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moving rapidly towards her.  She raised the gun, took aim, and put her 
finger on the trigger.  Suddenly, her left foot gave out and she fell 
backward. 

"Boom!" the gun went off sending the bullet harmlessly into the air.  
The boat roared past, creating a bow wave that washed up on the first 
two rows of rocks. Chantress hit the jetty hard and everything began to 
swirl around. Ignoring her pain, she turned over onto her belly and took 
aim at the boat, which was nearly clear of the jetty. The boat seemed to 
move sideways and she felt like the jetty was one big carousel going 
round and round.  

"Boom!  Click! Click! Click!"  The boat turned right at the end of the 
jetty and roared out into the quiet inlet. 

"No!  No!" she screamed.  

 She stood up still dizzy, her body on fire with pain and her eyes 
filled with tears. She sat down on the jetty hoping the dizziness would 
go away. Suddenly, there was a flash of orange light followed by a loud 
explosion.  She turned quickly and saw an orange ball of fire rise up out 
of the water.  The fireball died down seconds later and drifted out to sea 
slowly vanishing under the calm water. 

"Now you can go where you belong," she said as she watched the 
flames slowly burn away all of her hate and anger.



 

 

The Anti-Christ - Chapter 50 
 

"We'll never find that boat," Vandergarde told the balding, 
overweight prosecutor.  "The Coast Guard said there are strong currents 
and it was an extremely high tide because of the full moon.  The remains 
of that boat could be in Europe by now and the body, too." 

He sat down at a small brown desk that bore decades of coffee rings 
on its dulled and marred surface. The desk was in the middle of an 
equally worn and messy office.  The prosecutor moved a gray metal 
chair near Chantress and stared at her menacingly.  His large, 
overweight body ballooned off the sides of the chair. 

"Now Miss O'Connell, tell me one more time why you followed Kyle 
Mabus with a loaded gun?" the interrogator asked her a fifth time. 

"I told you a thousand times.  He tried to kill me; he was going to kill 
everybody.  I didn't kill him.  He was the third Anti-Christ that was 
predicted to appear in this century by Nostradamus.  Nostradamus said 
he would be the evil man of blood.  He was obsessed with blood.  
Nostradamus said the man would be from the Middle East.  Kyle was 
born in Vietnam.  Nostradamus called him Mabus...that was Kyle's last 
name!  Nostradamus said the Anti-Christ would be at home in Europe.  
Kyle longed to return to France, where he grew up.  Nostradamus said 
the Anti-Christ would help with the fall of the church.  Didn't he almost 
do that by leading all those people to follow Satan and give up 
Christianity?" 
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"Miss O'Connell.  We're not buying that. You've been watching too 
many horror flicks," he said moving his hand over the skin of his head in 
frustration. 

"You will when he shows up somewhere causing more trouble," she 
said. 

"You're saying he's alive?" Vandergarde asked. 

"I don't know," Chantress said.  "I saw the boat blow up, but I'm not 
sure he blew up with it." 

"It's a possibility," Vandergarde added.  "We don't have a body and 
we don’t know one way or another. If he is alive, he’s wanted for murder 
and a laundry list of felonies. And we have no evidence linking her to a 
crime." 

"I fired at the boat, but I missed.  I fell and the gun went off into the 
air.  I don't know why the boat blew up," Chantress explained. 

"Where is the gun now?" 

"It’s home; it's my father’s. Please don’t get him involved.  He didn’t 
do anything. He didn’t know I took the gun." 

"Is it registered?" the prosecutor said looking at Vandergarde. 

"Perfectly legal. I know her father. I competed with him at several 
ranges. He’s quite a marksman. Besides, the marina is out of city limits 
so it’s perfectly legal to fire a weapon there. I think you’ve wasted 
enough of her time. I'm sorry we had to put you through this.  It's our 
job.  You're free to go, now." 

"Just a minute.  I'm not through yet!" the prosecutor said. 

"You have nothing to hold her on and she doesn’t have to answer 
your questions.  Let her go, Scalapino!" Vandergarde said. 

The prosecutor tapped his fingers on the table.  He was silent and his 
face was drawn in a tight smirk. Chantress didn't smile as she got up to 
leave. 

"I hope you're going to look for him.  He's out there and he's 
dangerous." 

"We have warrants out for his arrest and we’ll do what we can," 
Vandergarde added.  "Thanks for your cooperation.  Wait.  I'll walk you 
out." 

Chantress hesitated and then nodded slightly.  Vandergarde joined 
her and the two walked out of the tiny conference room.   
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"I hope you catch him," Chantress said. 

"Why do you want him caught?" 

"Because he's dangerous," she replied.  "You saw what he did, 
kidnapping the doctor's wife, and one of your own detectives!"   

Vandergarde bowed his head as they walked. 

"How is he?" she asked. 

"Nick?" 

"Yeah." 

"He died this morning," Vandergarde's voice trailed off to a whisper. 

"I'm sorry," Chantress said and touched his arm. 

"I think he wanted that all along.  He was just never the same after he 
lost his family in a car accident years back.  He really missed them.  He 
didn't believe in anything anymore. I think he's happy now."



 

 

The Homecoming - Chapter 51 
 

"Our house never looked so good," Linda told Carson as they pulled 
into their driveway.  "I couldn't wait to get out of the hospital." 

"You can say that again," Carson said. "The house is probably a mess 
since we haven't been here in two weeks." 

"I don't care what it looks like, I'm just glad to be here," Linda smiled. 
"I'm glad you stayed with me at the hospital the whole time." 

"Of course. I wouldn't have it any other way.  I wanted to be with you 
as much as possible and working the night shift was perfect. I don't think 
I'll eat there again.  I'm sick of that awful stuff they call food." 

"You should have eaten what they gave me," she replied. 

He helped Linda up the porch steps.  She was still weak from 
malnutrition and walked slowly.  He placed the key in the door and 
opened it. 

"Surprise!" A chorus of voices struck them like a crashing wave.  

"Welcome home," Frank said reaching for Linda's hand and shaking 
it.   

"I can’t believe this!" 

"You're crazy, Frank!" Carson added. 

"Not at all," he said.  
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Multi-colored balloons danced along the ceiling and the dining room 
table was covered with hors d'oeuvres, lunchmeats, rolls, salads, and 
heated foil pans. Someone turned on the stereo and music mixed in with 
the cornucopia of conversation and laughter.  Everyone waited their turn 
to greet Linda and Carson. 

"Come on in.  Here Linda, sit here," Frank said leading them to the 
sofa. Frank sat on the love seat with his wife, Lori.   

"I haven't seen you in ages.  It's really good to see you!" Linda said to 
Lori. 

"I wouldn't miss this for the world," she said.  "I'm glad you're back 
and well." 

"Thanks for coming," Linda said.  

Lori nodded and smiled.  

"We found it," Frank said to Carson. 

"What?" 

"The cause of the Hellfire Syndrome," Frank said his face beaming. 

"YOU DID!" Carson said his eyes wide and mouth open. 

"It's a retrovirus, a variant of the Creutzfeldt-Jacob Disease, and 
similar to Mad Cow disease." 

"I knew it!  I knew it all along!" 

"HFS is very similar to the Creutzfeldt-Jacob Disease, which affects 
men and woman 55 to 75 years old.  It's rare - about one case per million 
in most metropolitan areas.  The symptoms begin with a progressive 
mental deterioration - memory loss, mood changes, errors in judgment, 
dizziness, and headaches.  The patient may also experience 
hallucinations, confusion, and see distortions in the shapes of objects," 
Frank explained. 

"That's exactly HFS!" Carson said. 

"Yes and no," Frank added. "HFS seems to be a mutant of the 
Creutzfeldt-Jacob Disease and affects any age.  Both are retroviruses, but 
Creutzfeldt-Jacobs runs its course in about eight to ten months, HFS in 
several weeks.  Like Creutzfeldt-Jacob, HFS was transmitted by an agent, 
and we found that agent in the jam in your basement!" 

"What!  The jam in my basement was infected?" 
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"Sort of.  Something in the jam entered the body and stayed dormant.  
By itself, it was harmless, but after someone ate the jam and then was 
exposed to certain levels of ultraviolet radiation from the sun, the 
reaction occurred.  We found that the agent infiltrated only skin cells, the 
coatings of certain organs and the nervous system.  When the reaction 
starts, it puts the nervous system on overload and causes the skin cells to 
burn.  We believe the agent is a mutant strain.  Mrs. Hibbins may have 
had a virus and contaminated the jam when she made it.  Over the years 
sealed in a perfect environment, the virus flourished.  Somewhere along 
the line, it mutated." 

"And Linda sold that stuff at the Englishtown Auction and the town 
fair, plus we gave quite a bit of it away at one of the hospital fund 
raisers," Carson added. 

"That's how we found it.  We asked all the patients if they had eaten 
anything different in the past few weeks.  We found the agent in the 
liver, kidney and spleen - that's how we knew it came from something 
they ate," Frank explained. 

"And all that craziness about going to hell was caused by the virus?" 
Carson said. 

"Yeah, that’s why you passed out and drove off the bridge.  The same 
thing happened to Mrs. Whitehead - she might have hallucinated while 
driving.  After she passed out, her nervous system overloaded, and then 
shut down - that's why she appeared dead.  HFS has the characteristics 
of two virus types.  It behaves like a lentivirus or slow virus, which 
slowly attacks the nervous system and it acts like an oncornvirus, which 
causes malignant symptoms - the burnt skin," Frank explained.  "The UV 
light accelerated the symptoms to unprecedented levels." 

"But I found the jam after I had the symptoms!" Carson said. 

"Perhaps, you caught an airborne version.  There were several jars 
that had broken open, right?" 

"Yeah, I guess."  

"You may find some things in the house out of place. The CDC 
quarantined the house and had it fumigated, sterilized and whatever else 
they do to make sure every living germ in the house is annihilated," 
Frank explained. "They wanted to condemn the house, but I convinced 
them otherwise citing its historical importance, the cost of replicating the 
exact house, and a possible lawsuit that the owners might file. After that 
they decided to sterilize the entire house." 
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"Thanks for saving our house!" Carson said. "I owe you one." 

Carson got up and went into his bedroom.  Frank looked at Linda 
questionably.  Carson returned carrying a thick, dog-eared folder. 

"Check this out," he said and opened the folder.  "Remember, that 
guy I was looking for who died of HFS during the eighties?  Well, I 
found him.  His name was William Hibbins, and his address was fifty six 
Cherry Blossom Boulevard." 

"That's our address!" Linda said. 

"That's right.  His wife was Martha Hibbins, and he was probably the 
first HFS victim," Carson explained. 

"Well, now we even have a case history," Frank said. 

"Does Stokes know? Where is Stokes?" Carson asked looking around 
at the clusters of people. 

"He's at the Great Auditorium giving the speech of his life. We didn't 
think you would be clear-headed with all that has happened and with 
Linda just getting out of the hospital and all, so I'm filling in for you.  We 
did get Rev. Graham to make an appearance and speak about the 
Hellfire Syndrome.  I have to leave in a few minutes and present my 
speech right after Stokes." 

"That is great!" Carson said. 

"And there will be plenty of media there. All four networks in New 
York requested to cover it. It should make the evening news tonight and 
all the newspapers tomorrow."



 

 

The Hotel Guest - Chapter 52 
 

The neon blue "Vacancy" sign splashed its cold, haunting light 
on the shiny wet street below.  A tall figure approached the light and 
bathed in it momentarily. The nearby parking lot was empty.  Cars 
swished by every few seconds, spraying a cold fine mist towards him.  
The man felt a small pebble, maybe a grain of sand, strike his cheek and 
sting it.  He touched his face - the long stubble that covered his cheeks 
made a gritting, scratching sound. He turned and walked towards a 
glass door framed in corroded aluminum.  When he pushed it open, the 
cool stale air smelled of cleaning fluids and cigarette smoke.  A skinny 
man with an oversized round head and several front teeth missing sat 
mesmerized in front of a tiny flickering television set.  A cigarette burned 
in his left hand.  The fingernail of his index finger was yellowed from the 
smoke curling its way around the digit. 

"Yeah," the man behind the counter said. 

"I need a room. How much?" the stranger said. 

"Nineteen.  Out by noon the next day," the man said in a bored 
manner. 

 He had said it many, many times before.  Maybe, he should put up a 
sign so people wouldn't bother him when he was watching TV. 

"Here," the stranger dropped two $20 bills on the counter.  "If anyone 
asks, I was never here. One of those is for you.
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The hotel clerk snatched up the bills as if a wind would blow them 
away any second. He looked up at the stranger inquisitively.  He noticed 
that he held his left arm close to his stomach as if an invisible sling was 
holding it. 

"I was never here," the stranger repeated. "You got that?" 

The clerk pushed a worn school composition book toward the 
stranger. 

"I got it. But, you have to sign in. Regulations," the clerk said. 

The stranger picked up a dirty white pen on the counter and began 
writing.  When he was done, he pushed the dog-eared book back. The 
clerk looked at the name and smirked. 

"Hermes? What kind of name is that? Is it a last name, a first name or 
what?" 

Hermes grabbed the clerk's shirt near his neck and pulled him close 
to his own face. 

"It's neither.  It's my name.  You would be smart to stop asking 
questions and get on with whatever you do here," Hermes said. 

The clerk smirked and moved back. Then he remembered the two 
twenties in his pocket. 

"You're going to need something for that shoulder?" the clerk 
suggested eyeing the growing dark red wet spot on his left shoulder 

"I'll be fine." 

"A dog bite you?" 

"Yeah, a bitch got me," he said. 

 

THE END
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DARK END OF THE SPECTRUM will make you think twice before 
turning on your cell phone or PDA! 

DARK END OF THE SPECTRUM is a frighteningly plausible and 
headline ripping tale of the real threats that loom in cyberspace and beyond 
with a Michael Crichton realism. 

DARK END OF THE SPECTRUM is a thriller that will connect with 
everyone with a cell phone, PDA or wireless device. 

Dan Riker’s life was pretty well planned, predictable and almost boring 
until a seemingly harmless blackout occurs along the East Coast. The 
blackout thrusts him into the biggest challenge of his life where he is forced 
to save millions or to save his family. For the first time in his life he is faced 
with what seems an impossible goal, a goal that is not planned with a 
predictable outcome. 

The CIA asks him to investigate the blackouts since they believe hackers 
may have caused them; Dan helps them until they tell him his family may 
be in danger and he walks out on them. 

When the hackers, a group secretly known as ICER, take over the power 
grid and the cell phone network, Dan is nearly killed in an ambush because 
he may be the only person with the technical know-how to stop them. 

 Shortly after that, ICER kidnaps Dan’s wife and 8-year-old daughter, 
and he is thrust into a high-tech hunt for his family and the hackers using 
all of his training as a radio frequency engineer and security expert.



 

 

He discovers that the hackers used a newly developed wireless technology 
and a special wireless device installed in cell towers by Homeland Security 
after 911 that can reprogram any computer from aircraft to PDAs. The 
hackers also turned the device into a powerful weapon that can kill any 
living creature in its swath using cell phones as tracking devices. 

ICER gives the government an ultimatum - bomb the borders of 
Afghanistan and Pakistan with nuclear weapons to put an end to Osama 
Bin Laden and his followers or they will start downing commercial airliners 
– one for each day that the bombing is delayed. What started as a group of 
concerned citizens has morphed into digital criminals, who take control of 
the power grid and the cell phone network for their own agenda.  

One alternative is to physically destroy every cell phone tower in the 
United States. The other is to ground all aircraft until they can disable the 
weapons. 

Will Dan Riker save his family or will he fail because life was always easy 
for him? 

 

What readers are saying about Dark End of the Spectrum! 
“This is certainly a thrilling book for anyone who likes technology, 
conspiracy, action and disaster; one to read when you've plenty of time to 
spare because you'll not want to put it down. Your computer had better not 
be acting up and your cell-phone not be on the blink. And you'd better 
hope no one hacks into the power grid. 
 
But the novel isn't just about technology gone wild. Dan has a wife and 
child and a home life too, and the up-down relationship of a marriage 
strained by work grounds the tale very realistically. The author writes 
convincing dialog, and Amelia's sudden anger as Dan leaves to help the 
CIA saddened me because of its plausibility.” – Sheila Deeth



 

 

 




