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Instruments of God

Prologue

Through a backlit haze, in a surreal, devastated world, a man the townies call John, watches as a scorpion makes its way across the parched, powdered sand.  John’s breath comes a little faster, “Come on, come on.” The words are guttural and quiet.  He hefts the rock just slightly, testing the weight of it in his hand.  “Come on,” he whispers.

Twirling dust devils, dance crazily as the scorpion moves in fits and starts toward him, darting and stopping ... advancing slowly, arching its deadly tail over the plated back, coming ever closer to his naked, weathered foot.  

There was a time when he would have scrambled away, but now he’s too tired, and he’s lived too long in a world where death comes brutally ... without mercy.  John’s eyes are bloodshot and he wonders if he looks as insane as he feels.  A few seconds and the scorpion will be close enough to be smashed and ground into the dry earth.

“Do your damnedest” he spoke to the scorpion as the rock found its mark.

The sounds of the howling mob on the edge of the decaying town, carry on the wind and wound his heart.  John wearily turned his eyes toward the sounds that come with every sunset.  He supposes if God is merciful still, He’ll let them kill him someday.  The only reason they’ve let him live so far, is because they think he’s crazier than they are.

The raving, marauding rabble nicknamed him ‘John,’ mocking him because of his terrible cries in this desolate wilderness.  Nicknamed for John the Baptist, who prepared the way of the Lord.  The one who came wearing camel hair, eating locusts and wild honey, crying out, “Repent and be baptized.”

Today, this ‘John’ who cries out in the wilderness, seldom remembers his name from before.  Even so, he recognizes the irony of his wretched cries that ring hollow like sounding brass as he too stands in the Lord’s path, in a land swept clean of all the saints.

A single tear tracks its way through the dust on his craggy face and hides itself in the wiry beard.  His lamenting cry carries on the wind, “Now God!  I give You my heart now!”  John weeps bitterly.  “Where are You?  God!” He thought he was one of them, the chosen, with profound sorrow he acknowledged, he had fallen sort.

Remembering passages of scripture that he’d been taught a long time ago by a man named Michael, “many are called, few are chosen,”  “depart from Me, I never knew you,”  “wide is the path, narrow is the gate,” and so much more.  He wonders if there are others like him.  People who thought they had given enough, people who held back just a little bit of their hearts.  He thought he’d given enough only to discover too late that the only way to give enough was to give it all.  Someone should have warned him. He’d held back a tiny piece of his heart, and God knew. 

“Forgive me!” he pleads to the leaden sky.  

He thinks about the other thing Michael told him, ‘the only way to go to heaven after Christ has come for His church is die a martyr.’

In this barren place where the sun sears and the clouds boil like a cauldron, where the wind screams across the dry land, his dreadful cry, like that of a keening animal, carries to the lost souls of the town, they hear him plead, “God!  Let me die for You!  I‘ll die for You now.  Please God!”

God had other plans.

Instruments of God

Chapter One - 2010

Alexander Cromwell, Sr., former member of the Knights of the Round Table, aged and frail beyond his years, sits propped up against his bed pillows, oxygen tubes in his nose, bedside table laden with medications; some to ease the pain, others to combat diseases birthed in his sorry soul.

“Put the tape in.” It was not a request, but a harsh command that Anna obeyed at once.

“I want to see it again,” he rasped, pointing a palsied finger at the TV.

The old man stares, transfixed, in mute disbelief at the conflagration on the television screen as if it were the first time he’d seen the wretched video, instead of every day for the past twenty seven years. The Provo Hope Fertility Clinic, just outside Salt Lake City, Utah is engulfed in flames. Hook and ladder trucks spewing useless torrents of water without effect as the buildings burned and came crashing down.

Camera crews had just arrived when Doctor Richard Malcomb broke away from the firemen trying to restrain him and ran, screaming like a madman into the burning building; all caught on film, as the roof caved in. A short time later, a close-up of a solemn faced reporter looked into the face of Alexander Cromwell, Sr. from the television screen and said, “Doctor Richard Malcomb is believed lost in the fire.”

The inferno that destroyed the fertility clinic had taken place twenty seven years ago, and still Alexander Cromwell’s blood flew to his face as rage consumed him, just as it did every time he watched the stark spectacle of the fire. “Fool!’ he screamed at the television. “I’d kill you myself! I’m glad you’re dead!”

It seemed to him that just yesterday Doctor Malcomb had reported to him that the expectant parents had inexplicably gone on some sort of trip. Just upped and went! 

And NOBODY knew where they were. “Imbecile! You should have had them watched! You should have kidnapped that woman and put her in a cage!” He raged at the television.

He’d spent his entire life on this ‘project’ and now all was lost. The trail ended in a little ditch water town in Arkansas, never to be picked up again. They had just simply vanished; and now he railed at being too old, too sick, and too useless to 

search anymore. He began to wheeze and struggle for breath as Anna dodged the thin, flailing arms and adjusted the oxygen that was always at his side.

“Junior! Get this damned woman away from me!”

His son stood at the foot of the bed, lips pressed into a thin line. His father had always called him Junior and he’d always hated it. Such a demeaning name. He was, after all, a man of wealth, position, and power, and should be afforded respect even from this pathetic relic who fancied himself some sort of ‘Knight of the Round Table’, foolishment from his ancient college days.

Alexander Cromwell, Jr. loathed the sick old man. “Anna, leave the room please,” he motioned for the housekeeper to go. “I’ll stay with him until he’s calm.”

Anna knew she should have left this hellish house long ago but she was paid well and she had stayed.

That boy, she still thought of him as that boy, even though he was in his mid-thirties now; to his face she called him Mr. Alex. She knew how he hated being called Junior. She would at least show him that much respect. 

Some considered him to be handsome but Anna knew him too well to see him as handsome. 

She’d come to the Cromwell estate in the early years as Alexander’s nanny, when he’d been a cruel child, a cruel adolescent, and now, a cruel man who had learned 

to disguise his cruelty with soft words and a careful smile. His eyes were never able to hide the truth from her though, eyes that were flat and black like a snakes’, eyes that sometimes glittered ... but never smiled.

Anna shivered as a chill ran up her spine and a sense of the evil in this house caused her to tremble.

Alexander was just five years old when his mother died, giving birth to another son; a son who was found in the bath tub, face down in six inches of cold water, early one spring morning, at the tender age of three months. 

Anna would be terrified to know that after all these years, it still pleases Alexander to occasionally pull his bedroom drapes aside, and smiling, gaze out at his brother’s small grave mound beneath a large magnolia tree just outside his bedroom window.







*****
Alexander stood motionless, waiting until his father was calm. He approached the side of the bed and put his hand on his father’s bony shoulder. Repulsed at the touch, he pushed him, hard. The old man fell back into the pillows, flailing around on the bed like a child having a tantrum. Alexander, Sr. fought the tears that slipped from the corners of his rheumy eyes and lay there in the tangled bedclothes, finally exhausted and still. 

“Damn you!” the old man sputtered.

“Why don’t you just die?” Alexander spat out the putrid words. “you’re disgusting with your posturing and tears.”

Jerking a chair up to the bedside, he leaned in close so he could speak out his hatred in soft tones as his father stared unblinking at the high ceiling.“I know about your stupid clinic. I know about the cloning too. So What? What did you really hope to accomplish?” Alexander smirked, “You’ve been a fool from the start, have you not ... father?”

Suddenly the old man’s eyes focused sharply on his son’s face and his voice rasped, “You don’t know everything!  You only know what I’ve allowed you to know!  What you don’t know is who we cloned!”  His mouth twisted into a satified grin.

 Alexander leaned forward, his eyes little more than slits, “You have my attention, old man, who did you clone?”

Alexander Cromwell Sr. pressed his head back into the pillows and laughed, an ugly sound that brought on a fit of coughing. “Get me water.”

“I don’t think so.” His son waited without compassion.

“I’ve got a whole journal filled with things you don’t know!” He hissed as he slid an emaciated hand underneath the mattress and pulled out a worn, leather bound book and slung it sideways at his son.  “Here boy!  Read it!  Then you’ll know, he’s somewhere out there now, even as we speak.”

Alexander riffled through the pages, yellowed with age, filled with his father’s neat script.  Ridiculous foolishment, Knights of the Round Table indeed ...stupid, just like now.  He read with interest about blood stolen from an anchient burial cloth that some believed to be the burial cloth of Jesus of Nazareth

He had no interest in the failed attempts at human cloning chronicled in the following pages ... until, blazoned across the top of the next page ... the unbelievable words ... WE HAVE A VIABLE PREGNANCY - A CLONE FROM THE SHROUD OF TURIN!

Alexander’s face suddenly turned crimson, in his rage he couldn’t breath.! He stumbled backward, slinging the chair across the room, into a table, a china lamp shattered on the marble floor. 

Snatching his father up by the lapels of his pajamas, and shaking him like a rag doll, with spittle flying from him mouth he bellowed, “What have you done! WHO IS HE? Where is he? Tell me!”                      

The old man was limp in his son’s hands and Alexander released him as if he were little more than a filthy rag. Alexander, Sr. shrank back in fear, from the malignancy that was his own son, in a whispery, pleading voice said, “I don’t know. The mother disappeared before he was born, the clinic burned down along with all the records. I don’t know where he is.”

“You foolish man, you have no idea what you’ve done.” Through clenched teeth he asked, “Do you know anything more than this journal contains?”

“No,” his father pitifully shook his head. 

Alexander calmly picked up a pillow, shook it out and smoothed the cover. Whispering, “See you in hell, father.” He held it over the old man’s face, pressing down with all his strength until it was over. It was easy. He knew it would be. Fluffing the pillow and laying it in it’s proper place, he straightened the bed covers, crossed the dead man’s hands over his chest, finally placing his hands over the sightless eyes, closed them. After all, there should be decorum in ones death.

“Anna,” he said from the kitchen doorway, “my father won’t be having supper tonight.” Anna nodded her head without looking up. “I’ll be in the den.”

Alexander closed the massive mahogany doors. The only light in the room was given off by the embers dying out in the huge stone fireplace. He crossed the room and with his hands braced on the thick mantle, he glared down at the glowing embers until small tongues of fire began to flicker, fiery sparks shot out to dash about in mad circles and shoot up the chimney. 

A clone from the Shroud of Turin! His eyes reflected the red glow as rage rose in his throat causing the logs to explode into flame. Forcing back the fury, that left unchecked would engulf the whole mansion in a raging conflagration, Alexander turned away from the flames.

This was his room, a room that suited him well. Dark, heavy tapestries in a red and black design covered the large windows against the south wall. Oversized black leather chairs bracketed the fireplace with a massive ottoman between them. Dark paneling added to the cave-like atmosphere 

He poured whiskey from a crystal decanter and sank into the soft leather chair. Alexander studied the light from the fire as it flashed through the prisms of the hand-cut glass he held, casting rainbow colors into his black eyes.

The whiskey warmed his blood as he drained the glass and refilled it from the decanter on the small round table beside his chair. Warm blood indeed. The blood in his father’s veins would never be warm again. Alexander chuckled at the thought. Everything in its’ season, why, there was even a season to place a pillow over ones’ father’s face, ending his time on earth.

Anna trembled as the sound of Alexander’s laughter rang out, echoing, reverberating through the very walls. She squeezed her eyes tight until the laughter ceased.

Alexander turned his attention to what tomorrow would bring. Anna would come crying out to him that his father was dead. They would call the doctor who would call the police and the mortuary. His father’s picture would be on the the evening news. He was, after all, beloved of many because of the money he gave out so liberally. Soon, very soon he would have to find the clone and put an end to what the crazy old man had unwittingly set in motion.

Somewhere out there, even now, was one like the One who had defeated him before!






               ****

Please allow me to introduce you to a few instuments of God, who you will meet in detail, a little later on.  

Instruments of God

Primary Characters

When evil men come together, plotting the unthinkable, earthly men, as instruments of God, stand in the breech;  chosen men who bow down and say, “Be it unto me according to Thy will.”

Unlikely men, these, whom God has chosen:

The Detective:  Nathan Jarvis who  had all but forgotten the God of his youth, retrieves a bible from a bottom dresser drawer, holding it close to his broken heart answers,  “Yes Lord.  take me.”

The Reporter:  Carl Martingale,  a man angry with God, anger fueled by the horrors he had witnessed in this world.  A reporter who, at last, kneels on an old wooden porch and surrenders his life to the Lord crying out, “I’m not worthy, Lord, but I committ myself to Thy purpose.  Use me.”

Michael Redding: one man who loved God from the start, who for a short time, found the evidence of his origin to be more than he could bear, until at last he cried out in the darkness of night, “I am a yielded vessel, Lord.  Be it unto me according to Thy will.  Whatever You ask of me, I will give.”

Irene:  A ‘good’ woman, who, having no personal relationship with God, decided that being good would be good enough.  It wasn’t.

Alexander Cromwell: Commander of hell and its’ demons, urgently searches for one man; The one man who strikes a chord of fear in Alexander’s evil heart.  

When the shadow of God’s mighty arm passes over ... and you ... you answer His call, becoming an instrument of God, doing battle in earthly realms and heavenly places.  You rush to the darkness with angels as the Lord Jesus Christ leads the way. You will storm the gates of hell, putting satan’s demons to flight.

The battle is joined ... the war rages already.

Look around you, instruments of God.  Look around you.

Thank you,

Dorothy Harrigan


