooting in the dark, I didn’t know
how I could. “What good would you be to them?” you said. I knew nothing,
I knew that. but I wanted to start then, there, with your guidance. And you
rejected me. like I was worthless. Am I less than worthless now Vilian? Is it
possible to be less than worthless? I don’t think that’s possible do you ? So
maybe before I was worth something.

“It’s too late to look back to then. Too late for wishing. We’ve both come a
long way and made too many mistakes to go back there. So we can only go
forward, you to death, and me to hell, and then nothing, if there is a
compassionate soul out there.” His voice had its familiar cold intensity and
he spoke with ruthless conviction. There was a shrill edge to it, as if he
walked along a precipice, always on the point of tumbling into a
bottomless pit of insanity.

“No I wont do it, I can’t let her live, she knows too much. And she
betrayed me”. He screamed this and kicked her in the face. “I want to
punish her. ….. Yes she does deserve it, that’s why I’m going to do it. So
she wont be able to hurt me again, or anyone else. Don’t try to stop me,
its for everyone’s good. I’m not listening; shut the fuck up. I’ll deal with
that later.”

This internal dialogue continued for some time. Vilian believed herself
already dead, so she was able to listen with some detachment to Amon’s
struggle within himself. It gave her further insight, clues to the mind’s logic,
that are always there, even in the insane. At one point she smiled to
herself, as if she had come to a conclusion about something.
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Amon tried to fuck Vilian again, and then he killed her with a device that
turned the brain to a useless jelly. He did it without passion, and without
regret. He never took the gag from her mouth; he remained to the end
afraid of her voice, her reason. In the past she had been able to dissuade
him from killing himself. He didn’t want to be dissuaded from what he had
planned, though he didn’t relish what he felt he had to do.

After he had killed Vilian he left the office and was able to walk
unchallenged from the building. He set off home for his apartment in a
seedy part of the city. Crime was high, surveillance couldn’t keep up with
the violence that raged 24/7. it was easy to slip in and out unnoticed
amongst the weird and wonderful that were his neighbours.

He wasn’t sure if he had missed something in his plan, so all the way home
he expected to be arrested, then as he got closer to home he was certain
that they would be there waiting for him. He didn’t care. He felt he had
done the right thing, for himself. and it had worked. the voice of his black
spirit was a little subdued. Although he still fumed at anyone that so much
as bumped in to him he was able to contain the rage within himself. Most
people in the neighbourhood knew him and kept out of his way.

As he came out of the subway, only a few blocks now from where he lived
he realized that for the first time in months, he could hear his soul speak
to him. It’s brutal compassion brought a smile to his face, the first time he
had felt any lightness in his heart for a long time. Yet unable to act upon it,
at least he could hear it, above the clamour of his Being voice. He could
visualize this voice like an old drama queen wringing it’s hands. “Oh what
have you done. What are people going to think. how are we going to save
you”.
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His soul spoke a truth that resonated deeply. “let them know what you
have done; you will have time to make amends in another dimension”.
This voice had no instinct of survival. Imagine the being voice “don’t do
that, they’ll hurt you, oh we must escape” and so on. “listen to my soul”,
he kept saying to himself, a mantra to drown out the other two voices he
no longer wanted to hear. He had unleashed his black spirit once, and
many hundreds of people had suffered directly and indirectly. He had
been seduced by the power of evil and it was still tempting to have people
afraid not to do what he commanded them. but there was no end to it,
and no purpose. Did that matter? He had never felt any peace whilst he
killed people, once the rush of euphoria had worn off. It was like feeding
an insatiable wild beast, ever more hungry for blood and fear.

Amon was in his bedroom, lying on his bed, looking up at the ceiling. He
looked around him, at the walls that had on them momentos of each
killing, a piece of clothing, or body part, a newspaper clipping. As he
prepared himself for death he talked quietly to himself. his voice echoed
through each room, as if trying to find an escape from death.

“I let myself succumb to an evil force that lies within all of us. Most of us
contain it. I was unable to at first. The first time I killed someone I was
unaware, I was doing it. I blacked out. I came to with the man dead at my
feet. But after that how I enjoyed the feeling of power, and freedom.

But the persistent voice of my soul, which I shut out for so long, defeated
me with its patience. It never forsook me. And I tired of resisting.”
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My struggle would never be over. My black heart would always be trying
to resurrect itself, like some defeated king desperate to regain power, and
my being would always trip me with it’s ego’s desperation, and it’s
emotional turmoil. But at least I can die now with my soul in command of
these rebellious elements of my trinity.

Amon switched off his bpod, and as he drifted off toward death he had no
hunger to continue his existence on this planet. He thought only of what
lay ahead, and tried to remain conscious of all he felt. Nothing restrained
him from pursuing this journey.

So it was with some frustration that he awoke to see faces smiling down at
him. they were people he had never seen before but they seemed to know
him, or at least care very much about his welfare. As his faculties returned
voices began to caress his ears. The voice of a woman lulled him, it was a
little deep, slow, and he could understand what she was saying. but the
noise sounded so soothing that he soon went back to sleep.

“Wake up you bastard! You can wipe that smile off your face you cunt.” I
couldn’t help it. He was lying there so peaceful in a clean cell. When all
those people he killed had died alone in some shit hole. “come on you shit
wake up. Have some of this”. so I threw some water over him. that
worked alright. He sat bolt upright and began thrashing around. Which
was great it meant I could lay into him with a clear conscience. There were
a few of us. We shut the door of the cell and got stuck in to him.
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We found him by chance. This guy came in and said some friends and him
had heard this guy talking about killing himself and they had broken into
his unit. And the next day we got this report from a psychologist saying he
was the Jesus Killer. I felt sick, we’d just been feeling sorry for him, and the
girls had been taking care of him over at the hospital.

We started interrogating him straight away. he caved in straight away. I
guess he was shit scared. you’d have to be if you had just done what he’d
done. Only a fucking coward would kill young girls, and kids like that. he
came straight out with it.

“Yes I did everything it says in the report. I don’t wish to contest any of it.”

That was it. Too easy, I wished he put up a bit of a struggle. Anyway we
got him to court as quickly as we could. The next day. We put him in the
clothes they had found him in, he looked a fucking mess. The court case
was a joke. He started off just as he’d done in the cell. Then he started to
blame the psychologist for everything. Said she was to blame, and she’d
even said in the report he was mad. So how could he be responsible for
what he’d done. The lawyer did a good job though. How could he be
insane if he’d tried to kill himself. only a sane person would do that. but it
didn’t look good. And then he changed his mind again and said he was
guilty. Cunning little fucker. He was trying to pretend he was a loony now.
changing his plea all the time. the judge got really pissed off with him. his
lawyer quit and they had to bring someone else. he was floundering for a
bit but by then the judge had started to come round to the idea that the
guy really might be crazy. It was a fucking disaster.
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It took me a few days to get myself together. I was on shock. Those people
that had been so nice and then a kick in the balls and a bucket of cold piss.
But my head cleared and a white voice spoke clearly to me, my soul, my
Buddha nature, and I became calm, and I knew what I had to do. But the
struggle is never over, my ego would not let go of life.

So at first I just let things take their course. I just pleaded guilty and
thought it would be all over quickly. But some people, god knows why,
were kind to me. I began to want to live. After two months of the trial, in
which I had confessed to everything, I succumbed, through fear mostly,
and began to tell the truth.

“Vilian was my mentor, my guide in a journey of self discovery. I looked on
her as a mother figure, someone I could trust utterly and had the wisdom
to protect me, whatever happened. She encouraged me read these books
about talking to god, and opening up my mind to the metaphysical world. I
began to experience the inexplicable and make fantastic discoveries about
what humans are capable of, far beyond society’s recognized norms. Then
she said I was crazy. And without anyone to guide me through these new
and frightening experiences, I lost my mind. For a time. It felt like my feet
slipped form under me and I was flying down a slippery slope, unable to
get to my feet, and out of control. And, at the worst possible time, at my
most vulnerable, my black spirit seduced me.

“your own psychologist stated many people would react alarmingly when
faced with these experiences. And my behaviour would be made even
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more irrational if the person I relied on, the only person I could talk to
about these new experiences, abandoned me, and then betrayed me. so
when I did these acts I was, temporarily, insane. But I am no longer insane,
since I have received proper treatment.

Whilst my ego encouraged me along this path of self righteous deception,
my soul called out to me, at every waking moment. My ego, that spoilt
child shouted down but could never totally silence. In my meditations I
came to realize that however much I might have been wronged, in the end
it was my love of the black spirit that led me to my heinous acts. I could
blame no-one else. so once again I went to the court to plead my case.
And I won.

“I have no right to pass off my acts to someone else’s blame, especially if
they are unable to defend their name. I take responsibility for my actions.
Vilian may have set me on a different path to one I had been on, but it was
I alone that chose the one that led me to kill innocents. I confess, and
present this signed confesion to the court. It is my final word. Please
acknowledge my sanity, and if you have any doubt consider this. look
within yourselves and see your own black spirit. Would you not, in your
weakest moment, love to unleash it, and ride the crested wave of it’s
destruction. And if you had done this, what could you say but “I alone am
guilty of my actions”!

I realize, with dread, how close I came to freedom. The thought of living
with this torment terrifies me. I know I take the weaker path but the
strength to face life escapes me.
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He gave a speech. You should have seen the women’s tears. This was the
bastard that killed babies. Would they have been balling their eyes out if it
had been their own baby? They actually fucking pitied him. I hope I never
see that again.

I have to give him that, he never stopped trying a different angle to get
out of it; but the sysmpathy angle didn’t work with the judge, thank fuck.
His lawyer acted like we’d martyred someone when the death penalty
went down. You’d think he was the fucking innocent. It didn’t matter
though. A few of the victims families put things into perspective. told the
court what he’d done to their children. it moved me to tears; all those
hopes dashed by that cunt. Death is too good for him. I’d let the bastard
rot for five hundred years, and then another. Would twenty years for each
person he killed be fair punishment. I don’t think anything could be fair.
He took their immortality.


