THE INCREDIBLE JOURNEY OF ARTHUR SPINNENWEBER

By Joseph Gill


In the Victorian era of good old England there lived a man named Arthur Spinnenweber. He was truly a product of his times: a banker by trade, and a successful one. His refined banking skills had made him quite wealthy. However, outside of his business, he was very much involved in the social scene of the age. Although a bachelor in his graying fifties, he often attended the upper-class parties in London and was quite popular with the ladies.


He lived in a small town outside of London, Barnbury Cross by name. Arthur liked the good things of life - a quiet evening in his study, a good book in his hand, and perhaps a glass of the finest chardonnay sitting on the table beside him. He was often fond of fox hunting, which he participated in with his good friends who lived nearby. He truly enjoyed life, and life meanwhile treated him quite kindly.


Arthur Spinnenweber was born of poor factory workers in the slums of London. He should have been condemned to a life of misery and poverty if it were not for luck. An accident in the factory claimed the lives of his parents while he was still a young boy. Not knowing of any extended family for him, the factory owner had pity on the young lad and decided to place him with a couple of wealthy neighbors, who were barren. The boy flourished as the adopted child of Earl and Beth Spinnenweber, being sent to the finest schools in all of England, graduating from Oxford University with high honors, and eventually landing a high paying job at the Heath Banking Services Company. Years later, he decided to break away from Heath and start his own company, which flourished, causing his own wealth to grow.


From the outside, it would appear that Arthur had everything that any man could ever want: a successful career, good friends, good health, and besides all that, his retirement was only three years away. However, a series of events would shortly occur that would change his life forever.


Our story begins on a cold day in December, when the clouds outside threatened snow and everything around was plenty frozen. In the Spinnenweber Bank and Trust, Arthur’s secretary, Robert, was sitting at his desk when suddenly the door swung wide open and Arthur tramped through the door.


“The weather is freezing out there,” Arthur commented to no one in particular as he began to take off his coat.


“It is indeed,” agreed Robert, without looking up from his paper. “I hear it might even snow soon.”


Arthur walked over to the fire that was roaring in the fireplace and began to warm him by it. “The almanac predicts a good deal of snow this winter. We might even have some in time for Christmas. Wouldn’t that be wonderful?”


Robert looked up. “It would be nice. Have you any plans for Christmas, Arthur?”


“I do,” commented the elder man. “I was invited to a Christmas party by Jonathan Arbor. And you?”


Robert smiled sweetly, for Christmas was only one week away. “I plan on spending the day with my family. Perhaps we shall go hear the carolers in the streets that night. Yes, that shall be wonderful. Little Bobby loves to hear the carolers.”


Arthur looked off into the distance. For a while he said nothing. Finally he broke the silence with sadness in his voice. “Yes, family. You are a lucky man, Robert, to have such a wonderful and loving family. Your children are so sweet…I wish I had some of my own.”


Robert looked kindly on his boss and one of his best friends. He could think of nothing to say, so Arthur continued.


“Sometimes I wonder why I chose career over marriage. Certainly it is not as fulfilling. That was just a selfish decision on my part. I rue that decision every day of my life.”


Abruptly he walked to his desk and started to write something. Robert saw the anguish in his friend’s face, so he started to speak. “I would be pleased if you would spend Christmas Day with my family.”


Arthur looked up and sighed. “Thank you kindly for the invitation, Robert. You are a true friend. However, I must decline as I have already promised Jonathan that I would grace his house with my presence.” With that he looked down and resumed his writing.


Robert looked at him, but soon he could not bear to look and he turned his eyes away.


Later that evening Arthur was walking home alone through the dark streets of London. His home was right outside of the city, so it was impractical for him to mount a buggy and ride to his place of work. Besides, he enjoyed the walk. The fresh air allowed him to think.


This day, as he could catch the final glimpses of the sun as it dropped below the horizon, his thoughts were on his unhappiness. He could not figure out why he was not completely and totally happy. He had friends, he had money, he had health, and he had everything that a man could possibly desire. He wondered if it could be because he was not married, but that was improbable, he countered. His life was so filled with parties and social activities that he has no need for a family. His life was as complete as he wanted it to be. So why was he not happy?


He was so involved in his musings that he did not see the beggar who lay on the ground, sleeping. He stumbled over the man and almost fell to the ground. Regaining his balance, Arthur proceeded to kick the man until he was awake.


“Why, sir, are you sleeping on the ground, may I ask?” Arthur said with tension in his voice.


The beggar looked up at him with bewilderment in his eyes, partly from just waking up. “Well, you see it’s like this, Mister,” began the homeless man. “This is where I sleep. Have you anywhere else that I could sleep?” His words sounded slurred together, as if he had been using the bottle a bit too much.


“You are a disgrace to society,” Arthur exclaimed indignantly.


“Well, thank you very much. I say the same about you.” The beggar began to laugh raucously. He continued laughing until he slumped over, still laughing.


“You are a dead drunk! I ought to call the police on your public exhibition of insobriety!”


At this the beggar only began to laugh harder. Arthur turned away and began to continue to walk home. At this point it was getting darker, and much harder to see. As he continued to walk further, he could still hear the poor man coughing in the distance. It seemed to echo off of the walls of the houses around him, and suddenly stopping at a solitary lamppost, he leaned against it. He considered returning to the man, and giving him something: perhaps his coat, or a few pounds in change.


The haunting laugh of the man returned to his head. Or was it in his head? It seemed to resonate from within the alleys of London, vibrating within his mind.


“Stop it!” he exclaimed loudly, and all of a sudden it was quiet again. He continued his tramp home and never gave the incident a second thought.


The week passed uneventfully. Days turned into evenings, and Arthur followed the same routine. Finally on Christmas Eve he closed up his shop at five o’clock and proceeded to walk home, grateful for the long vacation ahead of him.


Upon arriving at his house, he took off his coat and sat in his favorite chair. He stoked up the fire a bit, and pouring himself a glass of rum, he sat back in his seat and picked up the newspaper lying beside him.


All of a sudden he was startled by a knock on the door. Warily Arthur put down his newspaper and shouted to whomever it might be, “Come in.”


His face relaxed when he saw the face of his old friend, Fr. Angus, appear as he walked into the room. “Good evening, Arthur. I was in the neighborhood so I decided to stop by to pay you a visit.”


Arthur smiled cordially as he stood up to greet his visitor. “How thoughtful of you. Will you sit down and stay a while? Allow me to take your coat.” Fr. Angus gratefully accepted and reclined in a chair across from Arthur’s. “Can I get you something to drink?” the host asked politely.


“No thank you,” replied the holy priest. “I’m fine. How are you on this fine Christmas eve?”


Arthur sat down, but seemed to be uncomfortable. “Well, to tell you the truth, I’m not so well.”


Fr. Angus looked pitiably upon his friend. “I’m sorry to hear that. Is it your health? You know how I always said that all of your alcohol would ruin your body.”


“No, not at all. I’m in perfect shape. It’s more of my spirit.”


The priest laughed. “Healing souls, that’s my specialty.”


“Well, it’s just that…” Arthur started, but he stopped himself short. “I am unhappy and I’m not sure why. I’ve thought that it might be because I’m rich, but I see poor people who are as unhappy as I am. I thought it was because I am not married, but I see married men who are as unhappy as I am. I’m not sure what it is.”


Fr. Angus was looking in the distance, and he waited for a time before he replied. “I don’t know that I can help you. Happiness, as I’ve experienced, comes only from the inside, and not from external factors. Do you believe that?”


“Yes, but…”


“Okay, then you have the locus of control and only you can make yourself happy.”


Arthur shook his head sadly. “That is much easier to be said than it is to be accomplished,” he commented, thoughtfully looking away.


“It is, indeed. It helps if you have faith in God, because He can do things that we cannot. Such as bring joy into a life of despair.”


At this Arthur became tense. “I have no use for God and I’m sure He has no use for me. I can make myself happy without some cosmic father watching my every move.”


Fr. Angus was unflustered. He waited until Arthur sat back in his chair before continuing. “I’m simply telling you what I have observed. If you prefer not to search for God, then that’s fine, I’m sure He’d understand. But,” he spoke quietly, leaning close, “trust me, our Lord gives me a meaning to live and a meaning to die. Trust me, I have no family, and I have no riches. And yet it seems that I could not be more blessed with the life I now lead.” Fr. Angus leaned back in his chair, confident that he had caused Arthur to doubt his cynicism.


“Hmm, interesting,” commented Arthur politely.


“And you,” Father Angus challenged, “being the great Deist that you are, have you any need for God? Of course, we all do. But the key is to recognize that need. God must be pursued, and the more we chase Him the more we catch Him.”


Arthur stood up slowly with sadness in his eyes. “Well, it has been pleasant conversing with you, but I feel that you must go, as you have overstayed your welcome.”


Fr. Angus stood up. “Forgive me if I have offended you. I meant no insult.”


Arthur shook his head. “No need to apologize. You have not offended me. It’s just that it’s getting late and I feel that I must retire to bed shortly. Thank you for stopping by.” With that, he handed the priest his coat and bid him farewell.


Outside the door to Arthur’s house, Fr. Angus looked up at the sky with a heavy heart. It was a crystal clear night, and the priest could look up and see the stars shining brightly. The wind blew crisp, cold air onto his flesh, but he barely noticed as he was in the midst of a silent utterance to Heaven. Finally, after a while, he exhaled a sigh and walked home, leaving his footprints in the freshly fallen snow.


The grandfather clock in Arthur’s study struck half-past eleven. Arthur rolled over once more, trying to capture the sleep that came so elusively to him this night. As he tossed and turned, his mind wandered from one subject to another, quickly, and without purpose.


He racked his brain, thinking of childhood memories. For him, all of his remembrances were wonderful. He could see now the grounds of his old school, and his buddy Richard - where was old Richard now, he wondered. His mind brought him back through the dusty hallways of his youth, where he frequently walked with his textbooks strapped to his back. He could remember the smells of the school, from its often-musty odor to a sweet whiff of his teacher’s perfume - Mrs. Wilson was her name. Arthur smiled when he came to this memory. Mrs. Wilson was Arthur’s favorite, as she always treated him kindly and often showered him with praise in front of his admiring peers. He thought sadly of her, as now he wished that he could return to those simpler times.


And yet now his mind explored many Christmases that had passed. He remembered acutely the Christmas after his foster parents died. He was at the party of a friend, although he could not remember who it was. This gathering was only memorable to him because that was where he had met Father Angus, who was at the time only a deacon in the Church. He fondly recalled how they had met. Arthur had been standing atop a large swirling staircase, with a glass of wine in his hand, chatting with a friend. A woman walked by and accidentally bumped him, causing his drink to spill to the floor below, when it landed on Angus. As he hurried down to apologize, he could still remember how Angus laughed as if it were the funniest joke in the world!


Now, however, in the present, Arthur was still unhappy. Several disturbing thoughts came to his mind. First he recalled haunting laughter resounding through the hallways of his mind. Then the words came back to him that were spoken nary two hours prior: “He can bring joy into a life filled with despair.”


These words conjured up a gamut of emotions, which coursed through the body of the tired old man. His mind was filled with spite and anger at the presumption of the holy priest. What did he know, anyway? Those Catholics are all the same. And as for the laughter, wasn’t that the laughter of an old sick drunkard? He deserved to die anyway.


Now the thoughts raced faster and faster through his mind. Who needs God? My life is happy. No, wait, it’s not happy. Perhaps Angus is right. No, Angus cannot be right. Perhaps I should have taken Robert up on his offer. Well, maybe. Oh, it’s too late now. What is the meaning of life? Why am I here? Why am I miserable?


Beads of perspiration formed on the forehead of Arthur as he tossed back and forth in his bed. The thoughts picked up speed as they scampered through his head. What if God exists? Wait, I know He exists. What if He doesn’t exist? What if He cares? Why am I in the banking business? Why did I not get married? What if I had? What if I had died? Where would I be? Why am I so unhappy and confused?


Arthur sat up in bed as the clock struck quarter till midnight. “I’m going for a walk,” he said to no one in particular.


The night was cold and dark and silent as he tramped quietly down the lane, with the only sound being his boots crunching upon a freshly fallen soft shroud of snow. Presently he found himself in London, walking along the dark alleyways. His path was illuminated only by the light cast down from a few random candles burning in the windows of the houses that he passed. The moon shone brightly on this Christmas Eve, but it was hardly noticed by Arthur as he was staring at the ground.


Every so often a sound would pierce his consciousness - first a light breeze, then an animal off in the distance, then a far-off bell keeping its watch of the night. Arthur’s mind was whirring, in a tangled mess of thoughts.


He walked thus for approximately a quarter of an hour. Finally, becoming tired, he stopped and looked up at the building next to him. It was a cathedral, tall and majestic as it towered to the sky. Arthur began to walk up the steps leading to the entrance. For once in his life, Arthur began to feel peaceful, as if he were headed home. He noticed how there were candles lit inside the church, causing the stained glass windows to glow with a warm and inviting light.


Arthur stopped on the steps, almost three quarters of the way to the top. All of a sudden, he could hear a pipe organ start to play from within the church, and churchgoers began to sing, just as he could hear a loud clock chime midnight far off in the distance. With a heavy heart, Arthur turned around and walked away from the church.


The next day, the sun arose, shining brightly upon the residence of Jonathan Arbor. It was a glorious Christmas day, mild and cool. At Jonathan’s house was a party this day, and his house was filled with friends chatting amiably with one another. Jonathan approached his old friend, Arthur Spinnenweber, and wished him a merry Christmas.


Arthur barely cast a glance in his direction. “Merry Christmas to you too,” he mumbled, without feeling.


Jonathan, feeling cheerful, grabbed his friend by the shoulders and forced him to look him in his eyes. Jonathan was surprised to see how hollow Arthur’s eyes were, lifeless and empty. “Come now, old friend, what seems to be troubling you?”


Arthur was silent. Instead, he looked away.


Jonathan was more sympathetic now. “What is wrong? I have never seen you act this way. Why, you were always the most cheerful person around, and now…it worries me to see you so sullen. I have been observing you for the past half-hour, and you seem to be joyless. Tell me, what bothers you?”


“It’s a long story.”


“I’ve got all day. Tell you what, why don’t we take a ride on my horses through the countryside? That always cheers you up. Then you can tell me what’s on your mind.”


In a short while they were riding along the lane that bordered the property of Jonathan Arbor. Jonathan was correct; the lovely day did indeed cheer Arthur up a bit. After they had trotted along silently for a while, Jonathan spoke.


“So tell me, why are you not yourself today? I have never seen you act thus.”


Arthur looked up at the trees, barren and covered with snow. Every tree seemed to sparkle this morning, as if it were a diamond created solely for his pleasure. He was unsure of how to respond to Jonathan’s question. “Well, it seems to me that I am having an identity crisis, and that I am very unsure of who I am.”


Jonathan laughed pleasantly. “Oh, that is an easy one. You are Arthur Spinnenweber, socialite extraordinaire, good friend, wealthy banker, man of good repute. What else is there?”


“Doesn’t that seem so shallow?” he responded with a tart reply.


Jonathan was silent for a while. “Who else do you think you are?” he asked honestly.


“It seems to me that all those things are what I do, but not who I am. I am a banker by trade, but if I suddenly left the banking business and became, say, a carpenter, would I still be Arthur? Or does my profession make up the very core of my being? If, perhaps, I decided to become a hermit and never see any of my friends again, would I still be the same man? These things shape me, no doubt, but they are only externals. Who am I?”


Jonathan responded solemnly, “A soul.”


“What is that supposed to mean?”


“You are a soul, created in the image and likeness of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ, made to serve the Lord and love your fellow man all the days of your life.”


“Don’t tell me this. I heard it all from Father Angus last night. Trust me, I pay my pew rent and I’m a good person, am I not?”


“Is being good, good enough? Is there not something more?”


Arthur was silent, prompting Jonathan to continue.


“It seems to me that your life is shallow because you are lacking what is essential to everyone. You see, our souls were created to love God. If we do anything but, we are not fulfilling our purpose and will therefore feel empty.”


“I love God. Are you implying that I do not?” There was insecurity in the way Arthur had responded.


“Does it show in your actions? Does it preoccupy your thoughts? As I said before, perhaps being good is not what God wants of you. Perhaps He wants you to be holy.”


Arthur sighed angrily. “You Catholics are all the same. Can’t a man have some peace without involving God in everything? Is that too much to ask?”


This comment temporarily stalled the discussion. The two men rode along in silence for a while, each thinking their own thoughts. Presently Jonathan steered his horse to a path off to the side of the lane, and Arthur did likewise. This path took them through the woods, which were radiant at this time of the morning. The sun glistened through the frost-covered limbs of trees like refracted light through a prism. It seemed that the entire world was aglow with joy to celebrate the birth of her Savior.


Jonathan spoke once more. “I can see that my words do not pierce through your consciousness. Well, no matter. It is you who are unhappy, not I.” And with that, the man spurred his horse and he began to gallop away.


Arthur spurred his horse to catch up to Jonathan, who was perhaps ten yards away. As he galloped along, he mused upon the words of Jonathan: ‘it is you who are unhappy, not I.’ What did he know, anyway? How could he feel as I feel or know what I know? None of this made much sense to him. He was still blinded by that self-indignant pride which prevented him from seeing the error of his ways.


“Jonathan…” he began to say. Suddenly, a branch of an overhanging tree hit him on the face, catching him quite unawares. He tumbled backwards off of his horse, slamming his head upon the frozen, rocky path. Jonathan heard the noise and turned his horse around, but it was too late. Arthur was unconscious from the moment he hit the ground.


Arthur awoke with a pounding headache. He was unsure of his surroundings, and he was too dazed to care much. The first thing that he noticed was that he was laying on something that felt like fur, but it was softer than any sort of fur that he had ever felt before. It was something like very soft hair, truly comfortable and a wonderful pleasure to lie upon. He could feel a cool breeze blow past him, rustling the hair-like structures all around him, which relaxed him since it was quite too warm where he was lying. He decided not to open his eyes and just to lie there a while.


A while past, and he slowly and deliberately opened his eyes. He was confused by what he saw. He noticed that he was looking up to some sort of sky, which was completely grey. It was not the textured grey of a cloudy day, but instead, it was a solid hue, as if some Supreme Being spilled a puddle of grey paint all over the sky.


Being surprised at the sight, he sat up immediately, and he noticed that he was sitting in what appeared to be a wheat field, except for the fact that it was not wheat. Instead, it was as if he were sitting in the middle of a field of silk strings, each growing from the ground and approximately three feet high. They were perfectly grey in color, and if it were not for the shadows that they cast on one another, it would be impossible to distinguish them from the sky. The field was all around, as far as the eye could see, although not far off to Arthur’s right there existed a trail running through it.


Arthur’s head began to pound ferociously. He groggily recalled the events that led up to his being here: the Christmas party, riding horses with Jonathan, and getting knocked off his horse by the overhanging branch. He wondered where he was and what time it could possibly be.


Bewildered, he continued to sit there for a while longer, collecting his thoughts. Slowly he decided to stand up and go to the trail, which he did. When he was on the trail, he looked right, then left, and could see no end. To him it appeared that this trail was a perfectly straight path intersecting a never-ending field of silk. All sorts of confusing thoughts echoed through his mind. Where am I? What am I doing here? What time is it?


Upon thinking clearly, he decided to start walking down the trail in one direction to see if it took him anywhere. Most certainly, all roads lead somewhere, he reasoned. If he found anyone on the trail, he could ask him or her which way back to Barnbury Cross. So he began to walk.


Time passed. Arthur had lost track of time, as the road seemed to drag on forever. Wherever he was, nothing had changed. It looked, in fact, that he had made no progress at all. The path was still surrounded on both sides by tall, wavy silk, and the sky was still the same, drab color as it was before. Periodically a breeze would blow, cooling him. Wherever he was, it was warmer than he was used to. He started to think all sorts of strange thoughts about where he might be, whether he was dead and in Purgatory, or worse yet, Hell. Perhaps this was an alternate universe. After hours of walking, his headache had subsided, but his thinking was befuddled. Of course, it would be perfectly reasonable for his thinking to be unclear since he did just get knocked off his horse and awakened in a strange land of grey.


Presently he came upon a crossroads of paths. He squinted to see if he could notice any change of scenery in the distance, but he could not. As far as his eyes could see, to the right, left, and straight ahead there was nothing but more grey silk and drab grey sky.


Arthur began to get depressed. He sighed and sat down in the middle of the crossroads, waiting for anyone to come by. He moaned to himself, “Where in heaven’s name is everyone?”


No sooner had he said this than he heard a voice call out from behind him, “Welcome, traveler!” He stood up and wheeled around to face the speaker, who turned out to be a shorter man of perhaps thirty years old, horribly crippled in a twisted body.


“Who are you?” Arthur asked incredulously, stepping back, staring in horror at the disfigured body of the man.


Instead of getting insulted, however, the man simply smiled. “You have no need to be afraid of me. My flesh might be disgustingly disfigured, but my soul is beautiful. My name is William Fisher. I’m from the town of Windsor Knolls.”


Arthur’s eyes immediately lit up. “I know where that is, it’s slightly North of Barnbury Cross, is it not?”


William’s eyes registered confusion. “Barnbury Cross? I have never heard of the place.”


“Surely you must have. It is right outside of London…”


“London? Where is that? You must not be from around here.”


Arthur looked around, unsure of his surroundings. “No, I am not. I am from England. Can you tell me where I am?”


“Hmm, I don’t know where England is, but I can tell you that you are in the Land of Nasses. Where are you headed, traveler?”


“I don’t know!” Arthur exclaimed with anxiety lining his words. “I just want to get back home to England.”


William thought for a moment. “Well, I cannot help you with that, since I don’t know where you’re from or how you got here, but perhaps you could come with me. I’m looking for Redemption.”


“What is Redemption?” Arthur asked, still frightened by the odd mannerisms of this twisted man.


William smiled, putting Arthur’s mind at ease a bit. “Let us walk, and I will explain it to you on the way.” With that the two people continued walking down the long path into the grey, grey world.


“It’s like this,” William started. “I was born horribly crippled, like I am now. As I got older, I never had many friends because everyone I associated with was frightened away by my appearance.”


“I must admit,” interjected Arthur, “that you do look frightful.” Immediately after he said this, he knew he shouldn’t have. He looked over to William, and he could almost detect a flicker of pain in the crippled man’s eyes, but William’s smile was still there as he continued.


“Yes, I know. As I grew into adulthood, I could never get a job because everyone refused to hire me. I lost all my friends, except one, the priest at the temple. He was a kind man, and he was the only one who could see through the outer appearances into my heart…” His voice trailed off slightly as a melancholy look spread over his face, as if he were remembering the past. As suddenly as it started, though, his face returned to its normal cheerful countenance. “Well, that is past history. I shall never see him again.”


“Why? Have you left your home?”


“Yes, I have. You see, this priest told me that somewhere in the world, I can find Redemption, which will make me whole again. I’m right now searching for Redemption.”


“Hmm, that’s what I am searching for as well.”


William looked at him, as if to beseech him to continue.


“I am unhappy,” started Arthur. “For some reason my life is empty and I don’t know why. If only I could rectify it. I wish so much that I could be joyful! This is what I seek.”


William laughed jovially. “Wonderful! You can accompany me to find Redemption, if you would like to.”


Arthur shrugged his shoulders. “I suppose so. Seeing as how I don’t know where I am or what I’m doing here or how I return home, I might as well. Perhaps I might meet someone along the way who knows about London, and I can get directions home.”


“That would be excellent! Do you know how you got here?”


“All I know is that I was riding my horse with my friend Jonathan, when I was knocked off of it by an overhanging branch. I became unconscious and when I awoke, I was here.”


William said nothing for a while, but then he replied, more seriously, “Yes, that seems to be how most people get here. In speaking with others I have discovered that many travelers to our land come because they are in search of something…and by some strange miracle, they get here. Very few people ever find what they are looking for.”


Arthur took that last statement as having a double meaning. “Does this hold true for everyone everywhere or just for people in this land?”


“What do you think?”


Arthur thought about this for a while. “It seems to me,” he began, “that most people wander through life without a clear purpose.”


“And having a purpose is half of the battle,” added William.


“So one could figure that I was sent here to look for something.”


“Exactly.”


“But what am I to search for? I have already been searching for happiness in my life. Where can I find it?”


William smiled slyly. “You yourself said the answer to that.”


Arthur thought for a while. “Wait. I was sent here to find the purpose to my life? Is that why I am here?”


“Yes, one would suppose so. And once you find the purpose to your life, then you can embark upon the journey to fulfill it. I have heard, from my priest friend, that while many people search for their life’s purpose, not many people find it, and upon finding it, even fewer people achieve what they were made to achieve. I think that is the challenge for me. I have been cursed with a twisted body. Or blessed, really, if you think about it. If I did not have this body, I would not have embarked on this journey, and I would never achieve Redemption, which is what I am looking for.”


They continued on in silence for a while, each thinking their own thoughts. Only the sound of their soft and padded footsteps and the breeze whistling in the grass broke the silence. Arthur noticed that the grey around him seemed to be fading into black, as it became darker and harder to see.


“Where are we going, William?”


“Who knows, traveler? If I knew where we were going I would know how to get there, now wouldn’t I?”


At this, Arthur began to wonder at the sanity of this cheerful young man. “But how will we know when we get there?”


“If you know what you’re looking for, you’ll know how to find it.” With that, he abruptly stopped walking along the straight path and took a right, walking through the silk fields. When he was about ten yards away, he turned around and said to Arthur, “Here is where we sleep for the night.”


A few hours later, William was fast asleep. Arthur, however, was wide-awake. He was rolling around in his comfortable bed of silk strings, his mind again racing thoroughly.


This time, however, he had something concrete to muse upon. It appeared to him that he had entered a strange land, whether this is all in his mind or in another dimension or whatnot. He wished that he could return home, to his friends and work and security. To him, this land of Nasses, a gray, drab place, was not home. There was nothing interesting to look at, and indeed, looking at William or himself (who were both still in color) was not quite exciting. There were no animals or noise, it seemed, and the path that they were on seemed to go nowhere. And yet, there was something fascinating about the funny little cripple who was asleep next to him. It seemed that for the first time in a long time, things began to make sense, and he had some sort of joy penetrate his own prison.


And then he heard the noises. At first it seemed to be just the breeze, which blew now and then across the plains, bringing forth a rustling of silk. However, shortly he began to hear words.


“The Authority!”


“We’re going to kill the Authority!”


“Down with Authority!”


“Freedom to the people! Free from the tyranny!”


“The Authority must die!”


“We shall eliminate the Authority!”


At first Arthur thought that the voices were all in his mind. He shook his head to clear them, but they persisted onward.


“We’re going to take our swords, and kill all Authority!”


“There shall never be an Authority again!”


“We shall soon be free!”


Arthur quickly jumped to his feet and began scanning the horizon for whomever was making these incantations. Although it was dark, it was possible to see. For as far as he could see, there was nothing moving, except for the silk swaying in the wind.


And again he heard the voices: “No more Authority!”


“Authority will be eliminated!”


“Assassinate Authority!”


“There shall be no more Authority anymore!”


“Authority must die!”


These voices began speaking more and more, in faster and faster outcries. They were only whispers, and yet they were truly disturbing to Arthur. He turned to his friend, fast asleep in the silk, and proceeded to shake him until he awoke.


“What is the matter?” William asked, sensing that something was wrong as he wiped the sleep from his eyes.


“Listen,” commanded Arthur. The two were silent, and the voices continued their whispering exclamations.


“Stab the Authority in the back! He will never know.”


“We must work quickly, for we have not much time.”


“The Authority must die tomorrow!”


“We have not much time to bear with his oppression!”


“The Authority must die!”


Arthur looked at William, who was staring off into the distance with a look of terror on his face. Suddenly, William turned to Arthur and drew him close. “We do not have much time. We must save the Authority!”


“But who were those voices?” asked Arthur, for he heard them no more.


William looked around, his eyes darting from place to place, looking for something. “Those are the whispers of the wind. The wind here carries words to the far-reaching corners of the land. We do not have much time.” With that he abruptly got up and started walking along the road again. Arthur followed, and William continued explaining. “The whisper of the wind speaks only to your conscience when you are silent. It appears that people are plotting against the Authority tonight. We must warn him immediately!” With that, he picked up the pace and began to walk faster.


Arthur was struggling to keep up, as he was not used to such exercise. “Who is the Authority?” he asked between breaths.


“The Authority is the head of the Universals, a world-wide militant organization. The Universals have done much good in the world: they have set up hospitals and schools, and convinced thousands of people to practice virtue and goodness. And yet he’s an old and feeble man, how could they threaten his life…” His voice trailed off, as if he were speaking to himself. He continued. “Many people do not like the Authority, because he promotes justice, and these people want power, pleasure, and riches. They claim that the Universals have been oppressing their people and making them into mindless lemmings, while in reality, it is the Universals who have brought freedom and peace into the lives of many. Some people just have to have their selfish way, and it might cost the Authority his life tonight. We have not much time.”


“Are you a Universal?” asked Arthur.


“I am in principle, although not yet in practice. Hopefully as I learn the Universal Way, I can become one in practice. You remember that priest friend I was talking about? He is a priest at the Universal Temple.”


William began to walk faster, and Arthur struggled to keep up. The two of them walked and walked. The farther they walked, however, the darker it became. Soon it was hard to see anything.


“Where are we going?” asked Arthur, growing more and more tired by the minute.


“We are going to the City of Blue Zion,” replied William, who was tiring as well.


“Let me guess. Is everything blue in that city?” replied Arthur sarcastically.


William kept his patience. “No, not at all. It’s one of the most colorful and beautiful cities in the world, since the Universals took over.”


There was an aura of foreboding as the sky got darker and darker. Soon it was difficult to see the path. Arthur was extremely tired. “How long will it take to get there?” he asked, in frustration. He had been walking all day.


William stopped, granting Arthur a brief respite. He looked up to the sky, and responded, “I’m not sure, it might be another hour, or it might be another day. Who knows?”


At this, Arthur became angry. Perhaps it was the fact that he had not had any sleep for many days, or perhaps it was the frustration of being exiled in the strange Land of Nasses, or it could be because he had been walking all day and most of the night. But nevertheless of the cause, he became angry. “William! Where are you taking me? We have been walking all day and all night, yet we have not gotten any closer to this mysterious City of Blue Zion. Who is this Authority that he needs help from a couple of useless old men like us? I refuse to go any further.”


As William looked at him, the crippled man’s smile faded from his face. For a moment, it appeared that he might offer a rebuke, but instead he abruptly turned around and started to continue down the path.


Arthur was surprised by his reaction; he had hoped to get a rise out of the younger man. He stood there watching as William walked off into the distance. Soon, he could see him no more. Arthur sat down at the edge of the silk. Looking around, he felt immediately lonely. He had no idea where he was or where he needed to go. More than ever before, he felt lost and alone. Even more, though, he felt afraid - afraid of the unknown, afraid of the future, just afraid. Quickly he leapt to his feet and started running after William, calling out as he ran, “William! Wait for me! I am coming!”


Soon he caught up to William, who had not slowed down but instead continued walking with the same determined gait as he had before. Admittedly, since he was a cripple, he was not extremely fast, but what he lacked in speed he made up for in persistence.


Arthur noticed that William was not smiling; instead, his face held a countenance of grim resolution. Before Arthur could speak, William said snidely, “Had a change of heart, eh? What’s wrong, couldn’t handle being alone?”


Arthur noticed that William would not look at him when he spoke. As means of reparation, Arthur apologized.


William said nothing for a while, continuing to keep his gaze pointed toward the road ahead. Finally, without changing his expression, he responded. “You have much to learn about selflessness. If you want to live a life that is easy and comfortable, you will never be happy, I can guarantee it. Also you are mistaken to think that you can make it to Redemption on your own. You need help, as we all do.” With that, he continued his sullen simper.


Arthur looked at him. “I am sorry.”


William stopped in his tracks and turned to him, joy pervading his face. “Thank you, that is all I needed to hear. I forgive you.” With that he turned back to the road facing him. “We need to hurry, for we have not much time to save the Authority.”


Soon Arthur could not see his hand as he passed it before his eyes. It was extremely dark; luckily for him, the path was easy to follow, since it was straight. He walked behind William, following the sound of his footsteps on the path. Arthur was getting anxious, since he was an excitable kind of guy. It had been a while since they had last stopped; he wondered how much further, but he had the wisdom not to ask.


As if reading Arthur’s mind, William spoke up. “It’s always darkest before the dawning of the new day, or so they say…” No sooner had he said this than the two men were thrown into a burst of light, and a tremendous city stood before their eyes.


The incredible beauty he beheld took Arthur aback. Tall buildings of shimmering gold and silver stood before him, towering over his head. The sky was filled with multicolored light, as every color of the rainbow was represented there. The ground on which they trod was a glossy black color, smooth and sturdy, and positively a pleasure to walk upon. It appeared that they were on some sort of road, but it was deserted, as far as they could tell. Sidewalks bordered the road, and they glistened in a brilliant white color.


Arthur turned to William who was smiling brightly and gazing at the beautiful buildings. “The City of Blue Zion. They call it that because before the Universals took over, this city used to be located on a blue mountain. This view is certainly refreshing, isn’t it, considering what we had been seeing!”


Arthur nodded in agreement and they began to walk. Admiring the surroundings temporarily caused Arthur to forget about his exhaustion, but as they began to walk through the city, he became more aware of it. “Do you mind if we rest up a bit? I am afraid that my legs might fall off soon.”


William looked with pity on the tired old man. “Here, why don’t you find an eating place and enjoy?” He reached into his pockets and pulled out three coins of copper color, and handed them to Arthur. “There are many fine dining places around here. These coins should be more than enough. In the meanwhile, I will go to the Palace and warn the Authority. Afterwards I will come to find you. Is this all right?”


Arthur readily accepted and took the money.


Arthur Spinnenweber never imagined, in his wildest dreams, that he would be standing in a city of gold, searching for Redemption, with a strange cripple. Musing on these strangely exhilarating turn of events, he wandered up and down the streets of the City of Blue Zion, often pausing to gawk at a certain sight or building which caught his fancy.


He was surprised to see that there were many people walking the streets with him, busily bustling about in their daily business. It was not crowded, but he could only go a few moments without passing another person. These looked like normal people; they wore suits and collars and slacks and shoes, and yet there was something different about these sort of people. Arthur reasoned that every person he passed emanated a sort of joy; he could see it in their eyes and hear it in their voices when periodically one or another of them would greet him. As Arthur continued walking, he became more and more amazed at the amount of good will he saw: smiling faces, courtesy, and joviality seemed to be prevalent in these people.


Perhaps, he thought, it might be because of such a beautiful city that the people are so joyful. I would too, he thought, if I lived in such a place. He looked around at a tree planted in a garden adjacent to a building. This tree looked much like any other tree; its leaves were a vivid blue, without a speck of discoloration or decay. It only served to accentuate the small shop that it was next to, as the shop was a vivid hue of red, smooth and faultless and shiny.


Yet although Arthur saw all these buildings and trees and people, he still felt as if he were lacking something. It seemed to him that cheer and good will were useless unless someone had a reason to be cheerful. Surely joy without a reason is for fools, is it not? He hoped that this city was not full of fools. And yet, even if they are fools, they are blissfully ignorant of the fact, and this causes them joy? Arthur’s thinking became befuddled.


Presently he saw a red and white striped canopy hanging over the sidewalk, with the words, “The Place to Eat” written in big, crystal letters across it. This canopy was attached to a beautiful but small silver building. Now famished, Arthur decided to stop and eat at this place.


Meanwhile in another part of the city, William was hurrying to see the Authority. He knew he had not much time, as it was already morning. He remembered what the voices had said,


“Stab the Authority in the back! He will never know.”


“We must work quickly, for we have not much time.”


“The Authority must die tomorrow!”


It was already morning in the bright City of Blue Zion, yet William hardly noticed the beauty as he hurried along the streets. Although he had never been there before, he had studied the geography and layout of the city, and he knew that the Authority’s Palace was in the exact center of the city.


He rounded a corner and entered a large oval plaza. On one side of the plaza was the Ultimate Temple of the Universals, and on the other side was the Palace. He dashed across the plaza and ran up to the palace gates. The gates were open but a guard wearing black clothing and carrying a pointed, wooden sword blocked them.


“Halt,” the guard commanded. “What business have you with the Authority?”


William took a moment to catch his breath before he told the entire story of the whispers of the wind, and about the plot to kill the Authority.


When he had finished relating the story, the guard laughed. “That is a very nice fantasy. However, with a story like that, you shall not gain entrance into the Palace. I’m sorry.”


“But I must! The life of the Authority is in danger!”


The guard shook his head resolutely. There was no look of anger in his eyes, only suspicion.


William, being the astute fellow that he is, noticed his eyes. “You’re in on it too!” he exclaimed, stepping backward. “It’s a big conspiracy. Stab the Authority in the back, that’s what they meant! Not a literal stabbing in the back, but betrayal from his guards and priests!”


The guard did not remove his stare from William.


William backed up and reached down to the ground. He picked up a rock and stood up slowly. “In accordance with my conscience, and for no other reason, I shall give you one last chance to let me in.”


Silence ensued.


Without another word, William hurled the rock in the direction of the man. The projectile was not coming too quickly, but the guard had to dash out of the way. While he was dodging the object, his sword slipped from his hand, landing on the ground with a clatter.


Without wasting a second, William dashed past the guard and ran through the open gate. The guard cried out in anger, and forgetting about his weapon, immediately pursued William.


William approached the Palace, which was a long building made of brick, about three stories tall. He quickly opened the heavy wooden door serving as the entranceway, and scampering through, he closed it and locked it.


Safe now, William examined where he was. It was a tall hallway, with a beautifully large vaulted ceiling and murals painted atop of it. There was a stairway a bit further on, and along the hallway there were various doors, all of them plain and wooden. In this house, he thought, there was truly a mix of the ancient and the modern, the simple and the extravagant.


Still, he had no time to lose. He could hear the guard outside the door, trying various keys in the lock. As if guided by some unknown sense, he dashed down the hallway and ran up the stairway. At the top of the stairway, he took a right and entered down another hallway, this one darker than the last. One solitary window at the end cast light into this forbidding place. He started to open every door, trying to find the Authority.


At last he opened the final door. There, he could see inside it a man, kneeling against a railing, in front of an altar that was covered in blood. Hoping that he was not too late, William called out to the man, “Your Holiness!”


The man slowly stood up. He was wearing a white robe, tied with a rope at the waist. Turning around, William could see that this man was very elderly, as his face was etched with battle scars from years of worries and trials. His hair was completely white, and he walked with a stoop. Nevertheless, the man, who was obscured by the darkness in the room, answered.


“Yes, my son.”


William ran up to him and embraced him, and then knelt on one knee before the human seat of wisdom. “Oh, dear Authority,” he began, looking intently into his eyes. “They are trying to kill you.”


The Authority looked up just in time to see a shadow be cast over William. William turned around and saw the guard in the doorway. The guard walked into the room, followed by a taller man in a black trench coat, with a black shirt and a white collar underneath. “Here is the Authority, sir,” said the guard.


The taller man walked up to the Authority and stood three feet away from him. “I will give you one last chance to cede to our demands. If you refuse, we will have no choice but to execute you.”


The Authority remained silent. Instead of responding, he turned around to face the altar once more, and knelt down, becoming absorbed in meditation.


Slowly, silently, the tall man unsheathed his sharp sword and drew it back, ready to plunge it into the back of the Authority.


William cried out in horror, and he rushed upon the taller man. The man was caught by surprise as William grabbed onto his head and yanked it back. There was a sickening crunch as William broke the man’s neck and he slumped to the ground, lifeless.


William picked up the sword, but as he was doing so, the Authority spoke from his meditations. “You should not have done that.”


William was incredulous. “I saved your life. Are you not in the least bit grateful?”


The Authority stood up and turned around to face him. “I am. Thank you; your devotion will be well rewarded. But whosoever loves his life shall lose it, and whoever loses his life shall save it. Be warned however, that he was not the only apostate priest.”


With that admonition William turned around and was surprised to see five more priests rushing at him, their swords drawn. William picked up the sword lying at the side of the slain priest. They quickly surrounded him, and he fought valiantly to ward them off. Although a cripple, William was an excellent swordsman. However, the men were not interested in killing him, so they quickly rushed past him to get to the Authority.


A silence ensued. Everyone stopped moving, and most of the priests sheathed their swords. Looking around, William noticed that the Authority was not there anymore - it was as if he had totally vanished. Silently, without a sound, the priests walked out of the room and closed the door, leaving William alone with the dead body of the priest, wondering what had happened to the Authority.


Meanwhile, in another part of the city, Arthur Spinnenweber had just entered “The Place to Eat.” He was surprised to find that it resembled a small dining room, with one long table in the middle of the shop. Mirrors lined the walls, and there was a door at one end of the room, presumably leading to the kitchen. There were no other patrons in the shop, and yet when he entered the door, a short, petite woman stepped through the door in the room and called to him, “Welcome to The Place to Eat! I will be waiting upon you, my name is Perquisite.” Arthur was ushered to a seat, where he was cajoled to sit down. He had forgotten how good it felt to sit, as he had been standing or walking for the past few hours.


Without another word Perquisite disappeared into the door to the kitchen, and quickly returned with a listing of the foods available. After handing it to Arthur, she asked cheerfully, “So what can we serve you on this fine morning? You may have anything you want to eat, and as much of it as you would like, for only three copper coins.”


Arthur reached into his coat pocket and pulled out the coins, and as he handed them to Perquisite, he exclaimed, “I am famished! May I try the fried eggs first, please?”


Perquisite cheerfully agreed and rushed off to the kitchen.


Momentarily she returned carrying a massive platter covered in fried eggs, blissfully smothered in cheese and olive oil, and covered with various spices and herbs, with bits of ham and bacon mixed in as well. It looked incredibly delicious. No sooner had she set the plate before him than he took a bite.


“Is it acceptable?” she asked.


Arthur smiled placidly, evidence of his obvious palatial contentment. “This is delicious,” he exclaimed.


“Can I get you anything else, perhaps?”


Arthur felt a cold, and yet hot, wind blow across the back of his neck, causing his hair to stand on end. With a pleasant smile, he replied, “Yes. I should want to try absolutely everything on your menu! If this is so delicious, my tongue cannot wait to delve into your other dishes.”


With a sly smile Perquisite replied, “You must not be from around here,” and she walked back into the kitchen, leaving Arthur to engorge himself on his egg dish.


William felt despondent as he walked down the hallway in the Palace, with his head toward the ground. He had saved the Authority’s life, and yet all he got from him was a rebuke. And furthermore, where did he disappear to as he was being attacked? These thoughts saddened him, because he was an apparent failure although he wanted to be successful.


Thus he was surprised to hear a voice call out from in front of him, “Are you William Fisher?” Looking up, he noticed that a man clothed in odd garb was standing before him. This man was wearing a yellow, red, and blue uniform, and he carried a pike in his right hand. He looked friendly, though.


“Yes?” William asked, timidly.


“The Authority wishes to speak with you. Follow me.” As abruptly as the man had appeared, he wheeled around and began to lead William downstairs to one of the rooms on the first level. Upon opening the door, William entered, and was surprised to see the Authority at a desk in a very tiny room (considering the opulence of the rest of the Palace). The strangely dressed man left and closed the door behind him, leaving William Fisher alone with the Authority.


The Authority looked up with a look of gentleness in his eyes. “Please sit down. I wish to speak with you.”


William gratefully accepted and took a seat across the desk from the Authority in one of the two chairs that were sitting there.


The Authority took a while before he began to speak. “I commend you for your courageous conduct today in warning me of my attackers. I thank you deeply, and I am indebted to you.”


William looked at him curiously. “Then why did you reprimand me when I slaughtered one of the apostates? And where did you disappear to?”


The Authority chuckled. “I had a trap door installed in the room for exactly that purpose. Therefore there was no need to kill anyone, I would simply have escaped through the floor, which is what I did when the five were attacking you.” He chuckled again, in a grandfather sort of way. “I admire your zeal, however. Are you one of us? Are you a Universal?”


William shook his head sadly. “I wish I was, but I must say I am not. I am one in principle, but principles are much to consider myself by.”


“You seem as if you are searching.”


“I am. I am searching for Redemption. Do you see this crippled body, which I am condemned to wear as my penance? I wish that my body could be as free as my soul, to love and to live in joy and peace. This is where I am journeying to right now.”


The Authority got up and went to his shelf, which was on the wall next to his desk. Pulling out a long tube, he opened it and removed a scroll, obviously ancient and very fragile. “I think you could put this to some use,” he advised, handing the scroll to William.


William handled it with care, and with gratitude on his face he asked the Authority, “What is it?”


“This, my friend, is the Scroll on which you can find directions to Redemption. This scroll will guide you on your path, and it will answer many queries for you when you are lost.”


William stood up. “Thank you so much, dearest Authority. This is a gift I cannot fathom.”


“Oh, it is the least thing I can do for so loyal a friend. Just remember that when you achieve Redemption, you can become a Universal in practice as well.”


After another round of thanks, William left the building. He was slightly chagrined and saddened to find that, strewn across the pathway outside the Palace, were the dead bodies of the other five apostate priests and the disloyal guard, struck down by an apparent act of the Almighty. These men, he thought as he gazed on their lifeless corpses, now have no chance at Redemption. He mused on this sadly for a short while before leaving the grounds, his heart joyful for the road ahead yet sad for the lives lost.


As if guided by a sixth sense, William immediately went to The Place to Eat, where he knew he could find Arthur. Upon entering the food shop, he was stunned at what he saw.


Arthur was sitting at one end of a table, looking quite satisfied with himself, as if he did not notice how his stomach had swollen to twice its usual size. Before him on the table sat an incredible banquet, with dishes of every size and shape sitting in front of him. There was roast duck, applesauce, sautéed pork loins, a several thick and juicy steaks, and various amounts of wine in goblets around the table, a number of pies as well. There was chicken potpie, salads, roasted potatoes, pasta dishes, and some spicy stews too. Also on the table were three large chocolate cakes, a large pitcher of milk, rolls and biscuits of various tastes and textures, some amount of eggs and ham, and boiled peas and beans, and several fish dishes as well. In all his life William had never seen a cornucopia of food such as this.


And at the head of the table was Arthur. When he noticed that his friend had walked into the room, he immediately called out, “Hello, William! Won’t you sit down and have some supper with me? This food is outstanding!”


William just looked at his rotund belly. “What have you done to yourself? Look at you. Have you tasted every food on this table?”


Arthur just laughed. “And how delicious it is! Come, take some rest. You have had a busy day. Were you able to reach the Authority in time?”


William tramped over to Arthur and stood over him. “Yes, no thanks to you. But we’ll talk about that later. Look at the spectacle you have made of yourself!”


Arthur looked around. “What are you talking about? Have I no right to enjoy myself a little bit?”


William was about to let out a growl of frustration, but he was able to contain himself. “Enjoyment is one thing, but gluttony is quite another! Come now, you must learn temperance of your carnal appetites. Let us get you out of this place and for heavens sake, never do anything so shameful again!” With that, William began to walk away.


Arthur struggled to pull himself to a standing position. He began to walk toward the door, but before he could take one step, he immediately flopped to the ground, moaning in pain.


William walked back over to the older man, now lying on the ground. “What’s wrong now?”


“Oh, my entrails! How they ache!” He rolled around on the floor, as if for effect.


William sighed and rolled his eyes. “Well, it appears that we will not be traveling any further this night. Come, let me help you. I know a cozy inn nearby. We can stay there for the night.”


An hour later, the sun was setting as the two men settled into their separate rooms for the night. Arthur was feeling better by this time, so both of them decided to chat about what to do next.


They sat at a table as William pulled out the Scroll that was stored safely inside his shirt. “This is a scroll that the Authority gave to me. He said it was to guide our journeys.” Upon laying it out on the table, they began to see that words were forming before their eyes.


“Beware upon your quest


For what you think is best


Is often Satan in disguise.


Seven devils you will meet


Every one you’ll greet


To fall but rise again once more.


Take heed and feel the flame


In the catacomb of the name


Of Sancta Calixtus, Witness of God.


Let not the flame go out,


Or you shall be without


The purpose that you seek.”

“What do you think it means?” asked Arthur.


“Well, I can easily tell you that the first two stanzas refer to the seven devils you will meet. I think you met one today - the devil of Gluttony.”


Arthur pondered that. “You’re right. I found that devil to be particularly tempting today. But what was that about the last two stanzas? Feeling the flame?”

“I’m not sure,” responded William, “but I know that the catacombs of the Witness Calixtus are located within the City of Blue Zion. I think it’s under one of the beautiful temples - the one of Maria Minor, I think. We should visit there tomorrow.”


And with that settled, the two men went to bed, grateful for their respite and anxious to see what was in store for them in the Catacomb of Witness Calixtus.


The next morning they entered the catacombs. The entrance to this place was underneath a tremendous temple, Maria Minor. Once in the catacombs, they began to look around.


From the light of the torch held by William the two men could behold ancient paintings and tile work on the walls, with each one depicting a scene from a spiritual battle. This artwork was somewhat comforting to Arthur, despite being in the dark and cold and damp catacombs. All of a sudden the floor sloped downward sharply, and they were able to make their way into a large room.


From the dim light of the torch this room looked quite large, with an altar in the middle. The altar was pure white, a brilliant white that shone despite the lack of light in the caverns. Carved into the wall were several small alcoves or niches, each one with a small wax candle in it, obviously very ancient. There were inscriptions on the wall. William walked over to the inscriptions and read them.


“The wall here says that this is the place of death of the Witness Calixtus.”


“This is amazing,” commented Arthur. “Such righteous people walked here.”


“I know what you mean,” replied William. “Calixtus was a man who was a High Priest at the temple, and during the Zionic persecutions he was slaughtered here while offering sacrifice. He himself became the sacrifice. It is amazing, how he had achieved Redemption. I hope it is not necessary for me to die to receive the same thing.”


At that very moment a cold wind swept through the place and the torch fizzled out. In its place, the candles started to light by themselves, one by one, going around the room. In a short time the room was filled with light from the many candles on the wall.


When this had happened, a noise started, like a rushing wind and a cackling fire. The sound built up and continued to build, until it was quite loud, and almost deafening.


Arthur looked at William, who appeared to be as frightened as he was. Arthur covered his ears with his hands as the sound grew to a crescendo. Despite his fear, though, Arthur felt strangely at peace, a peace that he could not describe and a peace that he had never felt in his life before. He closed his eyes, enjoying this tranquillity. All of a sudden he felt very warm, as if a wave of heat had washed over him. He opened his eyes to see there was a flame of fire encircling him, but this fire was green and it did not burn anything. He closed his eyes once more to enjoy the peace that he felt.


Many wonderful thoughts seemed to fill his head. His mind seemed to see the Almighty, in all his glory. He mused on whose Catacombs he was standing in; on the glory that awaited one of the great Witnesses of the Universal Faith. He stretched out his mind in an offering, desiring to partake of the glory now afforded to Calixtus.


It seemed as at this time the channels of communication were opened wide, and Arthur’s mind seemed to be delving into the thoughts of the divine. His whole body shuddered with joy as he extended his life to the Almighty, and the Almighty accepted and extended life to him in return. This exchange caused great joy in the heart of Arthur.

Time passed. Arthur was still in bliss, with a slight smile on his face and his eyes closed. Slowly, surely, the warmth started to fade away from him, and he opened his eyes to see that nothing had changed: the torch was lit, and the candles were out, and there were no noises in the caverns in which they stood. But something had changed: Arthur felt joyful and ebullient, filled with spirit.


The two men exited the caverns a short while later, one feeling rejuvenated and the other feeling despondent.


“That was a wonderful experience, was it not, William?” gushed Arthur as they walked across the now-deserted Temple Plaza.


William appeared drained of all life energy. Without smiling, he responded, “It was.”


“I am sure that I have now found my life’s purpose. While I was in the Catacombs, the Almighty spoke to me, saying that He wants me to give my life to Him. I have never had such a clear vision of the future as I have now. I’m so joyful.”


William looked at him and seemed to sigh, but remained silent.


“What is wrong with you? Did you not have the same experience that I had? In those Catacombs the Spirit of the Almighty rested upon me, I could feel it! It was the most awesome experience I have ever had.”


“And do you think that anything will have changed?”


“Oh, yes! My life has changed. Previously, as you know, I was searching for my life’s purpose. I was unhappy and confused. As I was standing in those Catacombs, it all became clear to me. I give completely my life to the service of God and my neighbor. Life seems to make so much sense now!”


William looked at him with compassion. “I can understand how you feel. But be forewarned, this is only a fleeting fantasy. Reality will hit you very hard unless you persist and cultivate these feelings of joy.”


“Oh, I will. This joy is such that I shall never let it go!”


William waited a while before responding with seriousness in his voice. “I too felt as you felt in that Catacombs. But I have felt this way before, and learned that feelings are not something to be relied upon.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out three bronze coins, and handed them all to Arthur. “I know a wonderful eating place nearby, and inexpensive, too. Their meals are only one coin. I also know another place that is much better, but they are much more expensive, at three bronze coins. Why don’t you have some supper? I would like to continue to look around the city a bit more.”


Arthur readily agreed, and in the middle of the empty plaza, the two men separated.


Arthur’s mind was quite content as he cheerfully hiked down the streets of the City of Blue Zion. This time, however, as he walked, he often returned the greetings of the citizens who greeted him, with smiles and joyful words. His heart and his body felt as light as a feather, since he had discovered his life’s purpose and was about to go fulfilling it.


As he tramped down the alleyway, a beggar caught his eyes. He was sitting on the walkway, with his back leaning against a holographic tangerine wall. He was wearing little more than rags, and his unshaven face and unkempt appearance gave away his utter poverty. As Arthur approached, the beggar called out to him, “Have pity on me! Can you spare some change, sir?”


Arthur smiled cheerfully. “I apologize, but I cannot. My heart is moved with pity for your plight, however. I shall pray for you at my visit to the temple later today.”


“Are you sure? I haven’t had a meal in days.”


“I am truly sorry for you, but the money I have now is for my supper. I apologize, but I cannot help you today.” With that he proceeded to walk past him.


He was stopped dead in his tracks, however, when a deep, booming voice called out from behind him, “Arthur, halt!”


Arthur turned slowly around to see that the beggar had transformed, miraculously, into an angel, seven feet tall with a light emanating from him. Protruding from his back were two massive white-feathered wings, and he carried a gleaming sword in his hands. Arthur was overwhelmed at the intensity of the light and he fell to the ground, with his eyes cast downward. “What is it?” he responded.


The angel answered with anger. “You could not spare one coin, because you needed the best things for yourself. This is not compassion. Your feelings are useless unless they are backed up with actions.”


Arthur was silent for a while. He noticed that his joy was slowly draining out of him, as he felt his old companions, selfishness and confusion, creeping back to join him again.


“I think,” continued the angel, “that you must learn selflessness before you are able to achieve Redemption.”


With that, the angel disappeared, leaving Arthur sad and confused, sitting on the ground in the middle of a long and deserted alleyway.


When William approached Arthur, the younger man was chagrined but not surprised to see him sitting against the holographic tangerine wall, looking truly despondent. It looked as if all of his joy, which he had been relishing but ten minutes ago, had been emptied out of him and in its place his melancholy sadness filled him. Immediately, William could guess what was wrong, and his first inclination was to chastise him, but he thought better of it and decided to act with pity.


Walking until he was directly in front of him, William extended his hand to help Arthur up, saying, “Has the joy left you?”


Arthur stood up and sighed, and the two began to walk down the street paved in gold. He then began to explain. “Yes, I acted selfishly, out of my old habits, when I refused to give some money to a beggar.” There was silence for a while, before Arthur continued. “How is it done? How can I change? I had it for a minute there, with the finding of my life’s purpose and all that. But it wasn’t permanent. I want to change, I really do. But how? Why is it that we become so set in our ways that we cannot change? I think it must be hereditary, or something.”


“It’s a little thing called Grace,” William explained. “Grace is what makes us change. And it teaches us patience. Change is a process that takes a very, very long time. This is what I have learned. Judging from your appearance, I’d say that you are about fifty years old or so. That means you have had fifty years to form these habits of selfishness and emptiness. Just as you did not become this way overnight, so you will not rid yourself of these faults until you are patient. Didn’t I tell you, coming out of the Catacombs, that this joy of yours would not last? Trust me, I have been there and back, and it takes more than one experience to become Redeemed. You need Grace.”


“But how do you get Grace?”


William smiled cryptically. “You must ask for it.”


Arthur noticed that William’s limp had become unmistakably more pronounced, and it seemed that he was wincing with every step. Being the concerned friend, Arthur asked if he was all right.


“Yes, I’m fine. Just tired, that’s all…you’re lucky that your body is not as crippled as mine is…although, I suppose that your soul is as crippled as my body is. I guess we all have our struggles, none greater than another.” After this he became silent, and Arthur’s concerns were not alleviated.


The next morning brought a ray of translucent sunshine skidding through the window, but it did nothing to bring a bit of joy into the life of Arthur Spinnenweber’s life. He remained as sullen as ever, even after he and William began to consult the Scroll as to where to turn next in their ever-reaching quest for Redemption. Arthur, frustrated, considered refusing to continue, since he could see no point. Redemption had been on his mind ever since he met William. He felt that his presence in London was surely not missed; he had nothing to return for. He might as well have stayed here and see what lay ahead. Perhaps it might give him peace and joy.


Upon opening the scroll and staring at it for a bit, words began to form.


“Go see the Authority once more.”


There was a dreadfully long pause after reading these words, as each of the fellows pondered what this meant.


Finally William broke the silence. “Not quite as lyrical as the first message, but I suppose that must be done.”


Minutes later both men stepped through the threshold and entered the Palace. They paused a moment in the main corridor, to give Arthur a chance to look around.


To Arthur, this corridor was the most incredible thing he had ever seen. Silky curtains of pure spun gold hung from the walls, and the murals almost shone with beauty and radiance. He was in awe at the precious stones of jade and ruby and emerald and diamond which formed a border around the many doors. The floor was covered in a deep and cooling beige silk rug, very thick and soft and a pleasure to walk upon. Arthur furthermore noticed several exquisite crystal statues lining the room, each one studded with bits of platinum. “This is amazing,” commented Arthur.


“Indeed it is,” William agreed. “There must be millions of coins’ worth of precious fabric, dyes, and gems within this one room. ‘Tis beautiful, is it not?”


Arthur looked at the younger man, skepticism in his eyes. “Does the Universal Faith teach anything of simplicity and poverty?”


“Yes, it teaches that simplicity is a very desirable thing.”


“And this Authority is a holy man? It seems to me that he is extremely exorbitant in his lavish living quarters.”


William was offended. “Not at all! Are you bringing into question the holiness of the Authority? Just wait until you meet him to pass judgment on the man.”


At that moment, a door on his right opened, and a voice which seemed to emanate from nowhere echoed, “This way to the Authority.”


The two men entered the office of the Authority, who was sitting at his desk. Upon seeing the men enter, he joyfully rose and greeted them. “William! So glad that you could return again to my humble abode.”


Arthur snorted.


Without missing a beat, the Authority asked, “And who is your friend?”


“This,” replied William, “is Arthur Spinnenweber. He, too, is seeking Redemption.”


The Authority nodded. “It is a pleasure to meet you. Won’t you both please sit down?”


It was at this time that Arthur noticed a lovely smell wafting through the air. “What, may I ask, is that pleasant odor that tingles my nose? I have never smelled anything so beautiful in all my life!”


The Authority chuckled. “This odor you smell is one of myrrh, finest herb anywhere around. It is imported fresh from the country of Grenshaw, in the farthest reaches of Nasses. Quite an expensive item, I assure you.”


Arthur looked at William, who at the same time looked at Arthur with a testy expression on his face, as if saying, It is time to stop speaking, for you are insulting the Authority.


William turned back to the Authority and began to speak. “Dearest Authority, we need to find Redemption desperately. I have consulted the Scroll, which told us to return to you for guidance. What can we do? This has been my lifelong quest, and it is taking longer than…”


“Patience, patience,” interrupted the Authority. “It is necessary to be patient with oneself and others on the quest for Redemption. But I can see that you are very anxious, and I can understand your angst. I think that for you, only one thing can help you obtain Redemption.” He drew closer to William. “In a small unnamed country on top of a small, unnamed hill is an Artifact. This Artifact guarantees Redemption to all who peruse it.”


“What is this Artifact?” Arthur asked.


“I cannot tell you, you must discover it on your own,” the Authority said slyly.


“If we do not know what it is, how will we know when we find it?”


“Trust me, you will know. Redemption is not hard to find when one knows where to look. Follow where the Scroll tells you to go, and you will find the Artifact. When you find the Artifact, you will find Redemption. And to help you on this quest, I have something to give you, a sort of token of appreciation for your saving my life.” With that the Authority reached beneath his desk and pulled out a box, about half a meter long and a quarter of a meter wide. He removed the lid to show the two men the contents.


Never in his wildest imagination could Arthur have ever seen such loot! The box was filled to the brim with gold and silver coins, precious stones, and gems. There were, in the box, several small golden statuettes, along with a small ribbon of spun gold that was laden with emeralds. A few necklaces and bracelets, of silver and gold, lay on the top, and a crown was also there, studded with jewels. Arthur became excited at the prospect of having this box as a present from the Authority, and he looked longingly at the precious metals contained therein.


His hopes were dashed, however, when he saw the Authority reach his hand beneath the riches and pull out two small, brown, plain cloth necklaces. He held the necklaces out to the two travelers, with the admonition, “These will protect you from much harm if you wear them with fervor. May the blessings of the Almighty be upon you as you embark on your journey to find Redemption.”


Arthur felt a cold, and yet hot, wind blow across the back of his neck, causing his hair to stand on end. With a tersely calm voice, he asked, “What do you use those jewels for, may I ask?”


The Authority smiled, although he knew Arthur’s intentions. “No, you may not ask.”


“It seems to me,” continued Arthur, “that the luxury in which you live is scandalous. Surely you could put your wealth to much better use than your own pleasure. How can you call yourself holy if there are people starving on the streets and you are living in this sumptuous lifestyle?”


“Please,” interjected William hastily, “do not listen to Arthur. He is not right in the mind. Some of us need more Redemption than others, if you know what I mean.”


The Authority ignored his comment and responded to Arthur. “Did you want some of my wealth? Is that what this is about?”


“Yes, perhaps. All I am saying is that it is scandalous and hypocritical of you to live in such opulence while there are those less fortunate than you living on the streets. What have you done to eliminate their poverty? I think that if you are as holy as everyone says that you are, you need to live a much more simple life.”


Instead of becoming flustered, the Authority simply rose from his desk. “Let me show you something.” The men rose and followed him out.


They crossed the corridor and entered a room on the other side. “This, my friends, is my bedroom and sleeping quarters.” Arthur entered the small room, and he was amazed at what he saw. He had stepped into a small room, no larger than a closet, that was just barely tall enough to fit his height. The walls were white and bare, and nothing existed in the room with the exception of one chair and a bed, which consisted of a flat board of wood and a rock as a pillow.


Arthur turned around to face the Authority, and said, “Please accept my apologies, Your Holiness.”


“What appears as wealth to you is no more than straw to me. I need it to be there so I can entertain and host heads of state. The two places you have seen, the corridor and my study, are the only two rooms in the Palace that are exorbitant.” He turned and spoke directly to Arthur. “You, sir, need to learn not to judge, especially when you are more guilty than I.”


“What are you talking about? I am not guilty of exorbitance.”


“How come, then, did you walk past the poor man on the street yesterday and not give him one of your coins, so that you could have the finest food to eat?”


All of a sudden Arthur remembered, and remorse and embarrassment flooded his soul. “How did you know this occurred?”

The Authority gave him a funny smile. “That is not for you to know. I forgive you, though, for your rash judgment. I had neglected to warn you that on your path to Redemption you will be tested by seven devils. It appears that you have succumbed to the devil of Greed in this instance. By wearing the necklace that I have given you, you will be given the strength to reject those devils.”


Both Arthur and William thanked the Authority profusely for his kindness, and with their necklaces around their necks, they exited the Palace and begun the long journey to Redemption.


The next morning brought bright sunshine, as always in the cheerful City of Blue Zion. William and Arthur were walking out of town, however, on the road to Redemption, walking only by one word, which was revealed to them from the scroll last night:


“Walk.”


So they walked. They knew not where they were walking, but they walked nonetheless. As they tramped on, both men noticed that the colors seemed to fade, from the vivid hues of the sky to the vibrant colors of the objects. They all seemed to meld together, until finally they were in one indistinguishable mess of light waves. As they continued, all of a sudden, they noticed that they were back in the world of grey. The grass of silk was still waving in the breeze, and the sky was a light grey, as a color of morning in a grey land. Arthur was somewhat disappointed in seeing this, as he had grown accustomed to the visual treats that existed in the City. But, as always, they continued on down the long, long road that seemed to go nowhere.


Eventually William broke the silence. “Perhaps we should consult the Scroll.” In silence they unrolled the precious piece of parchment and as they stared at it, words began to form, as they had before.


“The measure which you measured shall be measured back to you.


Take, give, receive, leave. In the end everyone ends up richer.”


They stared at the words for a while, trying to memorize the confusing words. Presently they began to fade, and just as easily as they had come, they disappeared.


Arthur was confused. “What do you suppose it means?”


William was just as befuddled. “I’m not sure. Perhaps if we keep walking, it will become clearer.” So they did. In a bit, William changed the topic, saying, “What did you think of the City of Blue Zion?”


Arthur thought a while before responding. “It was an incredible city, so full of sights and sounds and tastes and smells…I wish I could have stayed there longer. The Authority was a nice man. I hope I did not insult him with my rash commentary about his lifestyle.”


“I’m sure you didn’t. He’s quite forgiving.”


“That’s good. I also liked the Tomb of Callixtus Witness. That was an incredible experience, I only wish it lasted.”


“Well, do you feel that you got any closer to Redemption, or peace of mind?”


Arthur sighed sadly. “Not at all. In fact, I am more confused now than when I first started. I felt happy for a while when I was eating that big meal, but the guilt was certainly not worth the pleasure. I felt joy when I was in the Catacombs, but that joy didn’t last very long. I was amazed at the Authority, but he gave me no answers to my question. Why am I still so unhappy? What is the meaning of my life? What is it that can lead to true happiness in my life?”


William did not answer but instead looked into the distance. “I see a house! At least, I think that is a house. There appears to be smoke emanating from a chimney.”


Arthur squinted into the distance. “How can you see that? I see nothing.”


William grinned. “Not all of me is deformed. I’ve got wonderful sight. Come, let us see if the resident of this house would be willing to serve us some supper. I am famished.”


As they approached the house, they were surprised by what it looked like. It was a small grey cottage, with a thatched grey roof and two stories. There were five small windows and a door on the face of the house, each reflecting the color outside. It looked cozy and quaint, but boring as well.


The two men approached the door and knocked. A small, older grandmother-like lady came and answered the door, wearing a white apron over a blue and white plain dress. Her eyes were kind and gentle, the type that you would associate with elderly retired people, and she was attractive despite her advancing age. Upon spotting the two men, she exclaimed in a cheerfully sweet voice, “Greetings! May I help you?”


William explained their situation, that the men had been walking all day and were hungry.


“Oh, goodness! Where have you been walking from?”


“We came from the City of Blue Zion.”


“Oh my, that is quite a distance. Please come in, you both must be very tired!”


The men walked into the house. They were both surprised and comforted to see how quaint it was. From the foyer both men could see a small sitting-parlor to their left filled with chairs and tables, with a fire cackling away in the fireplace. Straight ahead was a small kitchen with many nooks and crannies, filled with spices and herbs and wines of all sorts. This was all they could see from where they stood, but they were impressed at the simple elegance of the house out in the middle of nowhere.


“It’s so wonderful to have visitors,” commented the lady. “We do not get them very often, living out here all alone. I was just saying to Joachim how I think we need to get out more. Come, let’s get you something to eat.” With that, she led them through the kitchen to a small dining table, set for two people. “Allow me to get two more place settings.”


“I’m sorry, we never got formally introduced. My name is William Fisher, and this here is Arthur Spinnenweber.”


“Pleased to meet you,” the lady commented as she busied herself by putting out two more places. “My name is Anne. My husband is upstairs somewhere. Where are you two travelers headed towards?”


“I’m not sure,” responded William, who seemed to be doing all the speaking. “We’re looking for Redemption. There’s supposed to be an Artifact, somewhere, that will lead us to it.”


Anne looked off into the distance and called her husband. “Joachim! Supper is ready!” Shortly after she had said this, a short, stoutly old man sauntered into the room. His head was bald and he was quite old, but he had the same look of kindness that his wife had. After some brief introductions, the four of them sat down at the table.


“So,” began Arthur in the middle of the meal, “do you not get lonely out here in the middle of nowhere? I have seen no more houses anywhere around within walking distance of a day.”


William was about to kick him under the table for his incomparable and unthinking rudeness before Anne stated, “Not really. We see other people about once a month, but that is all. We have each other and we are perfectly happy here.”


“Besides,” added Joachim, “We like our privacy. We actually never intended to live here, though. We both came to this land by accident. We had been married in a town called Dublin, in a strange country called Ireland.”


Arthur’s eyes lit up immensely. “I know where that is!”


“Do you, now? And where are you from?”


“I am from Barnbury Cross, a small town outside of London, England. Can you possibly tell me how to get back to there? I would like to resume my normal life, if I can.”


“What? You do not like the Land of Nasses?”


“I would like to return to England.”


Anne then spoke. “You see, we never did figure out how to return to Ireland. We were in a boating accident on a lake shortly after we were married. From what I recall, our small craft capsized on a cold lake, and I can remember feeling the chill of the water against my flesh. Then I passed out, but when I awoke, I was here. I don’t think there is any way to return to the world.”


Arthur’s hopes were crushed.


“But then,” she continued, “a funny thing happened. As if inspired by God, we began a quest to search for Redemption. We obtained a Scroll, and this instructed us to live in the first house we found on the way. Just like that, we came upon this house, and we have lived here ever since. So we never found Redemption. Or perhaps we have, in sorts, since I have never been happier since I have lived here.”


“This for me,” interjected Joachim, “has been a blessing. Back in the World, we lived a hard, hard life. We had money, to be sure. We were some of the richest people in the country. But I found no enjoyment in those things, just a sort of prison. I felt as if I were tied down by my obligations and wants and desires. This land has brought freedom to me, and I am perfectly happy here.”


Arthur looked at them incredulously. “And you don’t mind the boredom, the monotony, the loneliness…”


“Not really.”


“I wish I could be as happy with so little.” Again, William was about to kick him before he continued speaking. “What is your secret to happiness? Is it something in the water here?”


Anne spoke. “I think it’s just docility to the purpose you have been given. You know, bloom where you’re planted. We’re doing what we were created to do: live in this house in this time in this place. There’s a certain satisfaction when you find the purpose of your life and then carry it out.”


“So I suppose then, that my purpose in life would be to wander around and search for my purpose in life?”


“If you are unhappy, then no, that is not your purpose in life.”


“Then will I ever find my purpose?”


“Perhaps. It all takes time. You’d be surprised at what life will throw at you, though. In Ireland I would never have dreamed that my life would be spent in the dark, grey world of the Land of Nasses, living alone in a tiny house in the middle of a grey, silk field. But this has brought me happiness.”


“Do not despair,” advised Joachim. “You will find your life’s purpose if you only look long enough.”


Arthur looked down at his repast: a small bowl of thin tomato soup, and some bread, and some water. Simple. Poor. And yet, these people are completely and totally happy with their life, despite how boring and unexciting it was. Although Arthur was still depressed, this message somehow made sense. If these people could be happy with what little they had, then why couldn’t he be happy with his confusion and sadness?


Arthur shook these thoughts out of his head and continued to eat.


A short while later, they had all finished their meals. William stood up to leave. “I thank you profusely for this delicious meal. Your generosity is certainly far beyond compare.”


“Indeed,” agreed Arthur, “I thank you as well. What could we possibly do to repay you?”


“Oh, think nothing of it,” Anne replied. “It is always a gift to have some company with us. I thank you both for stopping by.”


“No, I could never take advantage of your hospitality. Is there something we could do to repay you at all?” Arthur asked.


Joachim thought for a minute. “Yes, there is something. If you truly want to repay us for our kindness, then show this same kindness to everyone you meet this day.”


“Fair enough,” Arthur responded with a smile as both men walked to the door. “I wish you both well, and goodbye.” With that they stepped outside into the grey, dull world once more, and the door was closed behind them.


The food and company brought new energy into both of the men. Despite the fact that nothing had changed, something truly had. Arthur had something else to dwell upon. He was contented and encouraged to see such people as Anne and Joachim, living a simple yet truly fulfilling life.


“Tell me a bit about your life back home,” encouraged William.


“Well, I used to be a banker. Quite a wealthy one, too. I had a wonderfully large house in Barnbury Cross.”


“Did you enjoy being a banker?”


“To tell you the truth, I didn’t really. I was successful at it, though, and I made a lot of money.”


“If you didn’t enjoy doing it, why didn’t you find something that you would enjoy doing?”


“Let me just put it this way. Although I didn’t enjoy doing it, I certainly did enjoy the results of my labor, such as the money, the prestige, the people I met…”


“Perhaps it’s because I’m not from your world that I do not understand this - how anyone could spend their life doing something that they didn’t enjoy.”


“Everyone does this where I come from. I highly doubt that anyone really enjoys their jobs, but the jobs must get done.”


“All I know is that I have always enjoyed my livelihood. Well, maybe not always, but for the most part.”


“What did you used to do for a living?”


William smiled, remembering. “I used to serve the priest at the temple. I did all sorts of things: I kept house for him, tended his garden, cleaned the temple, cooked, wrote letters, all kinds of things. It was wonderful, serving my best friend.”


“Was it a high-paying job?”


William made a face. “Paying? I received no compensation but the love and friendship of the priest at the temple. This was enough recompense for me.”


“But how did you furnish your home? What about…”


“I lived with the priest at the temple. I had nothing of my own. I know this sounds strange and foreign to you, but I assure you that it is very freeing to live without worries about temporal matters.” There was silence for a while before William asked, “Do you believe in the Almighty?”


“I’m not sure. Your version of God seems to be different from my version of God.”


“I didn’t ask if you believed in God, I asked if you believed in the Almighty. God is a person, the Almighty is a force, a being, an entity. Do you believe that there is some Almighty force ruling the universe, separating light from darkness, goodness from evil?”


“I suppose. I’ve never really given it much thought. I’ve always considered myself a believer in God, in some abstract way.”


“I can tell. Your belief in the Almighty doesn’t reflect itself in your actions.”


Arthur was hurt.


William was not finished. “You need to take a deep look into yourself to see what you truly believe. If you do not stand for anything then you will fall for everything.”


Arthur became defensive against what he considered to be an unfair attack against his moral character. “What brought this on? What did I do to deserve your criticism?”


“Nothing in particular. I apologize if I come across too harshly. But in my own quest for Redemption, I see that sometimes we cannot only rely upon our own efforts to get there. We often need to trust in a higher power to get us there. I see that you are struggling to find your own happiness and satisfaction. But why not ask the Almighty to help you find it? It would all make so much more sense.”


Arthur decided to change the topic. “Perhaps we should consult the scroll again.”


They did so and these words appeared:


“The measure which you measured shall be measured back to you.


Take, give, receive, leave. In the end everyone ends up richer.”


Arthur mused on these words once more. “These are the same words as before. Were they not fulfilled?”


“I suppose not.”


And they continued their journey towards Redemption.


As they were walking they heard a sound. Arthur noticed it first, but William quickly heard it too. It was a sort of a low, throaty whine, almost like a horse’s whinny but deeper and more ferocious. The noise grew louder and louder as they continued to walk on. Although the noise was not too loud, it was certainly noticeable.


They soon came to a place in the path from which the noise seemed to emanate. Peering into the surroundings, William noticed a large circular area to their right that was void of silk strings, about ten feet wide and twenty feet long. This area was about fifty feet from the path. It was from this cleared out area that the sound came from.


At first both men tried to ignore it, but there was something desperate about the noise. It was almost as if some creature was moaning to the world in melancholy sadness.


William looked at Arthur expectantly. Arthur said, “What?”


“Are you not going to examine the source of the noise?”


“Not particularly.” And with that he continued to walk.


William called after him. “Arthur! What if it is some poor creature in trouble? Perhaps you should take a look. I will come with you.”


Arthur turned around and begrudgingly agreed. They walked through the silk strings until they came upon the source of the sound, and both men were shocked at what they saw.


The cleared-out area turned out to be a large pool of quicksand, grey and wet and murky. In the center of this quicksand was a large lion, about seven feet long and ferocious looking. When the lion spotted the men, it let out a growl of frustration.


“It appears to be stuck,” commented William quite innocently.


“I know it’s stuck!” said Arthur, weary of how often William had been treating him like a young child. “What did you want me to do about it?”


“Well, it looks like the lion would probably want to get out of the mud.”


It was Arthur’s turn to offer a growl of frustration. “I can’t do that, I’ll be eaten alive. Besides, how could I even if I wanted to? And why wouldn’t you do it?”


“Look at me,” ordered William. “How could I, a cripple, do this? And look to your left. There is a rope, you will see, which should be plenty long enough. What providence.”


Arthur looked, and sure enough, there was a very long rope laying in the silk. “Coincidence,” he intoned as he picked it up. He looked back out across the quicksand pond to the lion, who was now looking docilely at him. His gaze went back to William, who was looking at him helplessly. He stared at the quicksand - it looked deep. He might become stuck and then who would help pull him out? He looked back to the lion, who seemed to be sinking even deeper into the quicksand.


“You had better hurry, he appears to be sinking.”


Arthur all of a sudden began to feel afraid, mainly for himself. What if that lion had not eaten anything for days? All of a sudden a quote came back to him:


“The measure which you measured shall be measured back to you.


Take, give, receive, leave. In the end everyone ends up richer.”


It suddenly made sense! As Anne and Joachim asked them to be kind to everyone they met today, he must be so kind and selfless to help this poor lion, who seemed to be sinking ever more. The measure of generosity Arthur showed is the measure that he would receive in return. Making up his mind, he stepped to the edge of the quicksand. Closing his eyes, he took a deep breath and lifted his foot off the ground and stepped.


It held. He sunk down perhaps an inch or two, but surely not as much as he had expected. Taking another step, he found that the quicksand got no deeper. The same result with another step. For some reason, he was supported and suspended in only an inch or two of quicksand.


Presently he reached the lion. He moved slowly, as to not startle the massive beast, but quickly, as the lion sunk every second. Fear almost choked him as he fashioned the rope into a circle and placed it around the animal’s neck. Stepping back, he pulled with all his might and on the third tug, the creature was freed. Both man and beast began to walk back towards the shore.


When they had reached the shore, Arthur leaned forward to take the rope off the neck of the lion when he lost his balance and slipped due to the slick mud that he was standing upon. The beast walked over to him and stood over top of him, growling.


Terrified, Arthur could not move. He was certain that this beast would now devour him, despite the good deed that he had done. Arthur could feel on his face the hot breath of the lion, and the beast’s teeth shined as his saliva dripped down out of his mouth onto Arthur’s face. The lion’s face got closer and closer to Arthur, who was frozen in fear. Silently the massive tongue began to extend.


Arthur began to think that he was about to meet his demise. He closed his eyes tightly, determined not to see himself die. Instinctively, almost, he started to pray. To whom, he did not know. But he prayed. The lion’s rough tongue was dragged across his face. This is it, he thought, he is preparing to eat me.


And then, as suddenly as it had started, it was over. He no longer felt the lion’s hot breath on his face. When he opened his eyes, he could see William standing over him, extending his hand. Gratefully, yet stunned, Arthur took it and rose to his feet.


“That was the lion’s way of thanking you,” William explained. The lion seemed to smile, if this is possible, and then sauntered away in the silk strings until he was no longer visible.


Arthur stared blankly at William.


“Come now, let us continue. We still have many more miles to go, I’m sure.” With that, William turned around and walked back through the strings to the path.


Arthur just looked towards the heavens and sighed. “Why me?” Then he followed William.


“Do you know what I need?” asked Arthur as they got onto the path once more. “I need a drink. Some good scotch ought to do the trick.”


“Do you know what you need?” retorted William, “You need to be quiet. I must say, however, that you were quite brave back there in helping the lion.”


“Thank you, but I was not brave at all. I was more afraid then I’ve ever been in my life.” He sighed. “Is it just me, or is life always this strange in the land of Nasses?”


William deadpanned, “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”


It was at this exact moment that a man stepped out of the tall silk strings and stood in the path of the two men. Arthur and William both stopped suddenly. This man was wearing grey camouflage (if that’s possible) and carrying a laser-like weapon in his hands. His face was painted with grey paint, and he was scowling furiously.


There was a silent stare down for a minute or two, with both sides about three feet apart. Finally, William spoke. “Can we help you?”


The man glowered at him. “I have been authorized to eliminate anyone who is a Universal. Are you a Universal?”


“No, we are not fully Universals. Could you please let us through? Who issued these orders?”


“My orders come from La Horreur, who has outlawed every religion. Do you believe in the Almighty?”


“La Horreur? Wasn’t he killed five years ago? I’m almost positive that he was.”


“No, he escaped to the mountain region of Tarshish. What is that to you?”


“Then what is he doing in power? He’s an egomaniac.”


The man held his gun higher. “Watch how you speak of La Horreur. I have orders to shoot anyone who believes in the Almighty. Do you?”


Arthur suddenly felt a surge of adrenaline course through his system. He was terrified of the man. Speaking to William, he said, “We should leave, this man looks dangerous.”

William, however, ignored him. “How could he have gotten into power? His rebellion was crushed. What has happened to King Rex?”


“King Rex was killed one month ago,” replied the camouflaged man, his voice not rising from its desultory tone. “The great city of Damascus is now under the Aryan domination. Now, answer my question: do you believe in the Almighty?”


Arthur knew exactly how his friend, who appeared courageously unafraid, would answer. Tensely, he commanded, “William, don’t answer the question!”


William looked over to him with deep sadness in his eyes; sadness for the lack of faith in his older friend. Slowly turning his head back to his aggressor, he replied, “I believe in the Almighty.”


No sooner had he uttered the words than the man shot him. A beam of blinding light shot out from the weapon, and it hit William in the center of his chest. He fell flying to the ground, unmoving.


Arthur cried out in a loud voice and bent down to his friend. William, however, quickly came to and sat up. Whispering to Arthur, who was kneeling next to him, he said, “A beam like that usually kills a man. I must have been protected by the Almighty.” He quickly rose to his feet to face the camouflaged man, who had a look of surprise on his countenance.


The man looked at his gun, and then looked at the men. As silently as he came to be, he stepped off into the silk strings and walked away from them.


Arthur was greatly overwhelmed at what he had just seen. He sat down on the path with a dazed look in his eyes. “What is going on here? Please explain to me what just happened.”


William took a deep breath before starting. “We’re in serious trouble. Five years ago La Horreur tried to capture the throne from King Rex, but failed. After a brief civil war, he was exiled to Tarshish. The king used to rule Damascus and surrounding entities in peace, but apparently he has been killed by La Horreur, who again led a rebel band against the king. The priest at the temple in my home town warned me about the Damascene Persecutions that might be going on around here. We need to be extra careful in traversing through Damascus. La Horreur abhors God and the Almighty, and he’s willing to kill anyone who believes in them.”


William looked down at his brown cloth necklace that the Authority had given him, and then continued. “I think this necklace has something to do with why I’m still alive right now. Usually that particular weapon, the light-beam disintegration laser, kills upon contact. The Almighty certainly protected me from death today.”


“And you’re not the least bit fazed?”


“We must continue. My desire to get to Redemption has only increased with each trial that I face.”


William continued speaking, but Arthur wasn’t listening. He was, instead, reflecting upon the fact that these past few days have been so exciting (in both good and bad ways) that he had not been unhappy at all. Was this the answer, he wondered, to his question? That he would be totally satisfied if he lived an exciting life? He did admit that his life at home, being a banker and socialite and whatnot, eventually got very dull and monotonous. Could this be what leads him to happiness? He could only wonder.


They arose and began to walk once more.

And he also wondered why it was that William was still alive. Certainly that shot should have killed him, but it did not…was he protected by some force, something, some Being, who cared about him? Or was it all a big hoax, life as a cruel dream, and fear as the only cruel reality? He had certainly felt a lot of fear, amazement, and wonder lately. This had temporarily distracted him from his quest for Redemption and happiness. What were all these lessons supposed to teach him? First being happy where you were, then generosity, and finally courage? His mind was befuddled with many deep questions.


But the main quandary which plagued him was the fact that something, some One, had protected William. He knew, in the depths of his heart, that the beginning of Redemption is to recognize the existence of something more powerful than you, from which you receive existence itself and to which you owe the highest form of gratitude. Did this entity also care for us? Was this some sort of personal God?


This challenged the very core of his religious foundations. He had always assumed that God was distant, impersonal, and uncaring. In reality this attitude was only an outcropping of the very dangerous Enlightenment period of later eighteenth century Europe, but nevertheless, it shaped the way that Arthur had viewed the world. He had thought that only feeble-minded people who couldn’t take care of themselves relied on some Cosmic Father for their needs and wants.


The experiences he had just encountered changed all this. Looking over at William, Arthur could see a man who was firm in his beliefs, almost as if he knew they were facts. William did not look like the kind of person who was feeble-minded at all. But he had a certain confidence which was attractive to Arthur; a confidence in himself because he knew that his God was behind him. William exuded a kind of serenity about him, which is typical of men who knew their God.


And yet Arthur still wondered if this God could also care for him as well, despite his many multitudes of failures and unhappiness. He envied William for his serenity, even in the face of certain death, and he wondered how he could possibly obtain this certain serenity.


Like a father hearing the calls of his child, our Dear Lord looked down from his throne in heaven to see Arthur’s musings. Taking pity on the man, God sent down an answer to his questions.


As they walked along, Arthur’s mind focused on the main question for him: How do I achieve Redemption? All of a sudden, in his heart, he knew the answer.


Decide to believe.


Arthur turned to William. “William?”


“Yes, Arthur?”


“I believe in God.”


They could soon see the small town of Damascus. It was much less impressive than the gaudy City of Blue Zion, but this town had a certain homeliness about it. The town was comprised of several rows of houses, all the same, in many various colors, all of them two stories with a thatched roof. Farther down the road one could see several shops, small but cozy. There were only two roads into this town: the one that our travelers were on, and another one that intersected this road in the middle of the city. It was at this intersection that there was a beautiful plaza.


This plaza was a welcome sight for both William and Arthur. The plaza was filled with trees and shrubs, with various statues and benches situated within. In the center was a beautiful fountain overflowing with crystal clear water. Arthur was impressed with the beauty of this city.


As they walked through the town, passed the houses, it appeared that everything was deserted. Not a sound came from the houses or shops, and nothing appeared to be moving. As if guided by a sixth sense, William was tense. “I don’t like the looks of this town. It’s a bit too quiet.”


“I thought Damascus would be a bigger city. La Horreur wanted this tiny, useless town?”


“Although Damascus is a small town, its influence reaches far and wide. This is the cultural center of the entire Land of Nasses. It is here that the art, music, and religion is created and cultivated. This Damascene Persecution could have rippling effects upon the Universal Faith.” By this time they had reached the plaza. “I want you to stay here. I’m going off to explore, to see if it’s safe here. I have a bad feeling that this town may cause the entire world to regress to the Dark Ages. Stay here.”


“You’re not going to try to overthrow La Horreur, are you?” Arthur asked with apprehension.


“No, I’ll let others do that job. I’m just going to explore a bit, see if there’s anything I can do. Please stay here.”


“Good luck.”


With that William walked off, leaving Arthur very much alone. He sat down on a bench in the plaza, admiring the beauty, trying to take his mind off of the feeling of dread that he had. He couldn’t seem to shake the thought that this was a dangerous town, and that the people here might be as dangerous as that strangely camouflaged man.


He had been sitting there for nary a minute when he heard a friendly voice calling out from behind him. He turned around to see a man, about his age, coming towards him.


“Hello, sir,” greeted the man as he walked nearer. “My name is Geisler Hardeform. Are you from out of town? I don’t recognize your face.”


Arthur’s feelings of dread abated somewhat upon seeing his smiling and friendly face. “My name is Arthur Spinnenweber. I’m from London, England.” He suddenly had an intense urge to return home, but he stifled it.


“Welcome to Damascus.” Suddenly his face darkened considerably. “You’re not a Universal, are you?”


“No, I must say I am not.”


“That is good. This town used to be a center of all that stuff - the feeble minded religious stuff. It’s all just magic and incantations, as I always said. I’m glad that La Horreur outlawed all that. Aren’t you?”


Arthur just nodded in agreement, unwilling to admit that he now believed in God.


“Have you had dinner yet? I should like to treat you to some of our local cuisine.”


Arthur gratefully accepted and followed the man to his house.


Meanwhile William was walking down one of the side streets when he finally spotted a woman walking towards him, carrying a purse. ‘Good,’ he thought, ‘this town isn’t totally deserted.’


Approaching her, William began, “Hello, ma’am. Are you from around here?”


The woman did not even look up.


William thought that perhaps she did not hear him. “Excuse me, ma’am. Are you from around here?”


The woman looked up angrily as she approached him. “Yes, I am. What is it you want from me?”


William was taken aback, not expecting this reaction. “I just wanted to ask you some questions.”


“Okay. Begin,” she said quite rudely.


“How did La Horreur become dictator? Last I heard he was still in the mountainous regions of Tarshish.”


“He and his band of sixty or so men raided the Castle and killed King Rex while he was asleep.”


“Do you support La Horreur? Is he a good dictator, I mean, besides the fact that he outlawed religion?”


“He is harsh, but I must support him. Or else, he would send his henchmen after me. It’s very dangerous to speak out against him in this town. He has spies everywhere. Never trust anyone.” She spoke without any emotion in her voice, only a hollowness.


“But don’t you find that since he stifled the worship of God, that the culture and arts and entertainment have suffered?”


“I have never noticed that. Religion is only for people who cannot take care of themselves. See how happy I am, and I have never participated in this religion business.” She did not even smile when she said this sentence.


William was incredulous. “Do you not know how you are fooling yourself? You may think you are happy, but in reality, you are not! You are vastly confused.”


“Why are you discussing such things with me? Do you believe in God?”


“The last time I was asked this question I was almost killed. But you won’t kill me if I answered positively, would you?”


“Perhaps not. I’m feeling very merciful today.”


William grew tired of this lady’s dry sarcasm. “I believe in God. I believe in the Almighty. I believe in the Universal Faith. What is that to you, since you are just a slave of La Horreur?”


The woman reached into her purse and removed a transmitter-like device. Pressing a button on it, she spoke into it, “I have found another one. Terminate immediately.” Looking up and noticing William’s shock, she responded, “I told you not to trust anyone.”


William turned and began to run away.


Meanwhile in the house of Geisler Hardeform, Arthur was having a jolly luncheon with the man. They had been discussing many various topics, including music, literature, business, and jokes. Arthur was careful, however, to avoid any mention of religion or politics.


They were both just about to partake of some crumpets as dessert when a loud beeping noise filled the room. Geisler walked over to the wall of his dining room, on which was located a small device. Pressing a button on the device, Geisler told Arthur, “Excuse me, I must leave. It appears that we’ve found another Believer. I need to help eliminate him.” He reached underneath his chair and pulled out a laser-like gun, akin to the one carried by the camouflaged man.


Arthur knew exactly what would take place with this weapon, and he knew exactly who this Believer was. “Please, allow me to go with you.”


“No, this might be gruesome. I shall not be gone long.”


“I insist that you take me with you. This Believer of yours might be a friend of mine.” Immediately Arthur knew that he had said too much.


This aroused suspicion in Geisler. “Are you, too, a Believer?”


Arthur drew on his earlier conversations with William and answered slyly, “Are my actions consistent with those of a Believer’s?”


“No, I suppose not. Come along, we must hurry, we don’t want this person to escape. Justice must be done, for La Horreur’s sake.” With that, he left the house, with Arthur following close behind.


From a distance Arthur could see that a small crowd had gathered in the street, noisily shouting insults and epithets. Arthur could sense that it was William in the middle of all the melee, and he wondered if he was still alive.


Geisler shouted with enthusiasm, “Move out of the way, I am here.” With that, the crowd parted and drew silent.


Arthur thought that Geisler must be some sort of law enforcement in this small town.


Geisler finally reached the center of the crowd where he saw, lying on the ground, William, who was crumpled and dirty, as if he had been beaten. Geisler smirked and said, “Are you the Believer?”


“Yes, I am.”


“Please don’t hurt him,” Arthur interjected hastily. “He is a friend of mine.”


The crowd stared at him in amazement, for it was not usual for someone to actually admit that they were friends with the person who was about to die.


Geisler turned to him. “Do you wish to die with him?”


“No, I wish that none of us would die.”


“Are you or are you not a believer in God?”


Time seemed to slow to a halt as Arthur looked at William. William looked up at him with beseeching eyes, telling him to make the right choice. Arthur turned away; he couldn’t bear it. He looked at the crowd, poised and ready to hurl stones and sticks in his direction if he responded in the affirmative. He finally peered back to Geisler, and sadly, with many regrets, shook his head.


“Well then, let all present be witness to the fact that Arthur here does not believe in God,” Geisler called to the crowd. Referring to Arthur he said, “I want you and your friend out of this town this minute. I have a sneaking suspicion that you do believe in God, but since you have denied Him in public, I accept that denial. I never want to see you back in Damascus for as long as I live.” With that he brushed by him and walked away.


The crowd slowly dispersed. When everyone had gone, Arthur helped William to his feet. They shook the dust off of their clothes and walked out of the city, never once looking back to the cursed town of Damascus.


William was silent on the walk, and it was precisely for this reason that Arthur felt deeply guilty and uncomfortable. He knew exactly what he would say if he was speaking: William would be berating the older man for his lack of trust in the Almighty’s providence, and he would tell him that his faith wasn’t very deep. Arthur would then respond with some shameful excuse, like he always did. William would then reply with some words of wisdom, meant both to instruct and condemn. This conversation had gone on before, after every failure that Arthur encountered. It was unnecessary to be spoken, for surely both men were thinking it.


William surprised him, however, when he did speak. “I think we should consult the Scroll once more.” He extracted the ancient piece of parchment from his clothing and unfurled it. It read thus:


“That you might have life, and have it more abundantly,


I came not to judge the world but to save it.”


This time while William wondered what sort of message this might be, Arthur knew exactly what the quote was referring to. The quote meant that no matter how many times he had failed at Redemption, he should always try once more. The thought of this brought him great comfort, and relief from his shame.


He was still unhappy, though, but this time he had an idea of why, because several people had pointed it out to him. His actions were not consistent with his words. If he were to be a professed believer in God, he had better act like one. Now knowing what he needed to do, Arthur found comfort in this, but still he recognized the fact that knowing it was a whole different thing from actually doing it. Being good was the only way to achieve Redemption, and therefore the only way to happiness, but this is the hardest thing in the world to accomplish.


It was at this time that Arthur noticed that William had been staring at him. William asked, “Do you know what this quote may mean?”


“Yes, I do. We should continue traveling, for Redemption is nearer than when we had first begun.”


Hour upon hour they walked, and when they did not walk, they rested. Hours turned into a day. The next day they continued on their long walk, both exhausted yet anxious. Although Arthur was still unhappy, he put on a cheerful face as the drudgery and monotony only continued.


Soon, though, the scenery began to change. In a short while they found themselves in a land that was no longer grey, but completely black and white. There were still tall silk strings growing from the ground, but they had turned completely black. The sky was a pure white, almost dazzling, color. There were trees now, but from these trees grew some sort of fruit which looked remarkably like piano keys - black and white, with the white ones being long and flat and the black ones being shorter and thicker. Arthur noticed that in this area, when the breeze blew, it made the sound of a grand piano being plucked from the inside. It was a delightful noise to hear.


Despite the strangeness of this land, both men felt safe and secure.

Both men sat down, being extremely tired. It was while they were sitting that Arthur first noticed the creatures. Off grazing in the silk, partially hidden by two piano trees, were two large creatures, one black and the other white. They were massive beasts but very docile, about as tall as a human, and Arthur had never seen anything like them. They moved relatively slowly, eating silk. On their four short legs were three toes to each leg, and they were covered in a rough fur.

“What beasts are those?” Arthur asked.

“I’m not sure. I’ve seen pictures of them in the temple library, but I cannot seem to recall their names.”

“Are they good to ride? I am thinking that they might assist us in our journey.”

“Perhaps, but I’ve learned that one should never take the easy way out of anything, including walking towards Redemption.”

Arthur felt a hot, and yet cold, breeze blow upon the back of his neck, causing his hairs to stand on end. He ignored it and replied, “This won’t hurt us a bit. We could both use some rest. Come now, let us try to harness these massive beasts.” With that he arose and started to walk towards the animals. Reluctantly, since William could see no way to convince Arthur otherwise, he followed him.

The monstrous beasts were surprisingly gentle and unafraid as the men approached them quietly. In fact, the animals even appeared curious. It was not long before the men reached the animals, and speaking softly, Arthur managed to stoke one of the animal’s tawny fur. Slowly and steadily, he climbed on top of the creature and sat, perched, atop the large beast.

“Are you sure you know what you are doing?” asked William as he cautiously climbed onto the other animal.

“These animals can be no different than horses,” Arthur replied, spurring his beast to begin. The mighty animal started to lumber off, following the path. William sighed, since he had a bad feeling about this, but he kicked his animal as well and they both began to trudge off.

They had been moving thus, slowly, but surely, for almost two hours. One strange phenomenon is that nothing seemed to move. They had been making progress, but the trees around them did not change, and in fact, it appeared as if they were only on a treadmill walking.

“Arthur,” began William, ready to state the obvious after they had been traveling for about two hours. “It appears that we haven’t gone anywhere.”

Arthur looked around. “You know, I believe you’re correct. I wonder why not.”

Suddenly, as if a candle had been lit in William’s mind, he knew the reason. “Arthur, we are riding on giant sloths.”

Arthur stopped his beast and looked at him. “So, what significance does that have? In my world, there are things called sloths as well. They move very slowly and eat leaves.”

“Yes, but here, sloths are related with sloth, you know, laziness.”

“I do not understand.”

William dismounted his animal. “This is one of those big lessons that we all must learn. Sloth will never get us anywhere. Likewise, sloths will never get us anywhere.”

Arthur sighed as he climbed down. “I see. Another one of those lessons. This time, laziness never reaps rewards.”

“Exactly. Well then, we have a long way to walk, so let us not dally.” With that, William started walking, with Arthur following close behind.

Once they had been walking for a while, Arthur felt free enough to enjoin his friend on a conversation. “I want to apologize for my behavior in Damascus. I realize that if I truly say that I believe in God, this belief should reflect itself in my lifestyle.”

William surprised him by not rebuking him. Instead, he simply noted, “It is you who say this, not I.”

This caused Arthur to be silent for a while, but then he continued. “So I suppose I need this Grace which you spoke so eloquently about. How do I get this Grace?”

“Pray.”

Arthur had been expecting a bit more verbosity from his friend. “How do I pray?”

“That’s a good question. I’m not sure - you just do. I don’t think there’s a way to instruct anyone how to pray. Just like Redemption, I think it comes naturally to some people.”

“Redemption comes naturally to some people? Doesn’t this go against the idea of an all-just God?”

“I never said God was all-just. But even if He is, it doesn’t change anything. The fact of the matter is that either through nature or through nurture, some people have a much easier time at being good, being holy, than do others. For the rest of us, we must struggle, and suffer, for Redemption.”

“That’s an uplifting sentiment,” Arthur commented sarcastically.

“It’s a fact. But if you want to know how to pray, just speak to God, as you are speaking to me. He will give you what you need, if you will be patient for it.”

It was about this time that both men noticed that the scenery had begun to change. No longer were there trees with piano keys hanging from them; rather, here there were trees with nylon and steel strings dangling from them, with twelve different thickness of strings of all the same lengths. When the wind blew past these trees it made a noise like the strumming of a lute.

Also the colors had changed. The world appeared to be inverted: the things that were previously black, such as the ground and the silk strings, had turned white, and the sky had turned an inky black color. It was almost as if the men were thrown into a very bad impressionistic painting.

And then they came: about twelve of them, men and women, all wearing long flowing robes of soft fabric and pastel colors. They surrounded William and Arthur, but in a jolly sort of way, they linked arms in a circle and they started to sing songs to the sounds of the lute and the harp, gentle music with no purpose. The songs grew to a crescendo and continued, and the people began to dance in a circle, dancing around and around. Colors flew before Arthur’s eyes, and he became a bit afraid of these people. In the midst of the songs the world seemed to be turning, and the people started to speak. Their speech was garbled, however, and unintelligible to all who listened to it, even to each other. Sounds came from without their mouths, but not one could understand a word that the other ones were saying.

There was something comforting about them, however. Soon Arthur opened his mouth to speak, and out came the babble that these people had been chatting in. He was greatly comforted and received many consolations. He looked over to William, whose hands were raised as he, too, was speaking in this foreign and unintelligible tongue.

The music continued and the world began to blur. The people closed in on the two, extending their hands in friendship. They began to lay their hands on the two of them, and these strange people even anointed their heads with sweet-smelling oils. Soon Arthur was covered in hands - comforting hands, relaxing hands. He closed his eyes and absorbed the sounds and the smells and the feelings of this tradition. He soon began to be taken up with it, as his mouth continued to run while his mind turned off. He relaxed and collapsed, unconscious, still saying words which had no meaning.

And then it was all over.

Arthur awoke to notice that only he and William were there, lying on the ground, in this strange land of black and white. William had his eyes open, with a dazed expression on his face.

“What was that?” asked Arthur, bewildered.

William took a deep breath. “Those were the Dynamic Universals. They’re style of worship is not for everyone. Whew, I’ve never experienced that before, and I hope I never do again!”

“That’s their form of worship? They seem a little bit heretical to me.”

“Some are. But the vast majority aren’t. They’re just a bit…uh…different. I’m glad that I experienced this form of worship. It was enjoyable while it lasted.” With that he got up, and, refreshed, they began their journey anew once more.

Their world returned to normal. As normal as you could get, in the land of Nasses. The scenery returned to its typical grey hue, with the trees all but disappearing and the silk strings growing as high and as strong as usual.

Nightfall came quickly, and the men decided to take some rest, after a long and eventful day. Both William and Arthur lay in the silk. William dozed off quickly, but Arthur lay awake, staring at the starless sky, with William’s words tugging on his heart.

Pray.

Just talk to God.

This all made sense to Arthur, who was still as confused and unhappy as ever. Rising from his horizontal position, he went off a ways into the silk, where he stood and looked up towards the sky, and began to pray, as best as he knew how.

“God, I don’t know if You exist. I don’t know if You are up there. I can’t feel You, I can’t touch You, and I can’t hear You. But I need Your help.

“You Yourself know that I am truly unhappy. I can find no satisfaction or fulfillment in my daily life, either here or back home. Here especially, why have You led me here? To wander around this Land of Nasses and die? Lord God, don’t leave me.

“William tells me that You have a purpose for my life. I want You to tell me what it is. I cannot go on like this any longer - I want to be good, to be holy, to be happy. I see William, who is at peace with himself. I saw Anne and Joachim, who are perfectly joyful in doing Your will. I want to be like that - I want to have what they have. How can I get it, O God, how?”

He was quiet for a moment. The whistling wind was the only sound he heard in the darkness.

“Why won’t You answer me?” he said out loud, with growing anger.

He received no answer.

Frustrated and deeply saddened, he returned to his bed of strings, and fell into a disquieting sleep.

The next day, the two men found a town, which William identified as the town of Roseville. This town was small, about the same size as Damascus, but this town had a temple. Having not eaten for a while, both men were hungry and decided to inquire at the temple for somewhere to eat.

This temple was small, at least compared to the Temple of Maria Minor in the City of Blue Zion. It was quaintly decorated with stained glass windows dotting its long, rectangular shape. Upon entering the temple, Arthur discovered that it was filled with pews, with a large white altar in the front of the temple, slightly raised from the rest of the temple. A tremendous mural of God was painted on the back wall, behind the altar.

William led Arthur down some stairs in the vestibule to a crypt, located beneath the main nave. It was there that they spotted a woman, dusting some of the above-ground graves in this cryptic mausoleum.

“Excuse me,” William began, “Can you help us?”

The woman turned around and came over to the men. “Hello! I’m Johanna, the priestess at this Universal Temple. What is it you need?”

The woman’s cheerful demeanor put both men at ease. “We’re looking for some place to eat a meal for a bit…”

“Certainly! I was just about to have some supper myself. I would be honored if you both would join me.”

The threesome exited the crypt and the temple and walked across the street, entering the house of the Priestess. Shortly Johanna had prepared a simple lunch of bread, cheese, meat, and beer.

“Now tell me,” she began, after they had all sat down. “Where are you from, and where are you going?”

William spoke for the both of them. “I’m from Windsor Knolls, and Arthur here is from London, England. We’re both searching for Redemption.”

Johanna was amazed. “That’s certainly a long way to come. You both must be exhausted. I admire your persistence.”

“Thank you. I have a feeling that we’re almost there, however. Within a day or two, anyway.”

“Did you, by any chance, pass through Damascus on your way here?”

“We did, in fact. It was there that I almost was killed. But luckily Arthur saved me.”

Arthur felt a pang of guilt at this harsh sarcasm.

Johanna continued. “We at the temple have been able to feel the rippling effects of their Persecution. Attendance at worship is down, and some people are calling for the destruction of the Temple, to turn it into a commercial district. I can really see the effects of lack of religion in people’s lives - they seem to wander around aimlessly, performing actions without motivations.”

This got William thinking. To Arthur, he said, “During this long trek I have often taken time to worship the Almighty. Have you?”

Arthur was offended. “What is this, the Inquisition? Am I on trial here?”

“No, but I think that Johanna described your problem very well: wandering around aimlessly, performing actions without motivations. You yourself said that your life is hollow and empty.”

Some humility would certainly be in order here, but Arthur felt a warm, yet cold breeze blow across the back of his neck, causing his hair to stand on end. “How dare you question me like this! I certainly don’t see you having reached Redemption yet. Until you do, I think you have no authority to question anything I do!”

William remained calm. “You are correct, that I haven’t reached Redemption yet, but at least I can see my problem, while you are totally blinded to yours.”

Arthur stood up, furiously. “I am tired of this! During this entire journey you have always looked down upon me, belittled me, and made me seem like an ignorant fool while you have always appeared superior. I find this offensive to my dignity! Perhaps I am not as ignorant as you think!”

William imprudently replied, “Perhaps you need to learn humility.”

“I can see now why you yourself say that you are not a Universal in practice! Are they not supposed to be people of love and joy? You have shown me nothing but contempt from the first time I met you! Obviously this Universal Faith has made no impact on your behavior!”

At this William grew angry, but he remained quiet as he spoke forcefully. “How dare you say such things! Was it not I who led you to this point! You would be completely lost without my guidance, and my kind words! I have had patience with you every single time you fell, with your gluttony and sloth and greed. How could you tell me that I have not shown you patience and love!”

Johanna now interjected. “And how dare you insult the Universal Faith! This is quite an undeserved insult.”

Arthur felt more wind, cold and hot, on the back of his neck, causing his hair to stand on end. “I dare say I do not need your Universal Faith to help me find Redemption, nor do I need your assistance, William! I am perfectly capable of finding it on my own.” With that he stormed past them and left the house.

And Arthur Spinnenweber did not come back.

As Arthur walked from the house, down the long and deserted dusty street, he thought that he certainly had a right to be angry. After all, William had been treating him like a little child, and this did deeply offend Arthur, who had a deep sense of pride.

Probably too deep.

The terrain had turned hilly and rocky as Arthur continued on. The path led up the side of a mountain, wrapping around and teetering precariously close to the edge. There were trees now, regular and ordinary trees, although they were grey. As Arthur went higher up, the weather turned colder, and there was a certain bite in the air which chilled him to the bone.

His anger had abated somewhat, but he couldn’t admit to himself that he was lost. He wished that he still had the scroll with him, to tell him the way to go.

It was getting darker now, as he climbed higher and higher. In a short while he found a small cave in the rocks on the side of the mountain, which would provide him with protection for the night. He entered it and sat down, exhausted from the day’s activities.

Arthur was lonely. As he sat in the cave in the dark, he pondered on what he had done in alienating his only friend in this strange and foreign land. He didn’t have any idea which way this mysterious Artifact was, and he didn’t think he was possibly getting any closer. He was truly miserable.

He was also unhappy with the way he could never seem to improve himself. Why was it that William had it so easy; how his beliefs and his actions were always so congruent? And why was it that Arthur was impulsive, and proud, and so wrong all the time?

He hated it. He hated himself. He hated the fact that William was right, always right. This truly disturbed him.

He recalled something that someone said to him once: “Pride comes before a fall.” Who said that to him? Oh, it was Father Angus. Wonderful old chap. Arthur felt even more lonely now, recalling his old friend.

With these sorts of thoughts on his mind, Arthur fell into a deep sleep.

He awoke to the sound of singing. Opening his eyes, he could see that it was still dark outside, and that he could only see a bit of his surroundings. But the singing! A beautiful voice was wafting to his ears; a woman’s voice, sweet and smooth, and seductive. Arthur stood up and walked to the edge of the cave, where he peered out. There, before his eyes, was a surprising sight.

The beautiful music came from a glorious woman, who was sitting in a tree. She had on the most wonderful burgundy dress, long and flowing, and it rustled in the breeze. There was a certain glow about her, and Arthur could see this woman clearly despite the fact that it was the middle of the night. She had long, beautiful, flowing blond hair, and her eyes were the colors of the deepest oceans.

And her voice! She was singing a song that Arthur had never heard before, but it was the most beautiful sound. Arthur suddenly felt very comforted around this woman.

Presently the woman became aware that Arthur had been watching her. She stopped singing immediately and floated down from the tree, as an angel would. She stood next to Arthur and said to him in the most velvety voice he had ever heard, “Come. Let me take you away.”

Arthur could not take his eyes off of this woman. There was something so…so…natural about her. Arthur took her hand and they began to levitate gently.

Arthur lost all track of time. The woman began to sing again, filling Arthur’s mind with the most beautiful of sensations. She put her arms around his neck and started to dance with him, slowly, and softly, to the music of her voice.

Arthur could not take his eyes off of this woman. She was the most beautiful creature he had ever seen. And the way they danced, smoothly and gently, almost as if they were both one body. Arthur was surrounded in a glow of soft light, as was the woman.

They danced over the trees and over the forest and over the mountain, just the two of them. With every step Arthur noticed something more beautiful about this woman. Her lips were so supple and pink, beautiful and natural. There were flowers in her hair, red and pink flowers of beautiful colors and delightful odors. The woman’s perfume was a natural scent of lavender and lamplight.

They continued to dance closer and closer. Presently a breeze blew by them, this being not a warm breeze nor a cold breeze but both at the same time. Arthur, however, was too infatuated with this woman to notice it.

Time passed, but to Arthur it seemed like the both of them were locked into eternity, she looking at him and he looking at her. Their eyes were fixed in deep admiration, as if each one was reading the other one’s soul.

They danced and danced naturally, to the beautiful music that two people can make together, Arthur the created and the woman, the goddess. Arthur was worshipping now, oh how he was worshipping. He was worshipping at the temple of her body, the most beautiful temple in the entire world. This form of worship was good for both goddess and creation. Her beauty was beyond compare, and her voice was so captivating, and her movements so subtle that Arthur was completely taken up by her.

Arthur had no idea where they were or what time it was, but he didn’t care. This was so beautiful he didn’t ever want it to end. Their bodies moved closer and closer together until they were touching, unifying. Arthur leaned his head against this woman’s shoulder, feeling the silky softness of her hair. Whispering in her ear, he said to her, “Please, tell me your name.”

The woman drew him closer, as close as they could possibly be. She caressed his face with her hands and leaned near to his ears, where she whispered her name.

“Lust.”

With that one single word Arthur felt as if he were falling. The woman was no longer there, nor was anything. He looked around, afraid for himself, but all he could see is blackness and silence. The beauty that he had just beheld a minute ago was gone, completely gone.

He found himself in a swamp. The first thing he thought of was the words that Father Angus spoke to him, “Pride comes before a fall.” He had certainly been proud, and he had certainly fallen. Realizing his sin, he broke down and wept.

After this came shame. And voices. And eternal sadness, this certain blue melancholy which filled his mind and heart and completely blocked out anything else. This depression is so sad that no one can come out of it.

The sadness was overwhelming. He held out no hope, no hope of ever being Redeemed. Surely, he was to be damned, and there was nothing he could do about it. As sand slipping through his fingers went his chance at Redemption, falling to the ground and being trampled upon by his own carnal concupiscence. In its stead were the curses of humanity as all humans are so cursed, to pain and suffering and sadness all the days of their lives.

His mind was blurred. He heard many thoughts, all of them offering an escape to this shame and misery he found himself in.

“Useless.”

“Hopeless.”

“Worthless.”

“Kill yourself.”

Right now more than ever he wished he had a bottle of alcohol with him. After all, if he was going to die anyway, he might as well die as a happy drunkard.

In that kind of cruel irony which only comes to those who are damned, he remembered how he once berated a man for being publicly drunk in the streets. Oh, how he wish he could be like that drunk now!

His tears blurred his vision, as they seemed to blur the vision of his mind as well. Oh, why did he ever embark on this worthless journey anyway! What presumption, to think that such a miserable old wretch as himself could ever be Redeemed! How he could do nothing right, not even give one bronze coin to one poor man in the streets. There is never a way out of selfishness, there is never a way to change. All is static, including his demise.

How he wished he could control himself! He wished that his actions were in line with his beliefs, and that his emotions were in line with his thoughts. It’s what he can never control that was driving him to this end.

Through his blurred vision he peered into the cold, grey world in which he found himself. Nearby there was a tree with a vine hanging from it. Sensing an opportunity to end this agony, he made his way over to it, stood on a stump to boost himself up, and began to tie one end of the vine to a tree limb, significantly high off the ground.

As he did so many thoughts went through his mind. He remembered how unhappy he was on that Christmas day, when all of London was aglow with cheer. He was anguished. How could no one find a remedy to this! There is only one remedy. And he was about to accomplish it.

He tied the other end of the vine around his neck, using tight lashings to make a noose. Who would miss his presence, anyway? No one. There is not one person who would miss his presence. Old Robert would probably rejoice at his going, since it would give him the chance to run the business. Jonathan Arbor would be glad as well, for this would be one less miserable wretch in the world. Certainly William would not mourn over his death, as he had been nothing but a hindrance on the way to Redemption. The entire world, it seemed, celebrated at his demise.

He climbed the tree, which was not tall and easy to climb, even for an out-of-shape old man like Arthur. He felt relieved, if nothing else, that his mind had finally been made up. It wasn’t long now, he told himself, until this would all be ended. What was on the other side didn’t matter to him now. All that mattered was obliterating his own shame, his worthlessness, this incredible empty feeling which ate him up day by day and night by night, granting him no respite from the pain.

There was a clap of thunder, and a steady rain began to fall. Arthur thought that it was the perfect ending to a dark, dark life.

Why had he ever been born? To die like this, as a miserable sinner in the hands of some angry God? He was now standing atop the branch, looking down, about to jump. It was only about seven feet down, far enough to kill himself quite easily. He was chagrined, if not surprised, to see the answer to all his problems coming so easily.

William’s not here to save me now, he thought wistfully.

He closed his eyes, savoring one last breath before he was about to take the leap, leaping into the great unknown. All he knew was that there certainly couldn’t be any worse agony where he was going, wherever that was.

And then he heard a voice, a woman’s voice.

“Arthur, stop.”

It was less of a command than a request. A request made in a most motherly voice.

Arthur turned and looked with sad eyes. There, on the branch of the tree, about three feet away, was a woman, clothed in the sun and sky, with a blue dress and a white veil which covered her hair. She looked at him with gentle and loving eyes and said, “Arthur, you are loved.”

Time slowed to a halt. Arthur looked back down to the ground below, which seemed to be beckoning him, mocking him almost. He again turned his gaze to the woman, who held out her hand.

The woman spoke again. “There has been someone praying for you.”

Arthur noticed that while the rain continued to fall, the woman was not getting wet. He replied sullenly, “No one cares enough about me to pray for me. My life has been no good to anyone. I’m better off dead.” He returned his eyes to the ground, preparing to jump.

“Father Angus has been praying for you.”

Arthur looked at her again. “How do you know about Father Angus? Who are you, anyway?”

“My name is Maria.” She extended her hands. “Come with me, I shall lead you to Redemption.” All of a sudden, as if woken from a nightmare, the noose around his neck disappeared. Confused, weeping, and hopeless, Arthur stumbled into his mother’s arms.

Rain continued to fall as the two of them walked down the lonely and grey path through the swamp. Nothing had changed, and yet everything had changed. The world was still grey, Arthur’s outlook was still bleak, and the pervading sense of worthlessness still hung thickly in his soul. But now he had someone leading him, despite the fact that he could not see where he was spiritually traveling.


They had been walking thus for a while when Arthur spoke of his doubts. “Where are you leading me?”


“You must learn to trust me.”


Arthur was somewhat comforted by this remark. Finally, he could stop trying to reach Redemption and simply be led there by the hand.


They walked on in silence. Arthur was too numb to think, numb from the pain that had plagued him for years and years, tired of fighting to find happiness, exhausted from life itself. He walked along not thinking but letting himself experience the world from without.


In a short while Maria spoke again. “You are closer to Redemption than you know.”


Arthur did not raise his gaze from the ground. “I am hopeless, can you not see? Do you know how hard I have tried to achieve Redemption and happiness?” His voice was void of emotion, except for despair.


Maria put her hand on his shoulder. “Look, Arthur,” she instructed. Arthur looked up to where she was pointing, which was toward the horizon. “Do you not see that after the rain there is blue sky?”


Arthur peered into the distance and sure enough, there was a long strip of blue sky at the horizon, after the rain clouds which covered most of the sky. Suddenly, he understood exactly what she had been trying to tell him.


“I see!” he exclaimed. “I…” he turned around to face her, only to find out that she had vanished without a trace. Fear started to arise in Arthur, fear of losing that one insight which he just learned. “Where are you? Where did you go?” He started to panic. “Maria!”


“Pipe down,” came a voice from in the swamp, a ways off the beaten path. “I’m trying to get some sleep here.”


Arthur looked over to see from whence came the voice, and much to his surprise he spotted William, underneath a natural canopy of vines, staring at him, with a kind of sly half-smile on his face.


Arthur was overjoyed. He ran through the swamp to where William was reclined. “It’s so good to see you!”


William offered a weak smile in return. There was something wrong with him, for certain.


Arthur became concerned. “Are you all right? You don’t look so well.”


William shrugged it off. “I am fine. Just tired, that’s all. This old body is getting me down. Hey, I wanted to apologize for yesterday. I was not right to criticize you. I’m still working on conquering my own spiritual pride.”


“No, I am the one who needs to apologize. I said many things against you and the Universal Faith, but I realize now that I need both to achieve Redemption. I see now that pride always precedes a fall.”


There was an awkward pause for a moment, before William said, “The Artifact is very close by. The Scroll says that we can find it in the town of Quaver, which is very nearby. We should see it tomorrow.”


“That is wonderful news. I will let you get some sleep, since you look exhausted.”


Arthur walked away so that William could get rest. William quickly fell asleep underneath his canopy of vines.


Arthur, meanwhile, sat on a rock which was protruding forth from the swamp. He sat there and watched the rain end as the blue sky overtook the rain clouds, bringing with it the bright sunshine.


The men reached Quaver rather quickly on the next day. Quaver was located in the middle of a thick forest of evergreen trees, which was a welcome sight for both men. It was nice to see some life and color, since the majority of their journey had been lifeless and grey.


As soon as they approached the town, they could both sense that something was amiss. The town looked dilapidated, run-down, and falling apart. The houses had holes in their thatched roofs, and the cobblestone walkways were in disrepair. The windows of the shops were broken, and the steeple on the temple had been crushed by a falling tree and not fixed. In all, this looked like a ghost town.


“I think that the official religion of this town was narcissism,” commented William as they walked through a deserted street.


“Why do you say that?” Arthur queried, confused.


“From what I’ve read of this city, it used to be a flourishing town, but people were too busy with their own business to search for Redemption. They neglected the most important thing in their lives: their soul.”


“So what happened to them?”


“Apparently they all died one day. No one knows how, and no one knows why. But they did.”


Arthur cerebrated on that. “What a shame, especially with the Artifact in their midst.”


“Yes, it sometimes seems that those people with the easiest time reaching Redemption are the ones that don’t even bother…” His voice trailed off and he stopped walking suddenly. Arthur followed his gaze and found, off in a ditch to their right, a human skeleton, dressed in fine clothes and surrounded by coins and jewelry.


William continued walking, not letting that sight faze him the least bit. “Money is the root of all evil…” he mused.


They soon walked through town, and as they passed the final building, they could both see a hill, devoid of trees, which the path led up.


Both William and Arthur paused and stared up at the hill. This was it, the apex of their long and arduous journey. For Arthur, this quest has been one of discovery, yet misery. For William, this moment brought him closer to the quest for which he had spent his life.


“This is it,” William whispered reverently as they began to scale the small hill, which was ironically shaped somewhat like a human skull.


And there it was. After all this time, there was the Artifact. It rested on the top of the hill, in all its glory, and in all its shame, as well. William fell to his knees, his gaze fixed on the tall object, while Arthur looked around, to be positive that this was it. There was nothing else on the hill, and the path ended there, so this must be it.


Arthur was confused. He figured that this Artifact would be something special, beautiful, or rare, but instead it was common, ordinary, and boring.


William was in awe. He whispered solemnly, “There it is, the secret to Redemption!”


Arthur looked at it and pointed out the obvious. “It’s a cross.” And indeed it was, a wooden cross, seven feet high and made of thick oak wood, with blood stains all along it.


William stood, thrilled at this discovery. “It is! It’s a cross!” Sensing Arthur’s disappointment, he continued. “Don’t you see! This is the secret to happiness - the cross!”


“But that doesn’t make any sense! The cross is an instrument of torture and suffering - what does it have to do with happiness or Redemption?”


“You have said it! It is in the suffering.” With those words he fell again to his knees before the sight of the Cross.


Arthur looked at him, and then looked at the Cross. This was a paradox too deep for him to fathom. How can suffering bring about joy? He had been suffering for all his life, and there had been no joy in that…


He stepped backwards and gave one more look at the Cross, with William still radiantly kneeling in front of it. Then he turned and walked away. With sadness in his heart he began the long walk home.

THE END

Commentary on “The Incredible Journey of Arthur Spinnenweber”


This book was meant to confuse you. Actually, it is an anthology of my personal spiritual journey, although I’m sure many other people have had similar experiences. Mostly every event or thing in this book has a parallel to the real world. For example:

The Scroll is the Holy Bible, which can often advise us on the way to go.

The Universal Faith is the Catholic Church, since the word catholic means universal.

The Authority is the Pope.

The experiences in the Tomb of Saint Callixtus (which, by the way, are real catacombs) describe my experiences in Rome, how although the conversion takes place it is so easy to return to old habits of sin and sloth.

The Seven Devils met by Arthur correspond with the Seven Capital Sins (Gluttony, Greed, Sloth, Anger, Pride, Lust, and Despair). Each one was signaled by the cold/hot breeze.

The experiences in Damascus describe how often times I am afraid to stand up for my beliefs in the face of peer pressure. Damascus deserves special mention. The Damascene Persecution is a form of the secularization of the culture in which we now live. Anyone who practices religion is scorned and ridiculed, and it has certainly had far-reaching effects on our lives and on our Church, as it did in the book.

The lands of piano/guitar describe the Traditional and Charismatic aspects of the Church. With the 12 Charismatic people, there are laying on of hands, anointing with oil, speaking in tongues, and being slain in the Spirit, all of which are done in the Movement.

There are many other parallels and ironies in this book, as I’m sure you can find them. Nothing in this book was random, even the names of the places come from somewhere (ex. Damascus is where Paul was about to go persecuting Christians before he was converted, and Zion is the traditional name for Heaven). 

As I wrote this I tried to make Arthur as much like myself as possible, although I can certainly see some characteristics of my spiritual journey in William (for example, his spiritual pride).

And as for why I wrote this book…uh…I don’t know. Perhaps it was therapy. Who knows.

But anyway, that’s all folks.

Praised be Jesus Christ, now and forever!

October 2001 - December 21, 2001.
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