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DELETED CHAPTERS 

“THE 13TH DEMON: ALTAR OF THE SPIRAL EYE” 
BY BRUCE HENNIGAN 

 
 
Sometimes, the “extended” edition of a movie can be far worse than the version 

shown in the theaters. Sometimes, the “extended” edition is better. I favor the extended 
editions of the Lord of the Rings movies over the theatrical versions. I really enjoyed the 
director’s extended edition of “Aliens” and “The Abyss”. 

Part of becoming a published author is the process of “compromise”. The pure 
art of writing a story is a free flowing experience. The reality of being published is in 
cutting back on that sometimes “bloated” version to meet the publisher’s guidelines. One 
such guideline for “The 13th Demon” was a word limit. Since I had already written and 
self-published this book, it was very difficult to cut out 30,000 words and keep the story 
intact. However, the process of editing out those extra words can make a book better; 
tighten the story; eliminate unnecessary repetition. 

I was very pleased with the final results of “The 13th Demon”. With the help of my 
most excellent editor, Andy Meisenheimer, I believe I was able to retain most of the 
flavor and tone of the original work. I am very pleased with it. But, there were scenes and 
characters that had to be excised. I will be bringing those characters back to the book 
series in future books. One character in particular, Dr. Daniel Brown was very painful to 
remove. In the following deleted chapters is my favorite chapter from the book, the scene 
where Jonathan Steel meets Dr. Brown for the first time. The scene sets up an important 
premise for the estranged relationship between Steel and his father. I dealt with this in 
another fashion in the book, but the interaction between Steel and Brown mirrors the 
tendency Steel will exhibit to help those around him who seem hopeless in spite of his 
anger and violent nature. 

There are five deleted chapters. You don’t have to read them. It may ruin the book 
for you just as some of those extended editions of movies were actually less with more. 
But, if you want to go deeper into the characters of Steel and Ketrick and find out more 
about Brown, then read through these chapters. 
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The following “deleted chapter” was to have been the original first chapter of the book. 

It introduced Robert Ketrick as a teenager and his fascination with scorpions. It 

appeared later as a flashback with much of the scorpion references taken out. 

 

Mexico City, twenty something years ago 

Robert Ketrick 

 

“Here is your scorpion, Senor Ketrick.” The alacranero lifted the large jar into 

view. Bobby smiled in delight as he took the jar from the scorpion hunter. 

“Is she a big one?” He raised the jar up to the sunlight. The alacranero nodded 

and rubbed his dirt stained hands together. 

“Si, senor. She is the biggest scorpion I have ever caught. Over 13 centimeters!” 

Bobby placed the jar on the stone railing overlooking the courtyard and searched 

his pockets for money. “How much?” 

“Five American dollars, senor Ketrick.” 

Bobby glared at the tall, wasted teenager with his rotting teeth and his greasy dark 

hair. “You said one dollar.” 
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The scorpion hunter became very still. “Senor Ketrick, we had a deal. Five dollars 

for the biggest scorpion I could find. I am a man of my word. I am proud of my heritage 

as an alacranero. My father has hunted scorpions for twenty years. He has been stung 72 

times.” 

Bobby frowned. There was no arguing with the scorpion hunter.  Best to pay him 

and get rid of him. He pulled out a five-dollar bill and thrust it into the young man’s 

hands. “Fine. But, she better be as big as you say she is. This jar magnifies what is in it.” 

The alacranero grabbed the money and then reached into his pocket for a long set 

of tweezers. With deft speed, he spun the top off of the jar and reached in to snare the 

huge scorpion behind its two large front appendages, the pedipalpi. 

“Over 1000 people die each year in Mexico from scorpion stings, Senor Ketrick. 

Most of them are young, like us.” The scorpion came into view, wriggling and snapping 

its claws. 

“I’m fifteen. And, I don’t intend to die from a scorpion bite. The Centruroides 

suffusus is seldom deadly.” 

The alacranero raised an eyebrow and shrugged. “Very well then.” He grabbed 

Bobby’s right hand and spread it out then lowered the scorpion into his palm. “If you 

insist, then take the scorpion.” 

Bobby felt his heart race and a fine sweat broke out on his forehead as he watched 

the scorpion squirm in the tweezers’ grasp. The alacranero released the scorpion and 

with incredibly speed and agility, Bobby swooped down with his left hand and grabbed 

the scorpion’s tail just below its stinger. He lifted it away from his hand before the thing 

could sting him. 
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The scorpion hunter whistled. “That was very good. You would be a worthy 

alacranero, mi amigo.” 

Bobby drew a deep breath as he studied the scorpion. “The scorpion and I are 

very much alike. We are lonesome creatures, nocturnal creatures. Our prey fears and 

respects us.” 

“What will you do with this scorpion?” The alacranero placed the lid on his jar 

and tucked it under his arm. 

“Teach someone a well deserved lesson.” Bobby grinned and held the scorpion up 

in the air close to his face. It squirmed in his grasp as he blew his breath on the struggling 

scorpion. He studied the brown, glistening carapace and the long pincers. 

“Senor Ketrick, this scorpion is very large with strong venom. It is over twelve 

years old! It could kill someone with its sting.” The alacranero said. 

“That’s the idea.” Bobby frowned at him. “Get lost. You’ve got your money.” 

The alacranero shook his head and hurried down the stairs from the second floor 

of the hacienda and into the courtyard. He stopped to cast one last puzzled look in 

Bobby’s direction and then hurried out into the busy streets of Mexico City. 

Bobby glanced at his wristwatch. Lunch was now over and soon Consuela would 

appear in the courtyard to gossip with the other housekeepers. She was only three years 

older than Bobby and yet she treated him like a mere child. He hated her. He would deal 

with her and study the effectiveness of the scorpion. If his plan worked, he would take 

one back to the United States as a prize for his father. 

Bobby felt nauseous at the though of his father safely tucked in his office 

penthouse, drinking his whiskey, smoking his cigars and wasting away his life with his 
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many mistresses. It had been so simple to sway his father into sending Bobby to Mexico 

as an exchange student. And, his father had no idea the real reason Bobby had begged to 

come to Mexico City. Bobby had come to fulfill his destiny. And, when Bobby found his 

real ‘treasure’ he would go back to his father and teach him a lesson in great humility, 

starting with the scorpion. 

Below the balcony on which he stood, the sound of laughter filled the morning 

air. Bobby leaned over the edge of the stone railing. In the courtyard beneath him, 

Consuela babbled on and on to one of the other housekeepers.  

“Yack, yack, yack.” Bobby whispered as his heart raced with anticipation. “I’ll 

shut you up.” His eyes were alive with mysterious fire and his face was flushed with 

excitement. He held the scorpion out over the edge of the balcony at just the right 

distance. It would fall down to the courtyard below and right into Consuela’s . . . 

“Bobby? Where are you?” Someone said behind him. 

Bobby cringed. How he hated his name. “My name is not Bobby! It’s Robert!”  

 Bobby cut his eyes toward the door to the hacienda. The woman standing there 

wore a loose, flower-covered dress draped over her pregnant stomach. Her bright green 

eyes glittered with excitement and she suddenly frowned. “I’m sorry, Robert.” 

There were few people in Bobby’s life he had not grown to despise. She was one 

of them. “I’m sorry. I thought you were one of the kids.” 

“What are you doing?” She asked. 

Bobby turned and held the scorpion out of sight over the edge of the balcony. 

“Just fooling around.” 
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The woman smiled and gestured over her shoulder toward the interior of the 

house. “Well, quit fooling around. They found it!” 

 Bobby squinted. Found what? Then as the realization of her statement dawned on 

him, his heart raced. “Where?” 

 The woman ran a hand through her reddish blonde hair. “Downtown. At the 

construction site. Just like you predicted, Bobby. I’m sorry, Robert. Can you take me?” 

 Bobby ignored the squirming scorpion in his hidden hand. Finally! The real 

reason he had come to Mexico City had surfaced. Literally. “What about the Captain?” 

 “My husband is already on his way down there. He wouldn’t take me. He said it 

was too dangerous.” She looked down at her bulging abdomen. “But, I’m the one who 

suggested it was here in Mexico City. It was my research. My paper. And, your research 

proved it was buried somewhere in the downtown area.” 

 Bobby smiled and released the scorpion. “I’ll get the keys.” He hurried toward the 

door as Consuela began to scream in the courtyard. 

 

 Mexico City was teeming with cars, pedestrians, and bicycles rushing headlong in 

confusion, disregarding traffic lights and stop signs. Bobby threaded the sputtering old 

car through the confusion toward downtown. “I told you it was there.” He glanced over at 

this teacher. 

 She nodded, one hand braced on the cracked dashboard, the other over her 

stomach. “You are the brightest student I’ve ever tutored, Robert. I never doubted your 

research. You have a lot of potential. Have you ever considered archeology?” 

 Bobby laughed. “No. My Dad wants me to follow in his footsteps.” 
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 He felt her eyes on him. “Run his oil company? You’ve got a much brighter 

future. Something special is planned for you. You just have to see the opportunity when it 

comes and grab it.” 

 Bobby glanced at his reflection in the cracked rearview mirror. Although he was 

only fifteen, he looked like an adult with jet-black hair. He had the high forehead of an 

extremely intelligent man and eyes the color of a deep green sea. But, his father did not 

think of him that way. His father thought he was a fool. 

 “Too bad my father doesn’t agree with you.” 

 The woman sighed as they swerved around a stalled truck in the middle of the 

road. “I’m sorry. That was thoughtless of me to bring up your family.” 

 Bobby frowned and tried to focus on the road ahead. “That’s OK. I’ve gotten over 

it.” 

 “How do you get over your mother committing suicide?” She asked. 

 Bobby glanced at her and felt the old uneasiness grip his stomach. He swallowed. 

“She couldn’t get over shooting my father. But, he deserved it. She didn’t.” 

 “How can you say such things about your own father?” 

 Bobby felt his face heat up with anger. He licked his lips. “He is a drunk. He 

routinely beat my mother. I was only eight. She was trying to protect me.” 

 Silence filled the car and Bobby slowed as the traffic thickened. The woman 

sniffed and he turned to see tears trickling down her cheeks. 

 “Are you OK?” 

 “I’m so sorry, Robert. I just hope my child never knows such treatment. You’re a 

very brave young man to go on with life after all of that.” 
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 Bobby sighed as an unfamiliar feeling of comfort came over him. This woman 

who had been his tutor the past few months had become more of a mother to him than the 

woman who had died in a pool of blood when he was eight. Maybe he could stay here in 

Mexico. Maybe he didn’t have to go back to Louisiana and carry out his plan for his 

father. “Christine, you mean a lot to me. You’ve . . .” 

The woman’s face twisted with fear and Bobby jerked his gaze away from her as 

he slammed on the brakes. He had started the car moving again and now barely stopped 

before plowing into the old bus stopped in the middle of the road. His thoughtless 

musings had almost cost him his life. He had to put the sentimentality aside and focus on 

his goal. He spied a break in the cars along the sidewalk and parked at an angle in front of 

the old buildings in downtown Mexico City.  

“You said I should grab that opportunity when it comes? Well, I think today may 

be that day.” He smiled at her and opened the door of the car. He dodged the swirling 

traffic and dashed down the sidewalk toward the construction site, leaving his teacher 

behind. 

For weeks, Bobby had felt a sensation tighten and grow within his gut as if 

something was coming. Something meant just for him. Week after week digging through 

ancient manuscripts under the careful eye of his tutor had paid off. He had sensed, no, he 

had known the thing he sought was there under the ground, buried, waiting just for him. 

And now, workers digging ditches for new electric cable in the heart of Mexico City had 

found that something. Something ancient. Something evil. 

In the downtown area, the excavation site marred the concrete and steel, an open 

wound into the earth. He pushed his way past the curious onlookers and flashed his 
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museum I.D. to gain access to the site. A group of men from the archeology office stood 

on the edge of the pit and their excited voices babbled on about the find. Bobby ignored 

them and slid down a ladder into the cool, dark past.  

Sunlight slanted into the depths of the pit and the smell of old, sodden earth filled 

his nostrils. Something about this pit excited him, sparked within him a new anticipation 

of power, of destiny. He pushed his way between two men and stared down at a huge, 

round, flat rock covered with the figure of a woman carved into ancient stone. 

The horrific scene thrilled him. The image of the severed head, the torn arms, the 

separated legs, and the torso of a woman covered a stone disk almost eleven feet in 

diameter. The woman wore only jewelry and a serpent belt adorned with a human skull. 

The men from the archeology office chattered around him, their voices filled with 

theories and possible explanations. But, the young man’s eyes stay riveted on the wounds 

carved into the stone, on the severed limbs. He felt a hand on his shoulder and turned. 

 “What are you doing here, Bobby?” 

 Bobby pushed his dark hair back out of his eyes and stared into the face of the 

Captain. He was a bit shorter than Bobby, bright blue eyes filled with power. He owned 

the local museum where Bobby had come for the summer. He was a relentless, tyrannical 

man with more strength and fortitude than Bobby’s father would ever have. The man’s 

gaze did not waver beneath his wide brimmed panama hat and he puffed on a peculiar 

Meerschaum pipe. 

 “I wanted to see the find.” Bobby motioned toward the stone disc. 

 “And, he brought me.” Christine appeared behind the Captain. Her face was 

flushed with the exertion of chasing Bobby. 
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 The Captain pulled his pipe from his mouth. “I told you to stay at the hotel. We’re 

leaving in the morning and I don’t want anything to happen to our baby.” 

 She ignored him and peeked over his shoulder at the stone disc. “But, I had to see 

it. You know my paper is almost finished. I was right. It was here all the time. And, 

Bobby helped me find it. I just had to see it. It will be at the heart of my thesis.” 

 The Captain put a hand on her shoulder and pushed her back toward the ladder. 

“Well, now you’ve seen it and we’re going back to the hotel.” 

 The woman carried a macramé purse slung on her shoulder and she reached inside 

and removed a camera. “At least let Bobby take some pictures for me.” She handed the 

camera to Bobby. “For the paper, Bobby. Will you please?” 

 Bobby glanced at the camera. He had no interest in taking pictures. Just moments 

ago, he would have done anything for Christine. But now, all he wanted was to touch the 

stone disc. However, if the Captain took his wife back up the ladder, it would distract him 

from stopping Bobby. He took the camera and gave her his best smile. 

 “I’d be happy to. You go on with the Captain and take care of your baby. I’ll take 

the pictures for you.” 

 The Captain put his pipe back in his mouth and clenched down on it with ferocity. 

His eyes raked across Bobby one last time as he directed his wife back toward the ladder. 

Bobby tossed the camera aside and turned back to study the stone disc. 

 “I’m glad you managed to pull that one off. The good captain would have had you 

back at the museum without ever touching this precious stone.” Someone whispered in 

his ear. 
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Bobby glanced up. A man towered over him, his pale, white skull devoid of hair. 

His face was youthful but his red eyes bore the weight of years. He wore a long, black 

coat over a black shirt, open at the throat. The edge of a tattoo could be seen just at the 

edge of the shirt. A scar the shape of a star marred the pale flesh of his left cheek. “What 

do you see?” 

 Bobby studied the bright, fiery eyes. “I’m not sure. But, it’s wonderful.” 

 “It is isn’t it? No one seems to understand it.” 

 “But, you do?” 

 “Yes. I do.” The man’s red tongue darted over his teeth. “Would you like to know 

more about it?” 

 Bobby nodded as his mind filled with excitement and anticipation. He felt as if he 

were on the verge of a monumental development, as if his entire life had led to this 

moment. The man pointed to the image of the mutilated woman. 

“This woman’s mother became pregnant. The new child within her mother was a 

boy, an heir to great power.  This woman could not abide such a threat to her power from 

her unborn brother. She was jealous and plotted to have her mother killed so the child 

would never be born. But, someone told the unborn child.” 

Bobby felt something stir within him, an anticipation, an excitement unlike 

anything he had ever felt. His hands trembled in anticipation. His forehead beaded with 

sweat. His heart raced. “He wasn’t happy his sister wanted him to die, was he?” He 

whispered. 

The pale man smiled. “No, he was not happy. In fact, so powerful was this new 

ruler that he sprang forth from his mother’s womb fully grown. His rage knew no limits. 
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He took a large, golden knife and he hacked his sister to pieces and threw all but her head 

down the mountainside.” 

Bobby’s eyes glittered with excitement as he watched the man’s scar glow with 

the crimson flush of blood. He closed his eyes and savored the story, saw the attack on 

the unsuspecting sister; smelled the blood flowing. He licked his lips in anticipation. 

“What was the man’s name?” 

The pale man smiled and his face glowed with triumph. “He was not a man. He 

was a god. And his name is one you’ll grow to love and revere. Would you like to know 

more?” 

The teenager nodded, his life now irrevocably altered, driven down a new, deadly 

path of his own choosing. “Yes!” 

“What is your name?” 

“Robert. Although most people call me Bobby.” He frowned. 

“You shouldn’t let people talk down to you, Robert. You’re not from around here, 

are you?” 

“No. I’m from the United States.” His eyes strayed back to the stone disc. 

“What part?” The pale man leaned toward him. 

“Shreveport, Louisiana. My Dad owns an oil company there.” 

Bobby watched the pale man lean away from him and his eyes drifted to gaze up 

at the edge of the excavation pit. “Have you ever heard of a little town called Lakeside?” 

Bobby nodded. “Yeah. It’s just north of Shreveport. Are you from Louisiana?” 

“Oh, no. But, I’ve heard of the alligators and the swamps and I hear the hunting is 

good.” His gaze remained pointed upward and Bobby looked toward the rim of the pit. 
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The Captain stood on the edge of the pit with his pipe clenched in his teeth and his arms 

crossed over his chest. 

“Bobby, come with me. Now.” His voice drifted down into the pit. 

“I’ll be right there.” Bobby shouted up to the man. He bent over and picked up the 

camera and began to snap pictures of the disc. 

The pale man looked away as the Captain walked away from the pit. “Oh, yes, 

Lakeside. I’ve been there, you know. It has wonderful secrets. Have you ever seen a 

water moccasin?” His gaze returned to Bobby. Bobby lowered the camera. 

“Yes. We call them cotton mouth snakes.” 

The pale man smiled. “Yes. They have the most perfect white mouth with fangs 

that you can hardly see. And, before you know it, they strike.” The pale man took the 

camera out of Bobby’s hands and motioned toward the stone disc. “Let me get a picture 

of the famous Robert Ketrick in front of his find.” 

Bobby nodded and stood in front of the disc and his mind filled with pride and 

excitement. “It is my find, isn’t it?” 

The camera clicked in the pale man’s hands. “Oh, yes. It was your destiny to find 

it. It was put here for a reason. And, you are that reason. Robert, you have a great and 

glorious future ahead of you.” 

Bobby took the camera from the man’s bony hands. “Yes, I do. I just know it.” 

“You must strike while the opportunity presents itself.” The pale man smiled and 

exposed glistening white teeth. 

Bobby looked into the man’s red eyes. “Yes.” 

“Starting today.” The pale man glanced down at the stone and pointed. “Look.” 
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A small, brown scorpion scurried out from under the edge of the carving. The 

man picked up the scorpion and its body wriggled in panic. He held the scorpion above 

his open mouth just as Bobby had held the scorpion over Consuela. The man slurped and 

with one fluid motion swallowed the arachnid. He smiled and pulled aside his shirt to 

expose the right side of his upper chest. “Watch.” He whispered. 

Bobby felt his heart race in anticipation and amazement as the tattoo of a scorpion 

appeared on the man’s skin. He gazed up into the man’s red eyes and for a second 

something dark appeared. It was a spiral, beginning just below the man’s right eye and 

winding its way in a hypnotic coil around the man’s eye to end just above eyebrow. It 

slowly faded as the man’s eyes turned from the snake tattoo back to Bobby. 

“Yes, a sign.” The red eyes gleamed. “You belong to me, now.” 

Bobby held out the camera to a passing archeology office worker. “Can you take 

our picture? Por favor?” 

The worker took the camera and nodded. The pale man put an arm around 

Bobby’s shoulders and where his flesh touched Bobby’s neck it felt as cold as ice. Bobby 

shivered as the officer worker snapped their picture. 

“I’d better get back to the museum. The Captain will be waiting for me.” Bobby 

looked into the eyes of the pale man. 

“Of course. Would you mind if I came by later to talk?” He said. 

“No. I’m staying in the hacienda beside the museum.” 

The pale man placed his hands behind his back and turned away. Bobby cast one 

last longing look at the disc. He leaned forward and let his hand stray across the rough 

stone. It felt like electricity danced up his arm and he gasped and he drew in a deep 
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breath. For a second, he saw the woman’s body, saw the blood, smelled the ancient odor 

of fear and evil. He smiled and scrambled up the ladder from the pit. 

 

When he arrived at the museum hacienda, it was apparent something was 

happening. Night had fallen and the courtyard was lit with many torches. The Captain 

and his wife lived in a two-story hacienda attached to the museum. Servants were 

bustling around the courtyard and up and down the stairs to the second floor entrance of 

the house. Bobby hurried into the main courtyard. The air was hot and muggy and 

smelled of antiseptic and sweat. A scream echoed down from the second floor. Bobby 

stopped a short woman hurrying by with a pan of water. 

“Maria, what is happening?” 

Maria’s eyes were wide with fear. “It is the Mistress of the House. She is having 

the baby.” 

Bobby watched her hurry away and looked up at the balcony. The Captain stood 

there minus his hat and his shirt was soaked with sweat. “Bobby, good you’re back. Be 

on watch for Dr. Santiago. I was hoping we could get back to the states, but Christine is 

in labor.” 

Another scream cut through the air and Bobby flinched. He thought about the 

stone disc. He pictured the pregnant mother giving birth to a full-grown man capable of 

hacking his sister to death. Why did he think such things at a time like this? He liked 

Christine. She had been kind to him over the last few months when most of the adults at 

the museum ignored him. She had seen his potential and had asked him to help find the 

disc of Coatlicue, the mother of the woman on the stone. Where had that mother’s 
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compassion gone? How could a mother sit by and watch as her daughter is killed? But, in 

spite of his confusion, even as he thought the name, his heart raced and his blood grew 

warm. 

“Bobby?” the Captain’s voice pulled him out of his reverie. “I’m serious about the 

doctor.” 

“Is Christine in trouble?” 

The Captain looked down from the balcony and was silent for a long time. 

Emotions played across his usually stoic face. He wiped at an eye. “Yes.” Was all he 

could manage and then he turned and disappeared into the hacienda. 

“Am I interrupting something?” 

Bobby turned and the pale man stood in the open archway leading into the 

courtyard. “No. My teacher is having her baby. She may be in trouble.” 

Bobby watched the man’s face flush with crimson. For a second a smile played 

across his lips. “That is regrettable. Although I can assure you she will have this child and 

he will be just fine.” 

Bobby’s forehead wrinkled in thought. “How do you know?” 

“I know many things. For instance, Robert, what do you think about the number 

thirteen?” 

Bobby blinked in confusion. “Thirteen? What does that have to do with 

anything?” 

“It is a special number. Many people fear it out of superstition. But, there is a 

special significance to it that only you will be able to appreciate.” 



 17 

Bobby flinched as another scream tore through the air. He looked over his 

shoulder at the balcony and then back at the pale man. “I don’t understand.” 

“Of course, you don’t right now. But, you will. You see, this child that is born this 

night will have an impact on your destiny.” The pale man stepped closer to Bobby and 

the flickering torchlight of the courtyard reflected in his red eyes. “There are many things 

you must accomplish in the coming years. When the time comes, you will realize the 

significance of the number thirteen. This baby that is to be born tonight will stand in your 

way.” 

“What must I do?” 

“Ah, I’m afraid he must be eliminated. Survival of the fittest, Robert. Only the 

strongest survive.” Another scream came from the balcony, the loudest so far and it died 

with a whimper. 

“I’m having difficulty understanding all of this. “ Bobby said as he glanced over 

his shoulder. A faint trembling began in his stomach. 

“Everything that is happening is part of a grand plan, Robert. And, you are the 

focus of that plan. You must return to Louisiana and, in time, replace your father. With 

his fortune at your disposal, I will show you how to build a power base.” 

Bobby studied the man’s red eyes and felt a shiver course over him. For a second, 

he felt a sense of dread at the man’s words. But the prospect of acquiring power was too 

attractive. It was something he had desired all of his life. And, the idea of doing away 

with his drunken father and his fourth wife was a very pleasing temptation. 
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“Bobby, who is this gentleman?” The Captain was suddenly behind him. Bobby 

whirled. The Captain held a bloody blanket to his chest. The head of a baby lolled against 

his bloody shirt. 

“Is that your baby?” Bobby asked. 

The Captain looked down at the child and blinked. “Yes. His name is John.” 

Bobby leaned forward and watched the newborn child squirm in his father’s 

grasp. For a fleeting second, the baby’s eyes flew open and the startling color of 

turquoise gleamed in the torchlight. The Captain looked over Bobby’s shoulder. 

“I asked you who that man was. He’s not Doctor Santiago.” 

 “Just someone I met at the dig.” 

The pale man smiled and exposed his white teeth and red gums. “My name is 

Lucas.” 

The Captain was silent for a moment and his greenish blue eyes stay riveted on 

the pale man. “I don’t want you to have anything to do with him, Bobby.” 

Bobby nodded. “Of course, Captain. I’ll show him out.” 

Above them, another scream pierced the night. The Captain grabbed Bobby’s arm 

and thrust the baby into his arms. “Here. Hold him until Consuela comes for him. My 

wife needs me.” The Captain hurried away and disappeared up the stairs. 

“What a beautiful child.” Lucas smiled. 

“I think you need to go.” Bobby said. He glanced at the squirming baby in his 

arms. 

“I will go. In a moment. But, first, I must tell you more about the child you hold 

in your hands.” Lucas leaned forward and a finger strayed toward the baby. He paused 
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just before touching the baby’s forehead. “I told you that your destiny was connected to 

him. But, it would seem that destiny may have given you an unprecedented opportunity.” 

Lucas walked across the courtyard and up the stairs. “Come. Follow me.” 

Bobby glanced at the baby and hurried after the man. He stopped at the top of the 

stairs as another scream echoed from the depths of the house. “What are you talking 

about?” 

Lucas leaned on the stone railing and smiled. “Pick the baby up by the leg.” 

Bobby frowned. “Why?” 

“Trust me.” 

Bobby blinked as something swelled within him, a heat that burned its way to his 

fingertips. He reached down and took the baby’s right leg in his hand and gently lifted the 

baby into the air. The baby’s blanket fluttered to the ground. 

“Good. Now lift him up in the air.” Lucas’ voice grew hoarse. 

Bobby lifted the naked baby up until his face was level with his, his arms and left 

leg dangling. The baby ceased his squirming and for a second, his eyes flickered open as 

if to study Bobby. 

“Now, hold him out over the railing.” Lucas had drawn closer, his face now 

clearly visible. His scar was crimson with emotion. 

Bobby looked at him. “Over the rail?” 

“Yes. One quick release and your future is secure. Just like you dropped the 

scorpion.” 

Bobby blinked. “How did you know?” 
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The pale man was very close and his eyes gleamed in the scant light. “I know 

everything about you Robert. Your mother committed suicide after trying to kill your 

father. You were only eight, right? But, I know the truth. You shot your father and your 

mother tried to stop you. The gun accidentally went off and she died. Your father was too 

drunk to remember that you were the one who tried to kill him. And, you were the one 

who killed your mother.” 

Bobby began to tremble and his grip weakened on the baby’s leg. “No one knows 

that.” 

“I told you I have had an eye on you for some time. I have been there to guide you 

along your way. And, now, if you listen carefully to my advice, I will complete you.” 

Bobby felt the heat intensify and felt his mind blur. An inexorable force seized his 

mind and he lifted the baby higher as he reached over the edge of the stone railing. 

Lucas leaned over the railing and glanced at the ground below. “Good. Now, just 

relax your grip. One simple movement and your adversary is gone. And, all you have to 

do is say it was an accident. You were running up the stairs to help Christine . . .” 

“Son of the devil! What are you doing?” Bobby whirled and Consuela appeared 

out of the darkness. Huge, red welts covered her face from the scorpion stings. She 

snared the baby from Bobby’s grasp and pulled him to her chest. 

The Captain appeared through an open doorway. His face was waxen and sweaty. 

“What is happening?” 

Consuela retrieved the blanket and wrapped it around the baby. “Bobby was 

going to drop the baby over the balcony.” 

The Captain glared at Bobby. “Is this true?” 
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“I don’t know, sir. I just lost my mind, I guess.” Bobby fumbled for words. He 

watched the man’s face redden with anger. 

The Captain glanced at Lucas. “Take your friend and get off my property. Now.” 

“But, sir . . .” Bobby reached toward the Captain and he stepped between him and 

the baby. 

“Now. Pack up your things and have your friend drop you off at the airport. You 

can catch the first flight out in the morning. I don’t want you around my son another 

moment.” He took Consuela by the shoulder and led her inside. In the distance, one weak 

scream echoed from his wife. 

“You have failed your first test, Bobby.” Lucas whispered. 

Bobby flinched when he heard the name. He studied the man’s features hidden in 

shadows. “What have you done to me?” 

“I have done nothing. You have done this to yourself. Every choice you have ever 

made has led to this moment. Come. I’ll take you to the airport. When you get home, you 

can begin the completion of this plan. Soon you will be eighteen and you can finish the 

business you started with your father. And then, you will inherit his company and his 

riches.” 

Bobby looked at the closed door to the house he had once called home. Down that 

hallway was the woman who had been the closest thing he had to a mother. “What about 

the baby?” 

Lucas shrugged. “He will try and stop you some day. And, when that day comes, 

you must kill him.” 
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This “deleted chapter” was the original second chapter. It is notable because it 
introduced a character cut from the first novel due to word count restraints. This scene 
was shown briefly in the flashback Jonathan Steel experienced in Sheriff Sweeney’s 
office. The character of “Toady” will return in future novels. But, this scene may never 
be seen in its entirety in this context. Originally, the character of “Mikey” was to be an 
important role for the Archangel Michael and he was to have appeared throughout the 
novel in various places. His role was reduced considerably to that of “Ralph”. 

 

Twenty-seven years later 

Off the Gulf Coast of Alabama 

Unidentified Caucasian Male 

 

 Toady grabbed at the railing on the yacht as another wave crashed over the side. 

The wave doused him in salty water and stung his eyes as he was almost washed 

overboard into the dark waters. Lightning illuminated the night sky and for an instant he 

felt like he was frozen in mid air. Then, he lost his grip and slid forward toward the door 

leading onto the bridge. 

 “You’d best hang on there, mister, or you’ll be washed into the drink.”  

Today squinted into the rainy darkness. A tall man with white hair and pale blue 

eyes leaned over him and helped him to his feet. 

 “Who are you?” Toady pushed his long, stringy hair out of his face. 

 “Mikey. Before we left dock yesterday, Steve didn’t show up so the Captain 

asked me to help out.” Mikey grabbed the bridge door and pulled it open and pushed 

Toady inside. 

 Toady leaned against the console and caught his breath. The inside of the bridge 

was dry and the air was hazy with pipe smoke. The Captain turned from his instruments 

and the pitching of the bridge deck seemed not to affect him. His eyes burned with 
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ferocity in the shadow of his panama hat. His face was illuminated by the glow from his 

Meerschaum pipe. 

 “Did he break?” The Captain asked. 

 Toady pulled his windbreaker down over his misshapen body and swallowed. 

“No, sir. He wouldn’t say a thing.” 

 The pipe bowl flared with an inhaled breath and the burning fires of hell lit up the 

Captain’s relentless gaze. “He doesn’t know where . . .?” 

 “If he does, Captain, he’s not saying.” Toady pushed his wet hair out of his eyes. 

 The Captain continued to stare at him. “What were you doing out on the deck?” 

 Toady’s heart raced and he averted his eyes. “I took the wrong way and ended up 

outside.” 

 “You fool!” The Captain swayed with the pitching of the ship and deftly caught a 

bulkhead. He motioned to a door leading down into the bowels of the ship. “You could 

have come up that way. Are my assistants bringing him to the bridge?” 

 Toady nodded. “Yes, sir.” 

 The Captain’s gaze settled on him. “You could have been washed overboard. 

Need I remind you that if it weren’t for me, you would be rotting away in prison? Look at 

you. You’re a pitiful excuse for a doctor. But still, I need every man. Even you.” 

 Toady felt the old humiliation cower him, felt his heart burn with shame. He 

looked up. “Mikey helped me.” He pointed behind him and turned to find the rest of the 

bridge empty. 

 “Mikey?” The Captain glanced over Toady’s shoulder. 
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 “Yeah, Steve didn’t show so Mikey . . .” He stopped as the inner door opened. 

Two men appeared dragging the nude body of another man between them. They threw 

him onto the hardwood deck of the bridge. The man’s eyes were swollen shut from the 

beatings. A huge cut in the hairline leaked blood across his face. His fingers were swollen 

and angulated from the fractures. Toady drew a deep breath as he studied the fallen man. 

Had he taken the torture too far? Had he finally killed the only friend he had on Earth? 

Toady relaxed when he saw the man’s chest move. The Captain drew in a lungful of 

smoke from his pipe, his hand locked on the bulkhead as the yacht rolled in the rough 

seas. 

 “He wouldn’t break?” He stated. He eyed the two men who seemed to shrink 

back. “Toady tried everything?” 

One of the men nodded. The Captain pulled in a lungful of smoke. “Well, I guess 

we can’t salvage this situation. Toady!” 

 Toady tore his eyes away from the man’s beaten body. “Yes, sir?” 

 “Drag him outside and throw him overboard.” 

 Toady cast one eye at the two men and they shrugged and disappeared back into 

the hold. “But, he’ll drown.” 

 The Captain’s face flushed red with the pipe fire. “That’s the idea.” 

 “But, he’s . . .” Toady stopped, swallowed and tried to calm down. “What if he 

lives?” 

 The Captain stood still as the world heaved around him. His eyes remained 

riveted to Toady. Slowly he knelt beside the man’s body. “I don’t think that will happen, 

Toady. But, just in case. . .” 
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 He reached a hand under the man’s head and lifted it away from the deck. He 

lowered his face close to the man’s ear. Toady leaned forward and strained to hear the 

Captain’s words. 

 “Beware the demon of the spiral eye.” The Captain said clearly into the man’s ear. 

He let the man’s head drop and it plopped onto the hardwood floor. As the Captain stood 

up, the man began to tremble. His limbs began to shake and writhe with muscle spasms. 

His swollen eyes opened and for an instance, the man’s turquoise eyes were visible in a 

sea of blood. He gasped and began to seize. The Captain motioned with his pipe. 

 “Toady, get him overboard while he’s having a seizure.” 

 Toady watched the man’s limbs contract and shake and his eyes stared emptily 

into space. Toady was petrified with fear. 

 “Toady!” The Captain’s voice thundered across the bridge. “Now!” 

 Toady moved into action and grabbed the man under the armpits. He pulled him 

across the wooden planking toward the door. He kicked it open and the wind and rain 

tore across the bridge. He glanced up and saw the Captain’s figure unmoving and stoic in 

the midst of the storm. 

 Outside, he pulled the trembling body of the man down the deck out of view from 

the bridge. Rain lashed across his face and the wind tore at his body. He felt a hand on his 

back. 

 “Need some help?” 

 Toady turned and saw Mikey leaning against the deck wall. His white hair was 

plastered to his head and a dark blue rain suit glistened in the lightning. “No. I’ve got 

him.” 
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 Toady had to get past Mikey to where he had stashed the backpack. He had 

purposely come outside on the deck to hide it because he knew the Captain would throw 

the man overboard. 

 “Are you looking for this?” Mikey held up the red backpack. 

 Toady blanched as another spike of lightning flashed across the deck. “Yes.” 

 “I put another empty two liter drink bottle in it. It should keep him afloat.” 

 Toady almost dropped the man’s body. “What?” 

 “Let’s get it on him and get him into the water before the Captain finds out.” 

Mikey reached forward and took the man in his arms and lifted him effortlessly 

out of Toady’s grasp. He handed Toady the backpack and Toady started threading it over 

the man’s swollen arms. 

 “No, don’t put it on the regular way.” Mikey said as the wind almost drowned out 

his words. “Put it on backwards with the pack in the front. It will keep his head above 

water.” 

 Toady nodded and slid the straps over the man’s arms. Mikey turned the man’s 

body over with his back facing Toady. “Now fasten the straps.” 

 Toady fastened a strap between the two armbands across the man’s back. He 

reached around to the pack and pulled a waistband across the man’s back. He fastened it 

and Mikey pushed the man’s body into Toady’s arms. 

 “He’s stopped the seizure.” Mikey said. “He’ll be all right, now.” 

 Toady looked down at the man’s bruised and swollen face and felt a hot tear run 

down his cheek. “He was my only friend. I can’t let him die.” 

 “I know.” Mikey placed a hand on Toady’s shoulder. “He’ll be fine. I promise.” 
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 Toady twisted in the lashing rain and wind and placed the man’s back on the 

railing. He lifted the man’s feet and pushed him overboard. The man’s body disappeared 

into the darkness at the base of the ship. Toady squinted and a flash of lightning filled the 

night with light. There, floating on the water was the man’s body, his face up. He turned 

and Mikey was nowhere to be seen. Toady turned back to the ancient, relentless sea and 

wiped the hot tears from his face. He recalled the Captains’ last words to the man. 

‘Beware the demon of the spiral eye’. It was a phrase intended to trigger massive changes 

in the man’s brain. But, was there more to the phrase than just a subliminal trigger? He 

shuddered with dread and glimpsed the man floating toward the distant shore. 

 “Go with God, my friend.” 
 
  



 28 

This “deleted chapter” takes place a couple of weeks before Christmas when Jonathan 
Steel is trying to get the condo fixed up for Richard and April’s arrival. It gives a 
premonition of the evil events that take place when Braxton arrives. 
 

CHAPTER 9 

 

During the following weeks, April and her father would visit on every other 

weekend. Steel would clean up the house, buy groceries, and have steaks and baked 

potatoes waiting for them when they would pull up in the driveway on Friday evenings. 

He became a good friend with Richard. He learned that April’s mother had died five 

years before of breast cancer. Richard had never remarried and his well-kept appearance 

hid his profound sadness. Steel would find him standing alone on the highest balcony 

outside the third floor bedroom gazing out at the sea lost in memories of his wife. Maybe 

having memories wasn't such a good thing after all. 

When they came on the weekends, Richard and April made him feel at home, as if 

he were becoming a part of their family. But, April kept a comfortable distance. Steel’s 

heart ached every time he saw her. He had to remind himself of his promise not to get 

involved with her. When they would leave on Sunday afternoon, his world would pale 

and contract. He missed them deeply by the time they were scarcely a mile down the 

road. His only solace came with the hope of seeing them again. 

Steel had hoped they would come for Thanksgiving but learned April and her 

father planned a ski trip to Colorado. Desperate for a change of pace, he drove the work 

truck down to Orlando and spent the week. Surrounded by families, he hoped new 

memories would surface. Nothing happened. By the Friday after Thanksgiving, he’d had 
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enough of the theme parks and the crowds and drove back to the condo. He spent a quiet, 

lonely Thanksgiving weekend watching the ocean. On Sunday evening, the phone rang. 

“Jonathan?” April’s voice filled his emptiness. 

“April? How are you?” 

“Great! We had lots of snow and the skiing was good for this early in the season. I 

just wanted to call and say ‘Happy Thanksgiving’. I hope you weren’t too lonely.” 

“I went to Disney World for a few days. Mickey and Goofy kept me company and 

made me laugh. But, it wasn’t the same as being with the two of you.” He tried to keep 

the emotion out of his voice. He longed to tell her he missed her. Silence filled the air. 

Finally, April answered. 

“We’ve decided to come and spend Christmas at the condo. I hope that doesn’t 

interfere with your plans.” 

Steel’s heart raced. “Do I need to leave? I mean, if you’re having family and 

friends in for the holidays, you won’t want me around.” 

“We have no other family, Jonathan. We want you to stay. Will you?” Did he 

imagine a note of excitement in her voice? 

“I might be able to clear my calendar. I was to spend the week on the French 

Riviera. But, I’ll make the sacrifice and stay at the condo.” 

April laughed, music to soothe Steel’s heart. “Thanks for agreeing to spend your 

holiday with the common folk. I’ll see you in a few weeks.” He listened to the line go 

dead and smiled. What a great Christmas present. He had a lot of work to do. 

Steel worked extra hard with the painting and remodeling. He even started on a 

storage shed Richard wanted built beneath the front deck. Maybe he would have it 
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finished by Christmas, a nice gift for Richard. He would use the tools in Richard’s well-

stocked garage. 

 Steel drew up the plans for the tool shed and found he had a natural affinity for 

building. He wondered if he had been a carpenter in his former life. The shed was coming 

along nicely when the winter rains moved in. Water dripped constantly from the deck 

overhead and Steel realized he would have to do something to keep the contents of the 

shed dry. 

One night, he worked long into the hours of the early morning and realized he 

would have to give up. He couldn’t possibly finish it before Christmas. About three 

o’clock in the morning, his arms and hands tired from sawing and nailing, he consigned 

himself to failure. The open end of the tool shed looked out onto the beach and rain fell 

from the sky in buckets. Steel had even purchased a nail gun to speed up his work but it 

had not been enough. Somewhere within him, he felt a burning hatred for defeat. He 

never gave up. Never. He wiped his brow with a red rag and gazed out across the rain 

soaked sand toward the ocean.  

Something moved across his vision and his heart quickened. He laid the nail gun 

on the worktable next to the power saw and reached up to flick off the work light. 

Darkness surrounded him and a faint glow from a light farther up the beach gave sparse 

light to the night. Steel walked to the entrance of the shed and gazed out over the beach. 

Far in the distance, against the edge of the surf, something moved in the light. He stepped 

out into the rain, drenched instantly to the skin. He hurried across the beach and stood at 

the water’s edge. There, etched in the sand was a huge spiral with a crude eye drawn in 

the center. A wave washed across the spiral and it sunk out of sight. 
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 “What the . . .” He started to speak when he heard the door slam to the shed. He 

whirled and saw movement again. Steel ran across the beach back to the shed. He flicked 

on the light. The nail gun had been moved from the worktable and lay on the floor 

nearby. The power saw was untouched. But, the shed was empty. He ran back out to the 

beach. It was empty of life. 

 It took him twenty minutes to completely search the condo. Nothing had been 

disturbed. Nothing was missing. He locked all the doors and windows and set the security 

alarm. If he hadn’t have found the nail gun on the floor, he could have passed the whole 

affair off as a hallucination, born out of loneliness and fatigue. But, something had 

happened. Someone had been there. 

Steel showered and stood in his bedroom with the lights out, eyes riveted on the 

distant beach. The only movement came from the waves. Who had drawn the spiral eye 

on the beach? Braxton was safely tucked away at the hospital. Could it have been Ross? 

He hadn’t heard from him after the incident at the gun club. Maybe Ross was goading 

him into taking come kind of retribution. It made no sense. He tried to find that still, 

small voice of tranquility he had first sensed at the hospital. It was there deep within him. 

The voice of peace. The voice of God. In the past months, he had toyed with the idea of 

reading a Bible or maybe even going to church. But, he had been afraid to. What if the 

experience proved futile? What if he didn’t believe in God? But, then he had seen evil at 

its finest hour in Braxton. And, once again, he argued with himself. If there was true evil, 

there had to be true good. As the rain streaked the window of his bedroom, he realized he 

had no control over the events that were taking place outside. He had to rely on 

something outside of himself, outside of his control. He had to use faith. He breathed a 
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small prayer to God for April’s safety and climbed into his bed. He cast one final look out 

the window. He didn’t want anything to spoil this Christmas. 
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This “deleted chapter” would have introduced Dr. Daniel Brown, also known as Toady. 
Due to word limits, his character had to be taken out. This scene, unfortunately, will 
never see the light of day. But, Toady will be back in the future books. So, you are seeing 
a scene that will never have taken place. Enjoy! 
 

CHAPTER 21 

 

 

 Steel drove his SUV up the red clay driveway and pulled to a stop beside the 

clapboard house. It sat back away from the highway and was surrounded by trees and a 

dirt turn around. When he stepped out of the car, a profound silence embraced him. The 

house was at least five miles from the nearest subdivision, nestled away in the deep 

pinewoods of northwestern Louisiana. He paused for a moment and basked in the silence, 

releasing the tension coiled in his neck muscles to the tranquility of the countryside. 

 Above him, the stars shown so brightly, the sky glowed with a luminescent glory 

that could never be seen from the city. Fireflies flickered in the distance, hovering in the 

tree line at the edge of his vision. The silence relinquished its grip and crickets sang. 

Frogs croaked and filled the night with a symphony of nature. He drew a deep breath and 

walked up to Dr. Brown’s house. The front porch sagged on crumbling cinderblocks and 

the old wood creaked as he stood in front of the door. He knocked on the door facing. 

The sound echoed in the night air. For a moment, the crickets and frogs fell silent, their 

orchestration interrupted by this foreign sound. Soon, they picked up their tempo and slid 

easily back into the natural rhythm of the night. 

 Deep within the recesses of the house, he heard muffled swearing and then the 

sound of footsteps. The door burst open and emitted pale light and a stale odor. 
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 “Who the heck could want to see me this time of night?” A voice rasped from the 

other side of the screen door. 

 Dr. Brown leaned precariously against the opened inner door, dressed in boxer 

shorts and a faded flannel shirt with the bottom two buttons fastened. Brown’s hair stood 

on end like a dead bush and he hadn’t shaved in a couple of days. He was a squat man 

with an obvious curvature in his spine. His bulbous eyes were red rimmed. He was drunk. 

Steel felt a wave of anxiety for a second. Had he met this man? He seemed vaguely 

familiar. He pushed away the feeling. 

 “Dr. Brown, I’m Jonathan Steel. May I come in and speak with you?” 

 Brown squinted and wiped a hand across his mouth. He was buying time while 

he tried to get his brain cells to work. “Just what on God’s green earth would you have to 

talk to me about at this hour?” 

 “I’ve been hired by Reverend Thomas Parker to help out with a situation at his 

church and I’d like to ask you about your connection with his wife.”  

 “Emile? Well, Mr. Steel, I refuse to discuss doctor/patient relationships with a 

total stranger. Now, you can just get off my property and put your nose in somebody 

else’s business.”  He went to close the door and something snapped inside of Steel. He 

jerked the screen door open and shoved the wooden door back into Brown’s face. 

Brown’s forehead bounced on the door edge and he fell backward across a couch. Steel 

watched him tumble slow motion over the couch onto the floor as he stepped into a 

disaster zone. 

 A recliner sat in the center of the living room, surrounded by crumpled 

newspapers, discarded food wrappings, and empty whiskey bottles. Magazines and empty 
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boxes of crackers and cookies created a maze. A television cast flickering shadows across 

the ghostly piles. The air reeked and was stale and greasy with body odor. It sickened 

Steel. He reached down and pulled Brown up off the dirty carpet. Blood trickled from a 

cut on his forehead. 

 “Now, Dr. Brown, you’re going to get sober and you’re going to answer some 

questions. My patience is growing thin. So we’re going to take a little shower, 

understand?” 

 Brown’s eyes blinked as he tried to regain composure and finally focused on 

Steel’s face. “You son of a . . .. “ 

 Steel cut him off, pulling him across the living room floor, stacks of magazines 

and boxes toppling as he dragged Brown’s struggling figure behind him. He paused in the 

hallway behind the living room and glanced once at the kitchen. Dishes covered with 

petrified food remains from the Clinton era filled the sink. To his left another hallway led 

back into the house and he found the bathroom. He pulled aside the shower curtain and 

lifted Brown into the tub. Brown tried to get up but Steel pressed him back against the 

tiles, turning on the cold water with his free hand. The water hit Brown in the face and he 

screamed. 

 Steel backed off, strangely familiar with this ritual. Every time Brown tried to get 

out of the tub, he would gently push him back under the stream of water. Finally, Brown 

collapsed in the tub, weak from fighting. 

 “I’m going to make some coffee. That is if you have anything in this house 

besides booze. If you get out of this tub before I come back, I’ll personally sit on top of 

you to keep you in the tub. You understand?” Steel managed through clenched teeth. His 
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face felt tense with anger, his neck hot. Where had this anger come from? He didn’t know 

but it was serving him well at the moment so he went with it. He slammed the bathroom 

door behind him and flipped on the light in the kitchen. 

 Brown’s only companions, roaches, scurried into hiding. Steel searched through 

cabinets filled with dirty glasses and chipped dishes until he found an unopened can of 

coffee. Probably had been a house-warming gift. He found a coffeepot in the corner 

behind a pile of food-encrusted pans. He paused as he pulled the pot into the open and 

still heard the shower running. He hoped Brown wasn’t drowning. He didn’t want to have 

to use mouth to mouth. 

 After he had the coffee going, he went back to the bathroom. Brown sat in the tub 

retching, the odor of alcohol so strong it made Steel dizzy. Steel reached down and held 

the man’s head while his body responded to the heaving until he stopped. He pulled the 

shirt off of Brown’s back and tossed it in the trash. Crouched in the tub without his shirt, 

the man looked even more like a frog. 

 “What’d you do that turned you into this?” Steel mumbled under his breath. He 

turned off the cold water and turned on the hot water. “Can you clean yourself up?”  

 Brown looked up at him. The fight had gone out of his eyes and he nodded. Steel 

opened a nearby cabinet and found a towel and washrag, musty with disuse and placed 

them on the commode. He handed the washrag through the shower curtain and the wet 

pair of boxers hit the wall. He dropped them into the trash. The man was beginning to 

fight back. 

 Steel went back into the living room and began to examine the shelves. He found 

five bottles of unfinished whiskey and scotch and took them to the kitchen and emptied 
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them into the sink. He went through the rest of the house, searching all the hiding places 

and retrieved all of the alcohol he could find. He knew exactly where to look. He had 

done this before. 

 The bathroom door opened and Brown emerged with the towel around his waist. 

His hair was plastered to his skull and water dripped from his stubbled chin. He was 

hunched over by the curvature of his spine and he limped toward Steel. “If it’s OK with 

you, I’m going to my bedroom to get a robe.”  

 “When you get back, we’ll talk.” He heard Brown stumble into the bedroom and 

heard him curse because his stash was missing. He appeared in the door with a robe 

pulled around him. “Where’s my . . .stuff?” 

 Steel pointed to the sink as he poured coffee into two of the cleanest cups he 

could find. “Down the drain.” 

 Brown’s face reddened. “Who gave you the right to come in here and mess up 

my life?” 

 Steel reached into the refrigerator and retrieved two ice cubes and placed them in 

a cup of coffee. “Looks like you took care of the messy part. I’m here to help straighten it 

out. You can go on killing yourself after I’m off the scene. But, for now, I need you 

sober. Here, drink this coffee.” 

 Brown grimaced as Steel pushed the cup into his hands. “If you don’t drink it, I’ll 

hold you down and pour it down your throat.” 

 Brown stumbled to the kitchen table and collapsed in a chair. He sipped at the 

coffee and made a face. “It’s nasty.” 
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 “I put some crushed aspirin in it. Found them in the medicine cabinet. You’ll 

need something for the pain you’ll feel later on. Now, drink all of it and then you can 

start on this second cup.” 

 Brown gulped down the lukewarm coffee and set the cup on the table. Steel 

placed the second cup in front of him and went to get a third. After the fourth cup, 

Brown’s eyes began to clear and he gagged. 

 “Keep it down, or I’ll make another pot.” Steel threatened. 

 “Why don’t you just let me die?” Brown whispered. His eyes were moist and 

filled with hopelessness. 

 “I don’t know.” Steel had pondered that question, too. But, somewhere in the 

recesses of his mind, that voice whispered for him to help this man. 

The man wiped his eyes. He looked down at his hands. “My God, what have I 

done to myself?” 

 “How long has it been since you were sober?”  

 Brown sipped at his coffee and grimaced. He rubbed his head. “Weeks, months, I 

don’t know.” 

 “You need help, Dr. Brown.” 

 “Yeah, I’ve heard that one before. I’ve been to all the programs. I know the drills. 

I play out the script and they let me go. Then, I come home and I start where I left off.” 

He turned and studied Steel with his intense, brown eyes. “You can’t save me, Mr. Steel. 

No one can.” 

 “About Emile.” 

 “I can’t tell you anything. I’m sworn to secrecy.” 
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 “That cup of coffee suddenly give you integrity?” Steel’s voice flattened. “Now 

that you’re sober, you have a sudden streak of morality?” 

 “It has nothing to do with morality.” Brown whispered as he studied the bottom 

of his coffee cup. “I left that behind long ago.” 

 Steel nodded. He took out his wallet and retrieved a card. “Here’s my cell phone 

number. When you get ready to talk, give me a call.” 

 “Yeah, right.” 

 Steel stood up and glanced around at this man’s hellhole. “Enjoy your brief 

sobriety.” 

 Brown studied the card and then looked at him with puzzlement on his face. “For 

someone who likes to help people, you sure are violent.” 

 Steel stepped over the piles of magazines. “So I’ve been told.” 

 

 Steel stopped beside his car and pulled fresh air into his lungs. He had to flush 

the bad air out of his system afraid he might suddenly become self-destructive. He started 

his car and pulled out of the driveway. As soon as he passed the first trees screening the 

road from the house, he pulled off the road and stopped the car. He hurried back up the 

driveway, this time moving quietly so as not to disturb the cricket symphony. 

 A small window looked into Brown’s bathroom. He had opened the curtains 

slightly so he could come back and look in from the outside. Brown stood in the 

bathroom with the top off the back of the commode where he had the other stash. He had 

taken a small candle and spoon out of a drawer and was pouring a small pile of white 
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powder from a plastic envelope into the spoon. Heroin. He had noticed the needle tracks 

on the man’s arms when he took off his flannel shirt. 

 Steel eased around to the back of the house where he had unlocked the back door 

during his inspection tour. Quietly, he opened the door and slipped down the hall and 

kicked opened the bathroom door. Brown looked up, his face startled, the needle in hand. 

Steel slapped the syringe out of Brown’s hand and shoved him back into the tub. The 

shower curtain tore loose from the ceiling and Brown tumbled in, shrouded by the 

curtain. 

 Steel slammed his bare fist down on the lighted candle, squashing it and spraying 

hot wax across the bathroom console. He picked the syringe up from the floor and 

squirted the contents into the commode. He broke the needle off against the hard tile of 

the wall. Brown struggled up out of the curtain, swearing and swinging. Steel dodged the 

feeble blows and caught him by the neck. 

 “I could kill you with one squeeze, Brown. I’m a desperate man on a mission and 

right now, you’re in the way. Don’t push me any more.” 

 Brown gasped in the strangle hold and his eyes bulged. Steel’s vision faded. His 

father hung from his hand. His face was covered with blood and his hair was matted. His 

breath was rich with alcohol as he managed a swollen smile and mumbled. “Go ahead 

and kill me, kid. I deserve it.” 

 Steel gasped, releasing Brown and he tumbled back into the tub with a thud. Steel 

blinked. Now he knew where the feelings had come from. His father had been drunk. 

How many times had he sobered up his father? How many times had he danced with his 

father’s demons? Brown looked up at him with tears in his eyes as he started to sob. His 
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sobs wracked his body and he fell over to lie in the tub. Brown’s eyes filled with tears 

and snot streamed from his nose. He sat up and wiped his face. Steel reached behind him 

and grabbed a handful of toilet paper. “Where’s the rest of your stash?” 

 Brown blew his nose and stared blankly at the wall. “Under the kitchen sink. In 

the wood box by the fireplace. In the old cigar box by my bed. That’s it. I swear.” 

 Steel stood up and paused at the door to the bathroom. “Stay in that tub until I get 

back. Understand?” 

 Brown nodded blankly while blood trickled from the cut on his forehead, staining 

his white, crumpled robe. Steel went through the house as meticulously as the junk would 

allow him. Now that he knew to look for something other than whiskey bottles, he found 

three more stashes. Just like Brown had told him. But, while going through a roll top desk 

in the second bedroom, he found an envelope with newspaper clippings. 

 Dated five years previous, the clippings detailed the death of a well-known city 

councilman during a routine office visit. It seemed that Dr. Daniel Brown had been 

performing minor surgery and had injected a cocaine-like solution directly into the skin. 

An article went on to say that this was common practice but that Dr. Brown had mixed up 

the solution ten times stronger than it should have been. The patient suffered a massive 

stroke and died twenty-four hours later. Subsequent investigation proved that Dr. Brown 

had been drinking the morning of the procedure. The articles detailed the ensuing 

investigation and lawsuit by the patient’s family. Brown had gone to jail for a few months 

and then had been released. His license to practice medicine had been revoked. 

 Steel placed the clippings back into the envelope and walked back into the den 

and over to the fireplace. He tossed the envelope onto the cold ashes and found a match 
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on the mantle. Making sure the flue was open, he lit the envelope and watched Daniel 

Brown’s past go up in smoke. Returning to the desk, he found one last item. A savings 

account book written in long hand showed two deposits of $10,000 in the last six months. 

Interesting. 

 When Steel opened the bathroom door, Brown stood in front of the mirror, 

combing his wet hair away from the bloody cut. “I look terrible.” He shook his head. 

Steel took him by the arm and led him out to the living room. He kicked magazines and 

boxes aside and sat Brown on the couch. Reaching into his pocket, he took out his cell 

phone and dialed a number. With the other hand, he held up one of the packets of heroin. 

 “All I have to do is push ‘send’, Daniel, and Sheriff Sweeney will answer. He can 

be here in twenty minutes and we’ll see what he has to say about this little packet of 

sweet stuff. I don’t think you want to go back to prison. It was pretty bad, wasn’t it?” 

 Brown’s eyes widened and he saw the smoke curling in the fireplace. “What’d 

you do?” 

 “I started you on a new path, Daniel. Your past is gone. You can stay on the new 

path tonight. I can show you how. I can help you. Or, do I call the sheriff?” 

 Brown’s eyes clouded again and he fought off tears. “Would you just get out of 

my life?” 

 “No. Tell me about Emile. Why did Ketrick pay you $20,000?” 

 Brown jerked. “How? You filthy, sneaky . . . Get out of my house, now.” 

 “Fine. I’ll just take this little packet and drop it off at the police station on the 

way.” 
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 Brown crossed his arms and leaned back against the couch. “I’m not saying a 

thing, Steel.” 

 Steel dropped the packet in his pocket and walked over to a nearby shelf. He had 

spied the book earlier and now he picked it up and opened it as he walked back to Brown. 

“It says here you received this Bible on the day you were baptized, uh, twenty-five years 

ago. Doesn’t look like you’ve opened it in a long time. But, I’m guessing this was your 

home as a child and your parents are dead. At least, I hope they’re dead because I would 

hate for them to see their son in your condition turning their home into a pigsty.” He 

dropped the open book in Brown’s lap. “The book of John. Read it. Out loud.” 

 “What?” Brown gaped at him in surprise. 

 Steel held up the phone with his finger poised on the send button. “Indulge me or 

I’ll have a chat with the sheriff.” 

 Brown drew a deep breath and blew it out between his lips. The blood from the 

cut on his head had dried in a long line down his right cheek. He scratched at the clotted 

blood and squinted as he looked at the page. “In the beginning was the Word.” He looked 

up. “You’re serious, aren’t you?” 

 “Go on.” 

 For over an hour, Brown droned on as he read the book of John. At first, his 

words were halting, stuttering as the effects of the alcohol and drugs in his system still 

had effect. In time, his reading became easier. He finished and looked up. His eyes 

drifted off toward the ashes crumbled in the fireplace. “It’s been a long time since I read 

the Bible.” 
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 “The truth never changes, Daniel. Only we do. God can overlook the worst thing 

you’ve ever done. He did it with me.” At least, I hope he did, Steel thought. What terrible 

secrets from his own past lay dormant beneath the frozen surface of his memories? When 

those memories returned, would he be any better off than Brown? 

Steel turned off the phone and dropped it in his pocket. He walked over to the 

fireplace and poured the white powder onto the embers of the envelope. He heard Brown 

sigh behind him. 

 “Emile Parker wanted to have a baby. She didn’t have the money to go through a 

fertility clinic. She came to me and I called on a couple of friends who still speak to me 

and got her some help. I got some money from Ketrick to pay for it.”  

Steel turned and studied the man’s blood etched face. Emile had wanted to get 

pregnant so badly she’d sought Brown’s help? But, what did Ketrick have to do with it? 

He glanced back at Brown. “And, what about the mifepristone?” 

Brown squinted as he looked up at him. “What? Never heard of it.” 

“RU486. The morning after pill.” 

Brown shook his head and his face was etched with puzzlement. “She never 

mentioned it to me. Never asked me about it. I don’t know anything about that, Steel. 

You have to believe me.” Brown closed the Bible and rested his hand on. “I swear on the 

Bible it’s true. That’s all I can tell you, right now.” 

Steel took the Bible from Brown’s lap. “How long were you in prison?” 

Brown’s bulging eyes shifted as he looked around the house that had become his 

prison. “I don’t know. There’s an entire year of my life I can’t remember. That stuff will 

do it to you. It takes your life away.” Brown glanced up at Steel with blood shot eyes. “I 
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must have been released from prison and wandered around for months. About three years 

ago. I woke up here in my parents’ home a couple of years ago. Looks like I’m still in 

prison.” 

 Steel sighed and went into the kitchen and made another pot of coffee. Brown 

stood up shakily and rubbed his head. “My head hurts and I don’t feel so good.” He said 

as he followed Steel into the kitchen. 

 “It’s after midnight. Time for you to go to bed.” Steel took him by the arm and 

led him into the bathroom with the new pot of coffee in one hand. He placed the 

coffeepot on the bathroom console and laid the Bible next to it. He reached into the 

medicine cabinet and found the aspirin bottle. He poured out six of them onto the cabinet 

and put the bottle into his pocket. Brown watched him with a puzzled look and Steel left 

the room. He returned with a pillow and a blanket. Brown shook his head as realization 

hit. 

 “No! I’m not sleeping in here.” 

 “Yes, you are. I’ll be right outside the door. If you try to leave, I’ll find out. The 

window is too small to climb through.” 

 Brown’s eyes widened. “And, just where am I going to sleep?” 

 Steel tossed the pillow to him. And pointed. 

 “Not the tub, again.” Steel took a step towards him and Brown held up his hands 

in a gesture of surrender. “OK, I’m going.” He stepped into the tub and sat down. “It’s 

cold.” 
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 Steel inspected the room one last time. “The cold tile will feel good on your 

throbbing head later on. If you can‘t sleep, you have reading material. Take the aspirins 

sparingly. I’m not leaving any more than that. I’ll see you in the morning.” 

 Steel closed the door and sat on the floor. He heard Brown move around the 

bathroom for several minutes, pouring coffee, flushing the commode and finally silence 

descended. He got up and retrieved a pillow and blanket from the bedroom and lay down 

against the door. He lay awake for the next hour listening until he heard footsteps. The 

door opened gently and bumped against him. Brown pulled it closed and went back to his 

tub. 

 Steel slept for a couple of hours and was awakened by the sound of Brown 

retching. He opened the door and saw Brown crouched against the commode, head held 

up by his shaking hands. Steel wet a washcloth and knelt beside him to wash his face. 

Brown was sick until there was nothing left in his stomach. He fell back, his head 

feverish. Steel lifted him gently and put him in the tub. It was a foreign feeling caring for 

this stranger. But, Steel was certain that in the past he had overcome similar revulsion for 

his father and still managed to find a kernel of compassion. Compassion. Unconditional 

love. Wasn’t that what the book of John had talked about? 

In the tub, Brown nuzzled his face against the cold porcelain his eyes closed in 

pain. Steel sat next to the bathtub until the man fell into a restless sleep. How many times 

had he done this with his father? He couldn’t remember. 

Around four in the morning, Steel left Brown asleep and closed the door. He 

pulled a heavy trunk from the bedroom and pushed it up against the door and walked out 

to his car. The night was still and filled with the promise of a new day. But, Steel was 
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exhausted after the ordeals of the last twenty-four hours. It was hard to believe that less 

than twenty-four hours ago he was cruising for his first meeting with Robert Ketrick. He 

drove back to his RV and fell into his bed. He was asleep before his head hit the pillow. 
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The last “deleted chapter” was once again taken out due to word limits. But, it was a fun 
chapter to write as Jonathan Steel interviewed members of Thomas’ church. I 
particularly like the scene at the women’s Bible study. The character of Don Beall was 
filled by Sheriff Sweeney in the final chapter of the book. 
 

CHAPTER 25 

 

 After his shower, Steel sat at the computer table and redressed his wound. 

Something white fluttered to the floor and he stooped to pick up the folded list of church 

members Parker had given him earlier. As much as he needed sleep, he realized he had 

never had the chance to talk to any of them. In the growing confusion over the reason for 

the church possession, he realized he needed more information. More answers. Ketrick 

seemed to have lost interest in acquiring the church property. And yet, he wanted to build 

a casino there. None of which explained why a giant scorpion the size of a mini van now 

scuttled around the sanctuary. Parker said it had all started with the business meeting. 

Picking up the list, he found some reserves of strength within and went out to his car. It 

was time to make some visits. 

After visiting four houses and finding no one at home, Steel hit the jackpot. The 

Word of God Seed Sewers Ladies’ Bible Study still met every week at Edna Grimley’s 

house. When he arrived, Mrs. Grimley was just taking freshly baked cookies out of the 

oven. She filled the entire doorway with her considerable bulk but she was gracious and 

understanding. She invited him into her dining room. 

Like birds perched around the seed bowl, four matronly women sat around Edna’s 

table. Cups of coffee sat in front of them. No Bibles were in sight. Each woman wore a 

nametag in spite of the fact they had probably been involved in this ritual for years. 
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Edna Grimley bustled into the dining room from her kitchen and steered her bulky 

body with an uncanny grace. She placed the plate of hot chocolate chip cookies on the 

table and sat in an antique chair. Steel heard it groan under her weight. The other four 

women studied him with detached curiosity. He felt like a worm about to be devoured. 

 “Chocolate chip cookies are my specialty.” Edna said. When she smiled, at least 

three chins appeared beneath her mouth. She filled out a nametag bearing “Mr. Steel” and 

stuck it to his chest. 

“But, she uses the low fat recipe.” Mrs. Foxtrot, a tall, willowy woman with 

thinning hair said as she took a cookie from the plate and gingerly bit into it. “I have to 

watch my cholesterol.” 

“And, you’ve done so well.” Mrs. Peachtree added. She sat low in her seat; her 

short, squat body seeming compacted in upon itself. She lifted three cookies from the 

plate with stubby fingers. “Not like me. My cholesterol is perfect. I don’t have to worry 

about what I eat.” 

Mrs. Goodson sat at the head of the table. Her long black hair cascaded across her 

shoulders and the color was straight out of a bottle. Or, two. Her face was filled with 

wrinkles and she kept her eyes riveted on Steel. “Mr. Steel, just why are you here?” 

“I came for the Bible study.” Steel said. No one laughed. Maybe they had a 

congenital absence of a sense of humor. “But it seems I’m not the only one who forgot 

his Bible.” 

The fifth woman at the table remained silent. She wore a shawl around her 

shoulders and a pillbox hat perched on her hair. A net covered her reddened eyes. She 

clutched a tissue in her right hand and reached under the net to dab at her eyes. “My dear 
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departed Fred would have been here, too.” She paused as she drew a deep, wrenching 

breath. “If he were still alive.” Her lips trembled and Edna reached over to pat her arm. 

“There, there, Maribell. We feel your loss.” 

“I’m sorry to hear about your husband. Has he been gone long?”  Steel asked, 

hoping in some way to break through the wall of silence. 

“Twenty years.” Maribell wailed. The net puffed out with her exhaled breaths. 

Steel fought for control and glanced at his watch. Time wasted away and the evil 

in the church grew. “Let me cut to the chase. Mrs. Grimley, I understand you are the 

church secretary. Were you present at the business meeting when Mr. Ketrick presented 

his proposal?” 

“Of course. I take notes on every business meeting. I know shorthand. That’s why 

I have the job. You know, they don’t teach shorthand anymore. It’s a lost art.” Her chins 

quivered as she nodded and she shoved a cookie into her mouth. 

“So you saw the fight between Gerry Smithson and Mr. Ketrick?” 

Maribell wailed again and her head shook back and forth. “It was horrible! That 

man attacked Gerry. Pushed him right over the railing. If Fred had been here, he would 

have stopped that evil man.” 

“Edna was so nervous,” Mrs. Foxtrot said, “that her hands were shaking. I had to 

reach over and take the pen and paper from her.” 

“That’s why we have no record of the fight.” Edna added. “I just couldn’t handle 

it.” 

“You did very well.” Mrs. Goodson added, flicking her long hair out of her face 

like some ancient Hollywood starlet. “Anyone would crumble under that pressure.” 
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“What pressure?” Steel asked. He was growing tired of this. 

“The pressure to leave our church!” Edna mumbled around her cookie. 

“Devil’s music.”  Mrs. Peachtree spat the words across the table. Her shoulders 

barely cleared the edge of the table but her face held unmistakable contempt. “Pastor 

Parker actually considered going to that rock and roll worship service. Well it isn’t 

worship! It’s the devil’s music.” 

“So I take it you were opposed to the move to the new church site?” Steel asked. 

“Of course.” Mrs. Foxtrot adjusted her carefully styled thin hair. “We’ve been in 

that building for years. Why move?” 

Steel laid the member roster in front of him. “Maybe it has something to do with 

your declining church membership. I was looking at this list. I found only about forty 

people in your church under the age of thirty.” 

“Young people have no idea what church is all about.” Maribell sniffled. “My 

Fred once said, ‘If they can’t worship the right way, just let them go somewhere else.’ I 

hear Brookwood Baptist Church in Shreveport has a new contemporary service. They 

have a band and loud music and everything. They even have drama in the worship 

service!” 

“The devil’s music, I tell you.” Mrs. Peachtree.  

“Let me try another approach. Who is in charge of Lakeside Community 

Church?” Steel asked. 

“Why, the deacon body.” Mrs. Goodson answered. 

“Oh, no.” Mrs. Foxtrot tapped the table. “We are. The church body. At least the 

ones who care enough to come to business meetings on Wednesday nights.” 
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“I’d say, Don Beall, the chairman of the deacons.” Maribell chimed in. “Fred was 

chairman once.” She began to sob again. Steel made a note to invest in Kleenex futures. 

“I think the young people are trying to take over.” Mrs. Peachtree added. “That’s 

why they want that devil music.” 

Steel closed his eyes and fought for control over his rising anger. Fatigue had 

weakened his control. “Mrs. Edna, as the church secretary who do you say is in control?” 

Edna wiped crumbs from her lips. “Why Reverend Parker is. He’s our pastor.” 

“And, you believe God sent him to your church to be your leader?” 

“Yes. I was on the search committee that brought him.” 

“Well, you should have looked a little harder, if you ask me.” Mrs. Foxtrot said. 

“That wife of his is sure standoffish. Wouldn’t even come to the baby shower we had for 

her.” 

“The nerve!” Steel said. 

“Yes! And you know what I think? I think there’s something wrong with their 

baby and she’s not telling anybody. Serves them right.” 

“It’s the devil, I tell you.” Peachtree blurted out. 

Steel averted his gaze away from the toady woman to Edna. “If you believe 

Reverend Parker is God’s man for your church, then why are you opposing his 

leadership?” 

“Because he’s wrong. He won’t listen to us.” Goodson chimed in. 

“I was asking Edna.” Steel threw her a caustic look. “Edna, has Reverend Parker 

ever done anything good for you?” 
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Edna crossed her arms across her generous bosom and looked around at the other 

women. “Well, yes. When I was in the hospital for my gallbladder surgery last year, my 

husband Charlie had a heart attack. Pastor Parker came and sat by his bed through the 

night. He knew I couldn’t be there. And, Maribell. On the anniversary of Fred’s death 

you had that spell. Pastor Parker came out to your house and took you to your daughter’s 

house. And, the rest of you know he’s done some good things for you.” 

Steel watched the women grow still. “Right now, your pastor needs help. His 

church members have deserted him in his hour of greatest need. Maybe you ought to put 

aside your personal differences about your precious worship service and try and minister 

to the needs of your leader.” He stood up and walked to the door, tired and weary of these 

women’s hypocrisy and self-pity. He turned one last time before he shut the door and 

glared at Mrs. Peachtree. “I’ve been in the church since you left, Mrs. Peachtree. The 

devil is in there now. But, it’s only because all of you left.” He slammed the door on 

them and walked away. 

 

Steel visited two more “founding” members of the church and heard the same 

story he had heard from the Word of God Seed Sewers Ladies’ Bible Study. Moving 

down his list, he found one of the younger church members who worked as a loan officer 

in the bank. 

“Mr. French?” The bespectacled man looked up from his computer screen and 

pushed his glasses back on his nose. 

“Yes. May I help you?” 

“I’m Jonathan Steel and I would like to ask you some questions.” 
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French, a thinning man cramped into a tiny cubicle wore an outdated suit and 

wide tie. His hair stood on end near the back of his head. Positive bed sign. He hadn’t 

quite combed his hair completely since he got up. French motioned to a chair with a 

sudden grin of anticipation on his face. “Of course. We have all sorts of personal loans 

available to meet your needs.” 

 “I don’t need a loan.” Steel sat in the chair and prepared for another grueling 

session of Parker bashing. “I wanted to ask you about your church. I’ve been helping 

Reverend Parker with problems at the church.” 

 French leaned back in his chair and glanced nervously toward the other cubicles. 

“I’m not supposed to talk about personal matters. Since Mr. Ketrick bought out the bank 

he’s really cracked down on us. But, I’ve got to ask how Thomas is doing.” 

 The response surprised Steel. “You call him Thomas. Are the two of you 

friends?” 

 French adjusted his glasses again and swallowed. “Thomas came to me when 

they started having financial problems. That was before Ketrick bought the bank. I helped 

him with some loans and then, we started playing golf. We became pretty good friends.” 

 Steel leaned across the desk. “Then, where have you been through all of this?” 

 French’s eyes clouded and he looked away. “Mr. Ketrick bought the bank, you 

see. And, right after the business meeting, Mr. Ketrick threatened me. Told me to keep 

my distance. If he saw me playing golf with Thomas he would fire me.” 

 Steel drew a deep breath and leaned back in his chair. “So, you chose your job 

over your friend.” 
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 French flinched. “No, I didn’t. I went straight to Thomas and told him. He 

begged me not to endanger my job. I have a wife and three kids. Thomas told me he 

would be fine. He made me promise I would keep my distance.” 

 “But, you weren’t above supplying Ketrick with information about Parker’s past, 

were you?” 

 French squirmed in his chair. “That was before the business meeting. Before 

Ketrick told me to stop being Thomas’ friend. Ketrick wanted me to use my friendship to 

find out about Thomas’ past. I wrote it all down but I threw it away. I found out later, 

Ketrick saw me throw it in the trash and he dug it out for his own use.” French glanced 

over his shoulder. “Ketrick has cameras everywhere. He sees all that goes on in his 

businesses. If I had known that, I would have shredded my notes.” 

 Steel shook his head and searched the ceiling tiles for hidden camera lenses. With 

a shudder, he recalled the red light gleaming from the camera in Ketrick’s study. “Were 

you there the night of the business meeting?” 

 “Oh, yes. I presented Mr. Ketrick’s proposal. I thought it was a great idea to 

move to a newer, bigger church.” 

 Another surprise. “So you approved of the direction the church was going?” 

 “I was all for it. I love contemporary music. I grew up in that church and I’ve 

watched it dying on the vine. We’ve got to change the way we present the message. 

Thomas actually considered going to two different worship services. One for tradionalists 

and one for more contemporary worship. It would have been the best of both worlds. But, 

it could only have worked if we moved to a larger place. Ketrick’s proposal would have 

been perfect. But, Thomas couldn’t get past Ketrick’s reasons for wanting the church 
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property. He held something against Ketrick personally, I think. If Thomas did anything 

wrong in that meeting it was allowing his personal dislike for Ketrick to get in the way of 

his vision for the church.” 

 Steel watched French glance over his shoulder again. He had to let the man off 

the hook. “Why do you think there are demons in the church?” 

 French looked back at him then leaned forward over the desk and pointed over 

his shoulder toward the invisible camera he feared. “My boss.” 

 Steel stood up and threw once last look toward the invisible, ever seeing eyes of 

Robert Ketrick. “I suggest you forget about your boss and try and help your friend. No 

matter what it will cost you!”  He left Mr. French to stew in his paranoia. 

 

 The last person on the list was Don Beall, the chairman of the deacons. Beall 

lived in a two-story house on the edge of Cross Lake far from the huge mansions of 

Ketrick and his ilk. Beall opened his front door at Steel’s knock and stood in silence as 

Steel introduced himself. Beall must have once played football. Probably a linebacker. 

He still carried the muscles and scars of his days of youth covered over with a patina of 

aged skin. His short, white hair was carefully combed and he tapped a pair of reading 

glasses on his chin as Steel introduced himself. A small, wiry Jack Russell Terrier sat at 

his feet, his deep, brown eyes turned toward Steel. He barked once and Beall nudged him 

with his foot. 

 “Quiet, Romeo. Mr. Steel is our visitor. Go get Mother.” The dog glanced at his 

master and disappeared into the house as Beall motioned Steel in. “Come in and sit 

down.” 
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 Beall led the way between expensive antiques into a spacious den. Pictures 

covered one wall and Steel shivered as he recalled the pictures covering Ketrick’s wall. 

Beall’s pictures showed normal and happy people, not monsters. 

 “Minnie will be here in a bit. Sit down. Can I get you some coffee?” 

 Steel felt the weariness settle on him like a shroud as he collapsed into the soft 

cushions of Beall’s couch. “No. I won’t be here long.” 

 A tall, graceful woman appeared from a rear hallway. Her eyes were alive and 

spirited and her white hair was pulled up into a bun. She wore dirty coveralls and dirt 

covered gloves. “Honey, do we have a visitor? Romeo came and got me.” 

 Romeo pounced up on the couch next to Steel. His tiny white and brown body 

shivered with excitement. He sniffed at Steel’s hand and then settled on his back 

haunches. His bright eyes studied Steel’s every move. 

 Beall motioned to the couch. “Mr. Steel is here to ask me some questions about 

Pastor Parker. He’s trying to help Thomas with the problems at the church.” 

 Mrs. Beall smiled and nodded in his direction. “Well, if you’ll excuse me then, I 

will go back to my roses. If you want a woman’s intuition just ask, Mr. Steel.” 

 “I’m asking.” 

 She paused before going back down the hallway and looked at her husband. “I 

would say God is not finished with Lakeside Community Church yet and neither is he 

finished with Pastor Parker. When the time comes, we’ll be there for him and for the 

church.” She turned and disappeared from sight. 

 “Well, now you’ve met my better half.” Beall said as he relaxed into a recliner. “I 

agree with her.” 
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 Steel felt Romeo nudge his hand and found himself rubbing the dog’s neck. “You 

don’t oppose Reverend Parker’s leadership?” 

 “Heaven’s no.” Beall smiled. “I’m behind him all the way. But, the church 

members can’t see it, yet. Thomas hasn’t cast his vision before the people to let them 

catch it. You know why?” Steel shook his head. He was finding strange solace in the soft 

fur of the dog and the easy smile of Don Beall. 

 “He’s too preoccupied with personal problems. Once he gets over this Ketrick 

business, he’ll recover. He’ll rise to the occasion. He’s a good man, Mr. Steel. I’m 

convinced he will lead this church further into the future. And, I believe we will be at that 

new property.” 

 Steel shook his head. “I don’t understand. I’ve spoken with a dozen members 

today who all oppose such a move. They want to keep things the same.” 

 “Of course they do. Humans resist change. And, yet, we embrace change. Funny, 

isn’t it? Look, Parker has to go through the fire to become refined and strong to lead this 

church out of its complacency into the future. This community is dying and growing at 

the same time. Young adults are moving out to the country in droves. They need a church 

that will meet their needs. A church that will love them as they are. The old church can’t 

do that anymore. I have every confidence Thomas Parker will pull through this crisis a 

stronger and wiser man. He has to. It’s the only way he can grow into the shoes the Lord 

has planned for him to wear.” 

 Steel looked down to find Romeo lying in his lap. “I’m surprised to hear you say 

this.” 
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 “Why? Because I’m old?  Just because I’m older than you doesn’t mean I’m not 

willing to change. You don’t worry about Thomas Parker. When the time comes, we’ll be 

there for him. Right now, he has to walk through the valley without us.” 

 Steel stood up slowly and allowed Romeo to slide off onto the couch. “Thank 

you.” 

Beall smiled as Romeo jumped into his lap. “And, it sounds like he won’t be 

walking it alone. He has you.” 

 
 
 


