DANIEL AND JOSH

Daniel was startled out of his sleep by the sound of the telephone.
For a moment he thought panic alarms were going off in his cockpit sig-
naling incoming misciles. But then he realized once again he'd fallen
asleep in the old stuffed chair. He was becoming like his cat, except
he ate more and his naps were lasting through theenight. He reached for
the ringing phone and was greeted by a surprise voice.

"Daniel, it's Josh, your brother's work partner. How you doing?"
Josh spoke with an alertness and crispness.

"Fine," Daniel answered while rubbing the sleep from his eyes and

face. "At least once I wake up. You know us retired folk tend to sleep
a little longer and deeper." And they shared a laugh. "It's a surprise
to hear your voice," Daniel added. "Everything allright at the Center

and with my brother? Anything going on besides bigger and better pop-—-
corn!"

Josh chuckled and said,"You know there are so many projects juggled
around here,it's like we're the popcorn with all the plans and ideas
heating up around this place. Hey," he continued. "I'd like to get
together sometime. I have something on my mind that might interest you
and maybe challenge your professional expertise."

"Work!" Daniel exclaimed. "I don't know. The cat and I are getting
pretty set in our ways. What do you have in mind?"

"In a way it's something unique and imprtant enough to stir even you
with a sense of excitement. Something a little different than your
flying days, but then again not all that different. Something I heard
about through a friend. I'd like to meet and tell you about it." Josh's
final tone had a new sincerity that surprised Daniel. He wasn't used
to such serious tones so early in the morning.

"Okay. When and where?" asked Daniel wondering what could be so
different, yet much like flying. The flying had consumed him and left
him feeling old and wrung out. He wasn't sure he wanted to do anything
for awhile. He even considered sitting in regularly at the daily festiv-—
ities on the Temple Mount. Maybe he could find a spark or two there of
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motivation for his new direction.

"There's a tour bus for christian pilgrims that leaves from the Temple
Drive at one. I've got the afternoon off. And I'm sure we can be free
to talk there. Oh, the bus goes down to Jericho, about a three hour
tour., Is that allright?" Josh sounded clear and firm so Daniel was
easily persuaded.

"Fine," Daniel replied. "See you at the tourist pick up site."

With that they hung up. "Strange," Daniel muttered. 'Why a christian
tour bus! At least I thought lunch would be part of it."

He made his way to the shower to wake up fully and to wash off another
unsatisfying sleep. The new "in-house'" gray water purifier/recycler made
showers and baths a common indulgence. Every house, apartment, office
and business in Jerusalem had them by ordinance. With water always
precious it was a tremendous breakthrough when the units were developed
and mass produced. Every drop was made the most of as it should. The
dry composting toilets were another matter. They used very little water,
but the seals seemed to always leak especially when the compost haulers
missed a pick up day. The gas would drift up from the ground floor.

Or the vent pipe would send a noseful with a gust of wind into your window.
Disgusting! Daniel wondered who made the decision for this new generation
of toilets. It was great the compost was being used in reforestation
projects. But something had to be done with the leaky seals. During the

pf)}ggple with enough imemity to

hot season it was worse. You wouldfg
lead world micochip design and super computer technology could come up
with a toilet system that worked! Daniel envisioned his next job with a
local Jerusalem think tank in charge of toilet seal research. A noble
venture for a noble ex—-pilot. But the water recycle units were great.
He climbed out of the shower refreshed and ready for the day.

The morning routine had slowed a bit, but old habits linger. He fed
and watered the cat, played little wrestling and fetch games for her
exercise and to remind the forgetful cat of their bond, lest another
loyalty be distracted. Next his hydroponic herb garden. And finally,
with last night's dishes washed he was out the door for a brisk daily
walk. He was fighting back a growing belly and the walks seemed to help

at least in his imagination. A good pace to the Temple Drive area would do
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well for one day. Of course he visited with several of the older nei-
bor ladies as he made his way out of the building. Then there was his
christian vender friend who always had more to say along with plenty

of laughter. Daniel like his whispered jokes about the "white triangle
zealots", who always seemed out of step, off key or in people's way.
They were like unnerving tourists who always acted if they were staking
out personal territory.

Daniel fought back a surge of resentment towards the World Forum's
Peace Ambassador and the Seven Year Treaty. The blatant hypocrisy of
the Universal Religion Umbrella in Rome with its peculiar collage of
institutional religions— Muslim, Hindu, Buddhist, Catholic-Protestant
and the like, including representatives from the Free Masons and other
such spider webs of so-called "deep truths'", throwing their total backing
to this conniver in sheep's clothing. Daniel was irked and constantly
irritated with the triangle patches and lapel pins moving about his
Jerusalem, this"army of enlightenment" promoting their own self-exulting
agendas of "one worldism" who boasted of their world networks and finances
and their allegiance to the Peace Ambassador as a type of Messiah.

Daniel likened them to the old German S.S.. Joseph and Julie as well as
the many other Messianic Jews and true believers saw through this out-
ward appearance of peace. Daniel appreciated their view more and more

in direct contrast to world pressure and the cowardice of some of Israel's
leaders in not taking a stand against this bold invasion.

By now the Temple Mount was in sight. The roar of singing and worship
was unusually loud today. Daniel wondered why until he remembered the
Feast Day that was nearing. The languages were different, but the dancing
and singing was the same. They were also commemorating the final ingather-—
ing from the Soviet Union as it coincided with the Feast Day. Nearly
two years were gone by since the final stampede through Finland and
Scandtnavia out of the madness of oppression in Russia. Finally the tour
station was in sight. Josh was leaning against a wall reading the news-
paper.

"Hey, any good news," yelled Daniel ignoring the glances he knew
would follow. He was more than curious about this meeting and about Josh.
He knew more was going through Josh's mind than the Ag Center and work
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with Joseph. Daniel remembered reading something in his eyes during
their field trip. It was like he knew much more, things held secret.

"If you want some good news you'd better go up to the Temple, or
you could give Joseph a call," Josh returned cheerfully. "You know,
the Post seems to print the same stories over and over, only the date
changes. Anyhow, I'm reading a piece quoting 'Mr. Peace' from the
World Forum. He's sharing some very revealing insights about the fall
of the Soviet armies on our hills and mountains."

"OH! What does he speculate, or rather proclaim?" Daniel added with
his knowing edge.

"Guess what really happened here!" Josh continued. "This man backed
by the Vatican Council, to which some of our leading Rabbis belong,
is saying the 'Father Council of the Universe' directly interceded for
the earth in this great cosmic battle stopping the beginnings of world
destruction. You know what he's really saying! An Interplanetary Council
sent U.F.0.'s to do a job on our enemies not so much for us, but for the
whole world. Our people and troops are cleaning up after friendly aliens!
They probab ly also were the ones who visited the Soviet Union along with
the Chinese for deadly paybacks!"

Josh threw the paper into the trash bin with a humored disgust along
with a strange smile. Then he laughed and added,"Amazing the things you
can read in the Jerusalem Post these days. Even the latest Pope stands
at his side blessing and condoning, even encouraging the anti-Israel
line of you know what. Our capital is crawling with emmisaries from
the Vatican III Council. We're already invaded by something more sinister
than the Soviets. I have an unusual request to pass on to you, Daniel."

The two men remained quiet as they purchased their tour tickets and
took a seat on the bus. Daniel sensed the emotional turbulence brewing
into an open conflict between Israel and the "New Age Enforcers" and
their leader in Brussels. Just how and when and where, he wasn't sure;
but it was coming. Seven Year Treaty or not, confrontation was about to
boil over and Josh had some part in it. Daniel wondered exactly what
and why Josh wanted to draw him into it. A hectic pattern of changes
swept the world. It appeared to be culminating like a set up or a big
"sting" as the Americans called these things. But a set up for what?
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