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Father Jonah Barlow is dead. The respected Jesuit scholar of apocalyptic studies might have
died from a fall in his apartment . . . or was he pushed? All that is known for sure is that the
provocative manuscript he was working on—a book that promised to reveal the upcoming
fulfillment of ancient and recent prophecies, including the ghastly and shocking Third Secret of
Fatima—is missing.Two female detectives—one from Chicago, the other from Rome—take on
the investigation as a possible homicide, turning to Vatican archivist Father Michael Dominic for
his help, since Barlow sent the young priest the only other copy of the manuscript.Newly elected
Pope Ignatius, Enrico Petrini, intent on verifying the content of the manuscript against the
original handwritten version of the Third Secret—which has been kept sequestered in the Pope’s
personal vault for decades—discovers that the keys have been stolen. The search is on for the
only other set, kept safely in the hands of a trusted monk in Jerusalem. Meanwhile, a sinister
ancient order known as the Knights of the Apocalypse seem to be using the predictions of the
manuscript to create fear and chaos as the prophecies appear to be coming fulfilled. Is the end
of the world imminent?From Chicago to Jerusalem to Scotland, from Rome to the ancient island
nation of Malta, join Father Dominic, journalist Hana Sinclair, their trusted team of Swiss Guards,
a French commando, and the two detectives as they solve the bewildering puzzles of the Petrus
Prophecy.

 PUBLISHERS WEEKLY/BOOKLIFE - June 2022 The swift, suspenseful third entry in McAvoy's
Vatican Secret Archives series again digs into sinister secrets, conspiracies, and prophecies—
and the powerful men who will kill to protect them. At the heart of the mystery is "The Third
Secret of Fatima," the last in a string of proven prophecies, "a sacred mystery, tucked away in
that most secure of papal vaults." If phrasing like that, from the opening pages, seizes your
imagination, then The Petrus Prophecy (like McAvoy's Magdalene Chronicles series) will prove
irresistible, especially as popes faint when reading the secret—and, in the novel's present, a
Jesuit scholar in Chicago dies as he's writing a book that would disclose the Third Secret. The
manuscript goes missing, and the investigation that follows will find Chicago police detective
Rebecca Lancaster and co. crossing the globe, visiting abbeys and corpses, encountering
zealots, riddles, and terrorist plots—and possibly facing a world-ending cataclysm from the
heavens themselves. McAvoy, working with Ronald L. Moore, hits the ground running in this
propulsive thriller, which adeptly blends ancient mysteries and secret societies with
contemporary procedural storytelling. The clues and surprises come quickly as Lancaster and
her counterpart in Rome, the Carabinieri's captain Sabrina Felici, race about in an old Ferrari
that, as Felici puts it, "handles Rome's chaotic traffic like a dominatrix." Such character touches
and a sense of playful fun keep the material from getting bleak or self-serious, even as the



stakes prove biblical in scale. Devotees of religious-secrets thrillers will find much here that's
engaging, if not exactly novel, as the heroes and their allies attempt not just to solve a murder
but to learn the truth of the Third Secret—and eventually face the schemes of the Knights of the
Apocalypse, a secret society of immense power who stirs a public frenzy with its revelations.
The authors have revelations of their own, the welcome jolts and secrets that distinguish this
series. Takeaway: This superior Vatican conspiracy thriller puts a Chicago cop on the trail of an
apocalyptic prophecy. Great for fans of: Ray Keating, Peter Hogankamp.About the AuthorGARY
McAVOYGary McAvoy is author of several books including his bestselling thriller series "The
Magdalene Chronicles," and his newest series, "Vatican Secret archive Thrillers." His nonfiction
work "And Every Word Is True" has been hailed as a sequel to Truman Capote's landmark book
"In Cold Blood." Gary is also a professional collector of ancient manuscripts and historical
documents, much of which informs his writing projects.RONALD L. MOORECo-author Ron
Moore spent over 18 years working in forensics and CSI, then practiced law for 8 years before
returning to forensics as a private toxicology consultant. He was a reserve deputy sheriff for over
14 years, assigned to the Search and Rescue unit. He was also a Sergeant of the Bloodhound
Team and handled a cadaver detection canine, as well as participating in bicycle patrol, rope
rescue, and command post operations.
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PORTUGAL – 13 OCTOBER 1917Cesar Vila fell to his knees and crossed himself, praying to
the Blessed Virgin to spare him and his family. The sun appeared to wobble and dance as it zig-
zagged through the sky, then careened toward the Earth like a spinning disc, casting
multicolored lights across the fields near the Cova da Iria quarter of Fátima before receding to its
usual place in the heavens.Cesar’s clothing, drenched from the torrential rain that saturated
Fátima just moments before, had become instantaneously dry by the heat of the sun. The freshly
muddied ground brought by the rain also had become suddenly and completely dry. If he hadn't
witnessed it himself, even he wouldn't have believed it.But he was not alone. One hundred
thousand people had assembled for the prophesied spectacle, and all of them reported the
same effects of Milagre do Sol, the Miracle of the Sun.The entire event lasted ten minutes and
was reported on by newspapers around the world. The once-impoverished village of Fátima had
since become a veritable cottage industry of the faithful, welcoming a pilgrimage of millions of
visitors each year.Several months before the Miracle of the Sun, in the spring of 1917, three
Portuguese shepherd children—eleven-year-old Lúcia Santos and her young cousins, Francisco
Marto, eight, and his sister Jacinta, seven—had reported apparitions of an angel, followed



shortly after by visions of a luminous lady appearing to them, whom they took to be the Virgin
Mary. The Lady, as the children called her, told them that they must pray, do penance, and say
the rosary every day in order to save sinners and bring peace to the world. The Lady told them
various prophecies, including one declaring an appearance of the Dancing Sun on October 13,
as later witnessed by thousands.Then, in October of the following year, the Blessed Mother had
appeared to Jacinta, telling her she and her brother would be taken to heaven soon. They died a
few months later, victims of the great Spanish influenza epidemic of 1918. Lúcia, however, would
experience several more visions of the Lady for years.But the Blessed Virgin also gave the
shepherd children three prophetic secrets, each to be revealed at various times in the
future.Curiously, Lúcia did not write about her and her cousins’ apparitions until 1941, when she
wrote her memoirs at the urging of the Bishop of Leiria. Only then did she reveal the three
secrets given her by the Lady.The First Secret proved to be a horrific vision of Hell, filled with
terrifying black and translucent animalistic demons plunging through great clouds of smoke
caused by a raging conflagration of fire, amid shrieks of pain and despair.The Second Secret
was oddly prescient, stating that World War I would end and another great war would erupt
during the reign of Pope Pius XI. In 1917, when the Lady gave the children this prophecy,
Benedict XV was pope. Interestingly enough, the next pope would not be chosen until 1922 and
he would not pick his regnal name—Pius XI—until his election. So Our Lady of Fátima proved
doubly correct with the start of World War II in 1939 after Hitler’s long draw-up to the war during
Pius XI’s final months of life.The Third Secret, however, today remains a sacred mystery, tucked
away in that most secure of papal vaults, the pope’s personal hidden safe called the Petri
Crypta.As told to her by the Lady, Lúcia declared that the Third Secret could be revealed to the
public after 1960. In that year, Pope John XXIII was reported to have opened the secret—which
was handwritten by Lúcia on a single page of paper—and he fainted upon reading it. What he
read had terrified him, since, according to eyewitnesses, it specifically stated that the pope who
publicly released the Third Secret would be the last pope of all, and that he would betray his
flock, turning them over to a terrible slaughter devised by Lucifer himself. In apparent resistance
to Our Lady of Fátima’s instructions not specifically mentioning a year other than "after 1960,"
Pope John declined to reveal the secret, stating, "This prophecy does not relate to my
time."Consequently, the Church itself had declared that the Third Secret would most probably
remain under absolute seal forever, as it was deemed that mankind was simply not ready for it. It
has been speculated, and borne out by the facts, that subsequent popes also have read the
prophecy and chose not to make it public.But in 2000, eighty-three years after the first apparition
of the Lady to the three children in Portugal, Pope John Paul II ostensibly revealed the secret as
being about the modern persecution of Christians that culminated in the failed assassination
attempt on his own life on May 13, 1981. But this comparatively banal revelation was scoffed at
by many as a contrived attempt to put the matter of the unrevealed prophecy to rest, once and
for all.Before she died in 2005, Sister Lúcia dos Santos, the shepherd girl who became a
Carmelite nun, was asked about the Third Secret. She only said that it was in the Gospels and in



the Apocalypse—and in the Book of Revelation 8:13, which states, “And I beheld, and heard an
angel flying through the midst of heaven, saying with a loud voice, Woe, Woe, Woe, to the
inhabiters of the earth…!”ChapterOnePRESENT DAYFather Jonah Barlow—renowned and
respected Jesuit scholar, biblical archaeologist, author, exorcist and longtime thorn in the side of
the Vatican—was nearing completion of his most provocative book yet: a thorough examination
of the miracle orchestrated by Our Lady of Fátima in 1917, including disclosure of the presumed
Third Secret of Fátima—one that had a long and strange history to it.Papa Luciani, as Father
Barlow endearingly called his friend the current pope, had expressly forbidden him from
revealing the secret while the pope was still alive. Sadly, though, John Paul I sat on St. Peter’s
throne for just thirty-three days before meeting his Maker—but his death was not without
controversy. Even today many maintain Luciani was murdered before he could enact punishing
regulations on the Vatican Bank during its most scandalous affair with Banco
Ambrosiano.Working from his modest two-story brownstone on Chicago’s North Side near
Loyola University, Father Barlow stood for relief from the long hours sitting at his typewriter. He
was anxious to put the final touches on his manuscript, a project many years in the making,
before turning it over to his anxious editor, for they both knew this book would surely be a
controversial, albeit bestselling, one. The recent addition of resources from a trusted Vatican
insider had given him substantial new insights and enabled him to complete the project. But
more importantly for Barlow, the book would finally break the Vatican’s silence on the mystery of
the Third Secret of Fátima, a revelation each pope in turn had brazenly refused to divulge for his
own self-serving preservation.As he stood at the window stretching, looking out over the
Chicago River while waiting for a friend to drop by for a visit, the room took on a deep, sudden
chill, and his entire body broke out in goose flesh. Jonah Barlow had had experience with this
kind of abrupt change in atmosphere before, and though he was undaunted by the presence of
supernatural forces—the worst of which he had faced during his most unsettling exorcisms—he
instinctively reached for his pectoral cross and gripped it while uttering the Lord’s Prayer. He
trusted that his prayers and a thick woolen sweater would stave off the chill.As he turned to go
downstairs to fetch the sweater, he had just reached the top of the landing when a violent force
from behind shoved him down the steps. He tumbled head over heels to the turn landing of the
staircase, where he lay unconscious until his friend arrived and called for an
ambulance.Diagnosed with a cerebral hemorrhage caused by the fall, Barlow lay in the intensive
care unit of St. Mary of Nazareth Hospital, drifting in and out of consciousness, mumbling
gibberish in a foreign tongue. His visiting friend, a fellow Jesuit priest named Lorenzo Marchetti,
sat by his side, hoping Barlow would regain his senses and be able to speak with him before
administering last rites, for the prognosis was bleak and certain.After several hours of such
mumblings, without warning, the dying priest opened his eyes wide with fear, stared at his friend,
and spoke with an urgency belying his normally calm manner.“Lorenzo…! The book…you must
get the book before they do…. The secret is in the book!”“Jonah,” his friend asked gently, “we’ll
get to the book, but would you like to make your last confession first?”“Damn the confession,



man! I was pushed by a cacodemonic force! Lucifer does not want the secret exposed yet! You
must return and get the book…and…and contact Michael Dominic in Rome.”With that, Barlow’s
entire body jerked violently, the rattle of death shaking even the hospital staff who rushed in and
had never witnessed such a reaction before. Blood spewed from his gaping mouth, and his wild
eyes reddened with a fevered look. The entire bed rose up and fell back to the floor repeatedly,
as if lifted and shaken by unseen hands. Then, just as suddenly, the bed lay still, and Barlow fell
back onto the pillow, his bloodshot eyes wide open, staring at the abyss awaiting him on the
other side as death took its final clutch on Jonah Barlow’s life.Accompanied by Father Marchetti,
Detective Rebecca Lancaster of the Chicago Police Department drove her squad car from St.
Mary’s Hospital north up Ashland Avenue then over to the Rogers Park neighborhood near
Loyola, finally arriving at Father Barlow’s brownstone a half hour later.“I still don’t know why they
assigned a detective to this,” Marchetti said. “The poor man just fell.”“Sure, he could have just
fallen,” Lancaster replied, pulling on an earring with one hand while driving with the other. “But
from what the nursing staff told me, they heard him say he was pushed. That opens it up to
possible homicide, Father. Just doing my job here.”As they entered the unlocked home, nothing
appeared out of the ordinary. Barlow’s black cat, Methuselah, sat placidly on the windowsill,
watching a murder of crows perched on the electrical lines outside.“What time did you say you
arrived?” Lancaster asked the priest.“Actually, I didn’t say. But it was sometime around one. We
were going to have a late lunch and talk about the book he was finishing—one I’m supposed to
find and safeguard.”“Well, nothing leaves this place until it’s cleared with me,
understood?”Marchetti sighed and nodded. Moving to Barlow’s desk, he searched for his
friend’s work in progress.“That’s odd,” he noted, his bushy white eyebrows scrunched together.
“When I was here earlier, the book—some seven hundred pages of it—was sitting right there,” he
pointed to an empty spot on the desk, “but now it’s gone! Who could have taken it?”“You said
‘earlier.’ Was that today, or…?”“Yes! Just a few hours ago. Someone has obviously been here
since and taken the manuscript. Oh, this is just terrible. All of Jonah’s hard work, gone!”“So, now
we have a missing book and a possible homicide. I’ll get a forensics team in here and they’ll go
over the place. Don’t touch anything, Father. But we will need a set of your fingerprints as
exemplars to eliminate yours from any others.”As Marchetti scanned other items on Father
Barlow’s desk, he found a scribbled note on a small pad with Loyola’s logo at the top. Beneath it
read, “Get Michael Dominic’s comments on ms.”Curious, he thought. Father Dominic has a copy
of the manuscript? Pity, I’ll have to tell him the sad news.“Find anything interesting, Father?”
Lancaster asked, noting the priest’s attention focused on the desktop.“Only a note here in
Jonah’s handwriting, reminding himself to get comments about the manuscript from a priest in
Rome. A Father Michael Dominic, whom I know to be prefect of the Vatican Secret
Archives.”“The Vatican has secret archives? Why would the Church need to keep something
secret?”Marchetti smiled amusingly. “It’s not the same meaning in Latin, Archivum Secretum.
Well, yes, literally it means the same, but “secret” in that sense simply means private or
personal, since for centuries the Archives were considered the pope’s personal library. These



days, of course, qualified scholars have access to most of its contents, and some of it is actually
being digitized for access via the internet.”“So we might assume this Father Dominic has a copy
of the book?”“Well, I imagine so, given this note.” Marchetti picked it up and handed it to the
detective. She glanced at it, then returned it to the desk.“Do you have any plans to leave town,
Father?” Lancaster asked.“Actually, yes, I’m leaving for Rome in two days’ time, for the annual
International Theological Symposium, an event that’s been planned for months now.”“Well, I’m
sure I can reach you by phone if we need to follow up on anything.”“I’ll be staying at Villa Stritch,
the Vatican residence for American priests. You can always reach me there.”Detective Lancaster
stood at the window of a little room in the coroner’s office. On the other side of the glass, the
medical examiner and his assistant were performing a postmortem on Father Jonah Barlow in
the examination suite. Barlow’s body was laid out on a stainless steel autopsy table, his internal
organs now resting in a red plastic bag in his open abdominal cavity, having been removed and
examined before Lancaster had arrived. The examiner, Dr. Polanski, reached up and toggled on
the microphone hanging on a cord over the body, his gloved hand leaving a bloody smudge on
the chrome.“Nice of you to join us, Detective. We saved doing the head until you got
here.”“Thanks, Doc, especially since you know this isn’t my favorite part of the job. Catch me up
on what you’ve discovered so far,” she said.“Well, I read the attending physician’s report from the
emergency room. The spewing of blood from his mouth right before he expired was caused by a
ruptured esophageal varix—basically, an erosion of the lining of the esophagus—and damage to
the portal circulation from cirrhosis of the liver. That, combined with a spike in blood pressure
from the seizure, caused a vein in his throat to burst. We often see it in alcoholics and some
bulimics. From the looks of his liver, though, I’d say he had a bit of a drinking problem.”“So, it
wasn’t from ‘demonic interference?’” she asked.“I’ve been at this for over thirty years, Detective,
and I’ve never seen anything that couldn’t be medically explained.”“Well, all that blood sure
freaked out the staff at the hospital, not to mention that trembling bed. One nurse with him at the
time had to be sent home, she was so upset.”Lancaster watched as Dr. Polanski, having used a
scalpel to cut through the scalp along the hairline, now scraped and pulled the flesh away from
the skull with a stainless steel chisel.“Okay, we’re seeing bruising on the scalp at the forehead,
but none on the back of his head. That would be more consistent with being pushed rather than
just falling down the stairs. Most of the time, when someone falls down the stairs, their feet slip
out from under them and they fall backwards. We would see bruising on the back of the head
and often on the tailbone. I didn’t see any in this case. So, I suppose he could have tripped over
something, but he definitely went down the stairs head first, not feet first,” the doctor
concluded.“Well, that would be consistent with the findings at the scene. His stairs take a 180-
degree turn about halfway down. He was found on the landing at the turn. There was a forehead-
shaped dent on the wall about three feet above the floor in the stairwell wall.”While they had
been talking, the assistant medical examiner had used an electric bone saw to cut the skull
open, using a particular pattern of cuts that would enable them to reassemble the skull properly
for the funeral. The doctor examined Father Barlow’s brain.“Alright, Detective. See here at the



frontal lobe? There is the large hematoma, but there’s also a smaller one at the back of his head.
We call that a coup–contrecoup injury. His brain hit so hard in the front that it bounced back and
hit the back of his skull on the inside. I’d say that means there was more force involved than just
stumbling forward or tripping, unless he was running down the stairs—which at his age seems
unlikely. No, I’d say this is more consistent with being pushed. Looks like you do have a homicide
here.”“Before he died, the victim said something about being pushed by a demonic force,”
Lancaster sniped with a smirk.“Well, Detective, like you, apparently, I find that dubious,” the
doctor said, rolling Barlow’s body toward the detective to expose the back. “I don’t imagine
demons leave bruises on your shoulder blades when they push you.” He lowered his head as he
peered at her over his spectacles. “But then, I skipped Demonology in medical
school.”ChapterTwoFather Michael Dominic glanced up from the wooden desk on the raised
dais as the Coimbra University Audience Hall slowly began filling. Invited to Portugal’s esteemed
university—among the oldest continuous operating universities in the world, established in 1290
—the prefect of the Vatican Secret Archives prepared his presentation notes as the audience
took their seats.The building he was in, he learned, had been built in 1537. The relatively small
audience hall—with its blue and yellow Spanish tile wainscoting on the back and side walls, two
large windows on either side of the high-ceilinged room, and seven long rows of wooden bench
seats on a dark red tile floor—accommodated around two hundred. He thought back to all the
people before him who had held audience at this very stage over the past nearly five centuries,
and marveled at the resilience of men and women in their quest for academic enlightenment
through the ages.Sponsored by the World Library and Information Congress, Dominic had been
asked to speak on the conservation techniques of the Vatican’s mammoth holdings. He had
brought with him a laptop and a PowerPoint slide presentation featuring some of the Church’s
most remarkable artifacts, ones sure to entice the assembled students and faculty.As he was
reviewing his slides, wondering where his assistant Ian Duffy was, a man approached him. He
looked to be in his forties, with close-cropped facial scruff and wearing a tweed sports jacket
with a crisp white shirt and a turquoise-on-silver bolo tie. Dominic took him to be one of the staff
and smiled as the man held out his hand.“Padre Dominic,” he said congenially, “my name is
Ernesto Vila. I am the Professor of Natural Sciences here at Coimbra and wanted to personally
welcome you to our humble university.”“Very good to meet you, Ernesto,” the priest said, shaking
the man’s hand as he remained seated. “I only hope you enjoy what I’ve thrown together here. I
should have taken more time boning up on my delivery, but as your people say, ‘Na cama que
farás, nela te deitarás.’”“Yes,” Vila said, laughing. ‘As you make your bed, so you must lie on it.’
You speak Portuguese very well.”“Not as well as I’d like to, I’m afraid. I do speak Spanish and a
few other languages, but I picked up several Portuguese phrases on the plane so I could at least
be courteous.”The man’s demeanor turned furtive as he leaned down to whisper in Dominic’s
ear.“Padre, when you are finished here, may we have a word together? Privately?”“Of course,
Ernesto. I’m here to answer any questions you might have.”“Actually, what I have to tell you is a
matter of some importance. But we shall speak later, yes? Until then, tenha uma boa



apresentação.”Dominic looked lost. “I’m afraid I—”“That just means ‘have a good presentation,’”
Vila said, smiling wisely as he patted Dominic on the shoulder, then turned to take his seat.Ian
Duffy, Father Dominic’s assistant in the Vatican Archives, finally joined him on the dais.“Father
Michael, I couldn’t find coffee but will bottled water do?”“Sure, Ian, that’ll be fine.” Dominic took
the bottle, uncapped it, and chugged down several gulps.“Hana and Marco told me they might
be late, so don’t hold things up for them.”“As if I could,” Dominic mumbled, taking another chug.
His close friend Hana Sinclair, a journalist for Paris’s Le Monde newspaper, and her French
bodyguard Marco Picard—who had become something more for Hana over the past year—had
offered Dominic her grandfather’s private jet to whisk them all here to Portugal, a three-hour
flight from Rome.“Where are they, anyway?” Dominic asked.Duffy faltered for a moment, then
said, “They’re exploring the university’s famed baroque library, the Biblioteca Joanina.
Something I’d like to see myself—when we’re done here, of course.”“We’ll have some time to
kick around after this, Ian, don’t worry.”With the auditorium now full and people lining up against
the back wall and along the sides of the room, Dominic looked at his watch. Five more minutes. I
do hope Hana can make it.A few moments later she and Marco strode into the auditorium.
Seeing it was standing room only, they took their places against one of the tall windows and
leaned back on the sill. Hana gave Dominic a little wave and a smile, mouthing Good luck as he
smiled and waved back.As the bells of the Cabra, the university’s revered seventeenth-century
clock tower, struck eleven, Dominic stood as he was introduced by the university’s president,
and after a round of applause, the presentation began.An hour later the event ended with a
standing ovation for Father Dominic’s compelling review of the Vatican’s treasures and how they
are cared for in the Archive’s specialized conservation labs.Several people surged forward to
meet the handsome young priest and offer their appreciation for his coming all the way from
Rome. On one side of the room Hana, Marco and Ian Duffy stood watching the spectacle, proud
of their friend’s deserved accolades, while on the other side of the room Ernesto Vila lingered
with his hands patiently folded in front of him, waiting for the crowd to clear.When Dominic
finished chatting with the last person, Hana, Marco and Ian walked up to the desk. As the priest
gathered his notes together and closed the laptop, Vila approached him as well.Looking up and
seeing the man, Dominic asked, “Would you guys mind if I spent a little time here with Professor
Vila first? We shouldn’t be long.”“Of course not, we’ll meet you in the Biblioteca,” Hana said. “Ian
wants to see it as well, and there was too much for us to take in before your presentation. See
you there?”“You bet.” Then, turning to Vila, Dominic said, “So, what’s this matter of importance
you mentioned, Ernesto?”Now completely alone in the hall so they could not be overheard, the
man took a seat next to the priest on the dais and leaned forward, placing his folded arms on the
desk. Looking directly into Dominic’s expectant eyes, he began his story.“Padre, I am sure you
are familiar with the tale of Our Lady of Fátima, and the three shepherd children’s many
apparitions of the Blessed Mother?”“Yes, I imagine most every Catholic knows this story. It is one
of the most sacred miracles recorded by the Church.”“That was in 1917, as you know. My great-
grandfather, Cesar Vila, was among those who witnessed the Milagre do Sol, the miracle of the



Dancing Sun. And as it happened, he personally knew Sister Lúcia dos Santos, who was but a
child of eleven at the time. In fact, Cesar was her godfather, having been close friends of her
parents for many years.“Papa Cesar, as we children called him, was quite fond of Lúcia, and she
of him. He earned her trust at a time when everyone—her family, villagers, newspaper people,
everyone—wanted more from her, most of them not believing her stories, at least until the
Dancing Sun event occurred and was witnessed by thousands of people from all around.“Lúcia
told Cesar everything that had occurred during those many apparitions in the months following
the first visit of the Lady, things she had told no one else. But most importantly, she disclosed to
him alone the three secret prophecies the Lady gave her, for the Lady gave her permission to
share them with her godfather, a most pious man.”“But we already know what the three secrets
are, or were,” Dominic replied. “Pope John Paul II revealed the third and final secret in the year
2000.”The professor looked at Dominic, a skeptical smile crawling across his face. “And if you
believe that, Padre, I have a bridge over the Mondego River I will gladly sell you.”Dominic
returned the man’s skeptical look but surrendered to hearing the rest of his story. “Alright, I take
your point. Go on.”“We already know the first two secrets, and they have apparently come to
pass as was prophesied. But in truth, the third secret prophecy has yet to be fully
revealed.“Lúcia told Papa Cesar that many popes would refuse to take on the responsibility of
revealing the third secret, for to do so would surely cast them as the last pope and the Antichrist,
and the end of days would surely follow, just as the Lady prophesied, according to Lúcia. This is
why every pope who has read the secret has passed it on to his successor, abrogating his
responsibility out of fear of the consequences. And that must certainly be why Pope John Paul II
issued an alternate version of the secret, to placate all those demanding its revelation. As you of
all people should know, the Church has influence over a billion souls worldwide, and since papal
authority is infallible, the faithful have little choice but to believe what their pope has told them.
Yet, in the end, he fabricated a more convenient story, plain and simple.”Dominic recalled there
had been great controversy surrounding John Paul’s “disclosure” of the third secret, but as it
dealt in the realm of saints and miracles—an area of little particular interest to Dominic’s own
ecclesiastical mission—he had given it little thought or attention before now. But what Vila had
just told him piqued his curiosity.“And why tell me of this, Ernesto? What is it you think I can do
about it?”“Padre, this must be a difficult request for you to consider, but I assure you, the stakes
could not be higher. I must meet with His Holiness at the earliest possible moment. And I believe
you are in a position to make that happen. Everyone knows you are close to the Holy
Father.”Dominic looked at the man closely. Clearly, he was earnest and not some crackpot or
opportunist. He was a tenured professor at a prestigious university, and a seemingly pious
man.“I’m afraid I’m going to need more than that to consider such a request, Ernesto. What is it
that’s so important that it requires a papal audience? Surely there are others who might assist
with whatever it is.”Vila’s face was etched with the obvious frustration of weighing the
consequences of divulging to this priest what he needed to discuss with the pope. But he
realized he had to offer something.“As it happens, Padre, I am a member of the Sovereign



Military Order of Malta, or what you might otherwise know as the Knights of Malta. Our Catholic
order, founded in Jerusalem in 1099, has some 13,000 member Knights and Dames worldwide,
in addition to 80,000 volunteers and 42,000 employees, most of whom are involved in our
medical, social and humanitarian projects in 120 countries. We even have Permanent Observer
status at the United Nations.“I tell you this because the Order of Malta is an honorable,
respected entity that does good and charitable work.” Vila looked around the room anxiously,
continuing in a hushed tone now. “But there has emerged a rogue splinter group, a secret
society of sorts, one with a more nefarious mission, and they have infiltrated our Order to
capitalize on its influential standing in the world community.”Vila studied Dominic closely to
determine if he would be amenable to what he was about to say, or if he might simply cast him
off as a lunatic. Finding more interest on the priest’s face than skepticism, he pushed on.“This
group calls themselves Knights of the Apocalypse, or KOTA. The name alone is repugnant, but it
succinctly describes their mission. You see, they profess as their goal to shield the Church from
the expected Antichrist. But in practice, we believe they have a far more devious
objective.”Having established his bona fides, Vila now had Dominic’s rapt attention. The priest
was eager to hear the man’s next words.“Yes?” he asked anxiously. “And what would that
be?”“To hasten the coming of the End of Days.”ChapterThreeDominic felt like laughing, but for
the solemn expression on Ernesto Vila’s face.“You can’t be serious,” he exclaimed. “Forgive me,
but that sounds pretty far-fetched, especially coming from such an intelligent man as yourself.”“I
did not expect you to believe me out of hand, Padre. One of our members has secretly infiltrated
KOTA and has reported this information back to us. Their apparent objective is to accelerate
fevered anticipation of the so-called Apocalypse in conformance with biblical Scripture.“I realize
this may not make much sense as I have explained it so far, but I am told that within ten days’
time KOTA will hold a press conference announcing their plan to reveal the Third Secret of
Fátima. How they acquired the secret, we do not know, for it is believed to be only in the hands
of the pope himself. But they also plan to merge two additional prophecies that, together, make
for a compelling scenario. Our fear is that people will start to believe KOTA’s propaganda,
bringing them closer to realizing their vile and ambitious scheme.”“What other two prophecies do
you mean?” Dominic asked.“Well, to begin with, the twelfth-century prophecies of St. Malachy,
who predicted a long line of popes ending with Petrus Romanus—Peter the Roman. And call it
coincidence or not, but Malachy’s predictions have been so closely associated with each pope
in turn over the past eight hundred-plus years that scholars are paying attention, with a skeptical
eye, of course. Malachy’s specific words were:In the final persecution of the Holy Roman
Church, there will sit Peter the Roman, who will pasture his sheep in many tribulations, and when
these things are finished, the city of seven hills will be destroyed, and the dreadful judge will
judge his people. The End.“And, as it happens, Petrus Romanus could very well mean our
current pope, Ignatius. Is his surname not Petrini, which is translated as Peter? And not only
does his family come from Rome originally, but he is Bishop of Rome, the city of seven
hills….”Dominic had no response, for he was at a loss for words. He had long had a special



relationship with Enrico Petrini, who, upon taking on the role of pope, had assumed the regnal
name of Ignatius. He was vaguely familiar with the prophesies of Malachy, but had given it little
heed. Until now.“This all feels a little too convenient, Ernesto,” Dominic observed, raking back his
hair with impatience. “And what of that third prophecy you mentioned?”“That would be the
purported Apocalypse of St. Peter himself, in which Christ reveals a vision of the future depicting
epic levels of chaos and global destruction, juxtaposed with heavenly rewards for the righteous
and hideous torment for the lost souls of the unrighteous. Suffice to say, if they get their message
out into the hearts and minds of believers, no telling what kinds of repercussions could
develop.”Dominic was still dubious. “Well, as you probably know, the Apocalypse of Peter is not
accepted as a reliable source of doctrine, like many other New and Old Testament
Apocrypha.”“That may well be, but there are many people of faith, especially in Third World
countries, who often disregard such rationalizations. And not just people of faith. Think back to
the imagined apocalyptic scenarios laid out with the 2012 Mayan Apocalypse, for example,
which many misinterpreted as an end to the calendar as we know it, with specters of giant solar
flares, a realignment of Earth’s axis, and planetary alignments that would supposedly cause
massive tidal catastrophes. Sales of survival kits soared as a result of global panic. People are
instinctively predisposed to self-preservation, and such Doomsday scenarios only serve to
stimulate such behavior.”“You do have good points there. But how does KOTA propose informing
people of these prophecies and gaining broad traction? And more to the point, to what end?”
Dominic asked.“We’ll know more within ten days, I suppose. As to what end, from what I know of
them, KOTA would surely not undertake such a massive campaign if they did not anticipate
some kind of gain in the proposition. So yes, their ulterior motives are rife with suspicion, and
they may have some well-planned reasons for causing havoc. That remains to be seen.“But as
you can understand now, I must speak with His Holiness about these things. There is much
more he must be told. When do you return to Rome?”Considering all that he’d heard, Dominic’s
first instinct was to be utterly dismissive of the whole thing. But Vila’s reference to St. Malachy’s
prophecy involving Enrico Petrini as ‘Petrus Romanus’ struck him as too close to home. Other
things the professor had said also rang true.“We’re leaving this evening. I’ll give this some
thought, Ernesto, and let you know more in the next few days. Now, though, I need to meet up
with my friends. But I will be in touch with you soon.”Rebecca Lancaster leaned back in the
creaking wooden chair of her cramped cubicle at Homicide Division in the North Lawndale
section of Chicago, reflecting on the Barlow case. The forensics team had found no probative
evidence whatsoever at the scene. No latent fingerprints apart from Barlow’s and a few of Father
Marchetti’s. No trace or biological evidence. Nothing.Still, she was troubled. It was something
Father Marchetti had said, something about that missing manuscript. Why murder someone over
a book, one that hadn’t even been published? Or maybe that was why: someone didn’t want it to
be published. Her instincts rarely failed her, and she suspected the manuscript might be key to
her investigation. If something in that book was significant enough to kill a man for, she wanted
to know what it was.Unfortunately, Jonah Barlow didn’t use a computer. He favored an old IBM



Selectric, and typewriters didn’t have backup files.But that note Barlow left, the one referring to a
Father Michael Dominic: that may bear fruit, she figured. How to get the manuscript from him
might be the challenge.Then she thought back to a conference she attended in London a couple
years ago for the International Homicide Investigator’s Association. She met a delightful Italian
detective there. What was her name…Sabrina something?Sitting up and pulling her keyboard
closer, she checked her Contacts database. Scanning the names on her screen, she found the
person she was looking for.There she is. Capitano Sabrina Felici with the Carabinieri. She must
pull a lot of weight with the rank of Captain.Lancaster thought back to the fun they had together
off-duty, when the conferences and workshops had ended each day. Crawling the bars of
London at night to see what mischief they could get into, what men they could tease and
possibly seduce. Two alluring brunettes dressed to the nines. Good times, she recalled.She
glanced up at the clock on the wall. Too late in Rome to call now. I’ll just send her an email.Briefly
explaining the situation, Lancaster asked Felici to give her a call the following day.Hmm. Maybe I
can even finagle a trip to Italy out of this….ChapterFourCapitano Sabrina Felici had arrived at
her third-floor office in the Arma dei Carabinieri Headquarters on Viale Romania earlier than
usual that morning, around seven o’clock, and was savoring her first cup of freshly roasted
cappuccino as she opened her laptop to check overnight email.Scanning the list of senders to
parse out the important ones first, her eyes settled on Rebecca Lancaster’s waiting message,
and a sly smile crossed her face. Memories of good times with her new friend in London flooded
her mind. She opened the message and read it.Sabrina,I can’t imagine you’ve forgotten me, so
I’ll skip reintroductions. I mean, how could you, after the havoc we caused in the pubs of
London?!Anyway, I’m working on a new homicide case here in Chicago that appears to have
links to Rome, at the Vatican in particular, and I’d like to discuss it with you. Who knows, maybe
we can reprise our adventures on your turf—if I can swing a trip with my boss…Please call at
your earliest convenience.Warm regards,BeccaWith a seven-hour difference in time zones,
Felici decided to wait until four that afternoon to call Lancaster, when she’d likely just be arriving
at her office in Chicago. She confirmed so in a reply message, then went on about her day
solving homicides on the streets of Rome.Joe Mancini sat at his crappy cluttered metal desk in
the bullpen, glancing around at the forlorn faces of his fellow detectives working the phones,
none of whom were particularly chipper this morning. A twenty-year veteran of Chicago PD,
Mancini’s attitude was still as cheerful as when he was a rookie. Yet, working Homicide was
tough at times—staying strong under pressure, investigating unimaginable crime scenes,
prodding confessions out of killers, and that most emotional ritual, comforting the families of
victims—but hey, he thought, it was better than being on the other side of the law. Or still driving
long-haul trucks, his former job before entering the police academy in his late twenties.His
partner and lead on the case, Detective Rebecca Lancaster, had asked him to look over the
forensic evidence on the Barlow file—what little there was anyway—and that was his first task of
the day.As he read the report of the crime scene, one curiosity stood out. The forensics team
had removed the ribbon from Barlow’s IBM Selectric typewriter and was now analyzing it to



retrieve whatever information might have been on it. Brilliant. CPD’s forensics team was among
the best. There wasn’t much that escaped their attention. He made a mental note to check back
with them on what they found.He continued reading, noting that Father Lorenzo Marchetti,
Barlow’s friend, mentioned that the victim’s seven-hundred-page manuscript also was missing.
There’s got to be a connection. If someone killed for the manuscript, Mancini mused, that must
have been one important book he was writing. If only we knew what was in it, it might help our
case.But that was on Lancaster. He knew she was angling for a trip to Rome, to try and coax a
copy from this…what was that priest’s name…Father Michael Dominic.If this priest didn't
willingly hand it over, which he might, Mancini wouldn’t want to be in Dominic’s place when
Lancaster put the screws to him, that’s for sure. She was a formidable force in getting what she
wanted. And no doubt that manuscript could well be the key to solving this.“I’ll only be in Rome
for a few days, Lieutenant. And obviously I’ll fly economy. It’s crucial we obtain a copy of that
book, and apparently this Father Dominic is the only one who has it. This manuscript apparently
is connected to the Vatican, and we all know how Mother Church can sometimes be
uncooperative in our investigations. I’ve got a trusted colleague with the Carabinieri there who
can help persuade him, if need be.” She had loosened her blouse a bit, exhibiting her countless
charms in the ways she knew had worked on men. Especially her boss.The lieutenant sat behind
his desk, grumbling about the budget and overtime as he squirmed in the presence of Rebecca
Lancaster’s sorcery. He was such a sucker.But it wasn’t as if it were the first time he had had to
send his people out of the country to handle things like this. And since Father Barlow had been a
priest, the Chicago Archdiocese had now taken an interest, so political pressure was mounting.
With over two million Catholics in the city of Chicago alone, the archbishop was indeed a most
powerful figure.“Alright, Lancaster, you’ve got my okay on this,” he said gruffly. “Just make sure
you come back with that book, or don’t come back at all. Got it?”“You bet, chief,” she said, trying
to keep the exuberance out of her voice. “See you in a few days.”An hour later, Lancaster’s cell
phone rang, precisely at nine o’clock as Felici had promised. She pressed the green button to
answer.“Hi, Becca, it’s Sabrina. So, what have you got going there?”Lancaster kept her jubilant
voice low given the lack of privacy in the open bullpen, and after greeting her friend went on to
explain the Barlow case and her need for the manuscript from a Vatican priest.“Ah, the Vatican.
Well, that may be tricky, as we have no jurisdiction in Vatican City. It’s an entire little country unto
itself, with their own law enforcement agencies. But I do know one of the Gendarmerie Corps
there. Perhaps he might be of help. Are you able to come to Roma?”“I just got the go-ahead from
my commander. So, yes, I’ll be on the first flight I can catch out of O’Hare. I’ll let you know my
itinerary when I have it. Meanwhile, I’ll email the case file to bring you up to speed.”“That will be
helpful, Becca, thanks. And bring your dancing shoes.” They both laughed, knowing that—
beyond the rigors of working an international murder case—there were good times to be had
together in the Eternal City.ChapterFiveSix kilometers southwest of Vatican City lies Villa Stritch,
an opulent complex of two five-story, red brick buildings housing twenty-six comfortable
apartments, a kitchen and large dining room, a rooftop chapel, two common living areas with a



fully stocked bar boasting five beers on tap, and a tennis court, all behind the security of a wide,
black, wrought iron fenced gate.Owned by the U.S. Conference of Catholic Bishops, Villa Stritch
is home to American priests who work at the Vatican or visit Rome periodically. A staff of three
Felician nuns and another three Italian lay people attend to the needs of the villa’s residents, and
as Father Lorenzo Marchetti settled himself into a cushy, red leather chair in the living room
waiting for Father Dominic to arrive, one of the lay staff asked him if he might prefer a beverage.
He opted for Italy’s premium beer on draft, Birra Moretti.He glanced at his watch. It was just
about five o’clock. He steeled himself for the sad news he was soon to impart to Father Barlow’s
friend. No one is prepared to hear about someone’s passing, though in truth he had no idea how
close the two men might have been. Marchetti imagined they must have had some mutual bond,
since he knew Jonah would rarely ever let anyone see his work in progress while he was
writing.Looking up toward the entrance of the villa, he saw a good-looking priest come through
the door and look around, as if he hadn’t been there before. On a hunch, Marchetti waved to the
man, motioning him to join him in the open-plan living room.“Father Marchetti?” Dominic asked
as he approached the now standing priest.“Yes, but it’s just Lorenzo. And you must be Father
Dominic.”“Please, call me Michael,” he said, smiling warmly.“Thank you for meeting me,
Michael,” Marchetti said as they both took seats. “Would you care for a beer, or something
stronger? They have an excellent bar here.”“Sure, I’ll have what you’re having.”Marchetti got up
to get the beer himself. Standing in front of the cherry wood bar, he reached for a glass mug from
the shelf and found his selection on one of the five logo-labeled taps. He angled the glass as the
beer flowed gently into the mug. Returning to the living room, he set the glass down in front of
Dominic.“Salute!” Marchetti said as he clinked his glass against Dominic’s. They both sipped
thirstily, the thick foam of the draft coating their upper lips.“Michael,” Marchetti began solemnly,
“I’m afraid I have some sad news to convey. I understand you knew Jonah Barlow quite well, is
that right?”“Yes, he was one of my professors when I was working on my master’s degree at
Loyola. But you said ‘knew.’ Has something happened?”“I fear our friend had a tragic fall last
week and has joined Our Lord in Heaven. May he rest in eternal peace.” Marchetti closed his
eyes and made the sign of the cross.Dominic was stunned, likewise making the same sign even
as he exclaimed, “But we just spoke only a week ago! When did this happen? And how?”“Well,
to be honest, we’re not quite sure. It appears he fell down the stairs in his home. It was a good
thing we had a meeting scheduled for around that time, for I was the one who found him shortly
after it happened. I followed the ambulance to the hospital, and after the doctors examined him,
they told me the prognosis wasn’t good. It was a terrible fall and caused significant
damage.“When I was about to administer last rites, he became quite agitated, telling me he
believed a ‘cacodemonic force’ had pushed him down the stairs. Of course, as he was one of the
Church’s most respected exorcists, I’ve no doubt he believed what he told me. He’d certainly
seen worse.”“You said ‘we’ aren’t quite sure. Who else is involved?”“Oh, that would be the
Chicago detectives. They believe it may have been a homicide. At least that’s how they’re
investigating it. I believe they intend on contacting you, in fact, so you may want to be



prepared.”“Me?!” Dominic exclaimed. “Why on earth would they want to speak with me?”“Jonah
left a note on his desk with your name on it, something about your providing commentary on his
manuscript.”“Yes, well, that does make sense.”“Another odd thing occurred. As he lay in his bed
just before he died, Jonah said, ‘Lucifer does not want the secret exposed,’ and for me to ‘get the
book,’ and to contact you here in Rome. It’s all very strange, I must say. But when I returned to his
brownstone with one of the detectives, the book was missing! Someone had been there
between the time Jonah fell and I returned to his home. I saw the very manuscript itself—well
over a ream, probably some seven hundred pages of it—sitting right there on his desk just hours
before, when I called for the ambulance. I don’t fault the detectives for thinking foul play might
have been involved.“Then there’s the…well, there’s no other word for it than supernatural—
behavior of his hospital bed. Just as Jonah died, the bed lifted off the floor and rattled around as
if it were possessed! I must tell you, Michael, it unnerved me as well as everyone standing there.
Jonah had told me many stories of such paranormal activity during his exorcisms, but I had
never before witnessed anything like that myself.”Dominic decided not to belabor that particular
point, something better left to others more suited to speculation in the occult.“I suppose that
means that I have the only copy of his book, then. I have yet to read it. He only just sent me the
manuscript last week. And since he didn’t use computers, it came printed out in a large box. So
typical of Jonah.”“Well, don’t be surprised if the Chicago police ask for it. The detective…uh,
Lancaster. Yes, Rebecca Lancaster. You might expect a call from her. I believe she thinks
whoever killed Jonah—if he was pushed, as she believes, though it’s possible he simply fell—
did so for whatever might be in that book.”“I suppose I should get started reading it, then. I’m
certainly not going to give anyone anything until I see what Jonah’s written. He briefly mentioned
it had to do with prophecies and how they may come to pass, material consistent with his canon
of work, I imagine. He seemed very enthusiastic about it. But I really wasn’t paying much
attention at the time and told him I would be happy to review it for him. And, of course, he did ask
me to treat it confidentially.”“I expect he would have, yes,” Marchetti murmured, taking another
swig of beer. “Did Jonah seem alright when you spoke with him last?”Dominic thought back to
his final conversation with his friend and one-time professor. “As I mentioned, he seemed
enthusiastic about the book. Or maybe a better word for it might be enraptured. I think he felt this
would be his seminal work. Pity it’ll be his last. I suppose I should safeguard it, maybe even have
another copy made for his publisher, just in case he hadn’t sent one to his editor.”“That does
seem prudent, yes. Might I also have a copy of it, Michael?” Marchetti asked, his bushy white
eyebrows raised expectantly.
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lara, “Great story, great characters and FINALLY. Once again, Mr. McAvoy has written an
excellent addition to the Father Michael universe. And Finally Dante gets to meet his future. I
got this book last night and finished it today. I was, once again, enthralled and led through cities
and streets that I will never get to explore except through the offices of Father Michael. Lest you
think that Father Michael has faced all he can face, you wait, because now he is dealing with the,
possible, end of the world, the apocalypse, and other related stuff. There is a murder, there are
bad guys, there are nefarious things being done and just when you think you have it figured out,
BAM, out of nowhere, comes someone you do not expect. The puzzles are not nebulous
possible things, but if you have paid attention to the other books you will catch on to where the
puzzles are going. And the usual "cast" is present and very much welcome as well as two new
characters. McAvoy has created people, puzzles, and plots that will interest, enthrall and cause
you to stop and think. Though I wanted to slap Father Michael at the end of the book. No
spoilers, I just wanted to slap him upside the head.  I cannot wait for the next book.”

Reader 1938, “WOw. Did not want this story to end. Disappointed that we never found out what
the 3rd prophesy was. The rich history was wonderful!. Scoundrels were just yucky enough.
Intrigue.chases,murder,betrayal all get a thumbs up. Do want more for Michael and Hana. When
is the next book?”

Housrah, “Another Winner!. This novel kept me glued to my seat, just as Mr. MCA it's previous
have. I highly recommend this most exciting adventure”

James Johnson, “Review of the Petrus Prophecy. Another exciting book with our dashing hero
Father Michael Dominic and his band of cohorts vs some really bad guys that were once major
players in the Catholic Church it’s amazing to me how technology comes into play along with
ancient secrets combining for a puzzle piece full of adventure at every turn.  A good read”

Marilyn Wade, “can’t wait for more!. I have enjoyed reading Gary McAvoy’s books and I look
forward to reading his other books in the near future”

detels, “This is a fantastic series. Great story of a fantastic series!”

BJ1954, “RUN to buy this ingenious tale of Divine intervention & apocalyptic prophecies before
it's too late!. I have just finished reading The Petrus Prophecy by Gary McAvoy in collaboration
with Ronald L. Moore and am experiencing a feeling akin to the first time I left the Louvre
Museum in Paris after wandering from room to room. I was struck mute (an exceedingly rare
occurrence) in the presence of too many masterpieces! Adequate words fail me at this moment
to describe the totality of the details, nuances, and minutia woven seamlessly into the intricacies



of the tale of the day the sun danced and fell to the earth in Fatima, Portugal at the turn of the
century. The Third Secret of Fatima is an unexplained and mysterious secret prophecy as
foretold by the Lady of Fatima, Portugal who appeared to three children in 1917. To date, the
Third Secret remains one of mankind’s most fascinating and enduring mysteries. It should have
been disclosed several times over the last 62 years, but for reasons known only to the Popes
who failed to release the true nature of the Third Secret and prophecy, it remains as mysterious
today as it was more than a century ago when the Lady appeared to three children in Fatima,
Portugal and made the sun dance and fall to earth to prove her divinity. There is great
controversy surrounding the Third Secret of Fatima which Pope John Paul II purportedly
released to the public in 2000. The Vatican claimed at that time that the entirety of Lucia Santos’
recollection of the words spoken to her and her two cousins by the Lady who appeared to them
in 1917 was released to the public in 2000. Sister Lucia, the surviving child of the three to whom
the Lady appeared, wrote a lengthy description of the Lady’s Third Secret and prophecy in 1943
at the insistence of her local church official, Bishop Silva, and gave it to him in a sealed envelope
that was not to be opened until the year 1960. The sealed envelope was given to the Vatican in
1957, where it is said to have remained ever since. Over the years, many Popes refused to
disclose the Third Secret and prophecy because, according to Vatican critics it was too horrific
to release. These Vatican critics claim that there was significantly more to the prophecy that
Sister Lucia wrote which was never told to the public, and that criticism remains rampant and
fertile to this day. Enter Gary McAvoy, using this background as the starting point for The Petrus
Prophecy, wherein the Third Secret is about to be made known to the world, and the hidden
forces of good and evil who wish to use this secret for their own reasons!The Petrus Prophecy is
hands down my favorite Gary McAvoy story of all time!! Exciting, fast-paced, mysterious,
spiritual, thrilling, perilous, and indelibly moving, The Petrus Prophecy is Mr. McAvoy’s most
emotively resonant and richly told story to date. If he wasn’t there before, this novel should
catapult Mr. McAvoy to the very top seat among authors writing in the action/thriller/mystery
genres, it is that well-written and enjoyable to read. As with all his novels, accuracy on every
level is his forte and will be first and foremost what his readers will discover about his writing
habits: painstaking historic, and technical research is the hallmark of his work. Mr. McAvoy sets a
standard in this arena which is hard to surpass because his background work is impeccable!
The reader will find accurate portrayals of not only the events which occurred, but, in all
seriousness, his novels could be used to navigate a reader in any port of call about which he has
written. The settings of his novels are rich with exacting detail to the point which I venture to say
a reader could know the offerings of any restaurant mentioned in his work and rely on that
information when traveling to that locale. Mr. McAvoy’s need to convey only the most up-to-date,
state of the art information in his novels extends to specific landmarks and their descriptions,
neighborhoods and their ethnic mix, religious, social and cultural mores prevalent in the areas
about which he writes as well as specific times and eras, along with tactical and political
protocols and maneuvers contemporaneous to the times and dates within which the events



occurred, and the very latest in cutting edge advancements in both the military and AI
technologies. Such precision mandates hours and hours dedicated to learning all there is to
know about his subject matter, setting, time, and all things which could potentially impact the
intended plot line of the protagonists. Such efforts bespeak a work ethic which is breathtaking in
scope and unparalleled in effort! As I experienced The Petrus Prophecy (and make no mistake, it
is an experience to read this story), I could not help but savor and truly appreciate the finer
points brought to light by this author. Every one of Mr. McAvoy’s novels that I have read, has
been an education, but he is so skillful an artisan with the written word that I was not consciously
aware that my brain was simultaneously tucking away the historical, tactical, religious, cultural
and political significance iterated under the guise of his telling a story; because at all times my
focus was squarely on the complexities and nuances of the un-put-down-able and exciting
adventure unfolding before my eyes!I thought Mr. McAvoy’s previous novel The Opus Dictum
(which, like all of his earlier works [The Magdalene Chronicles: 3 book series, The Vivaldi
Cipher, and And Every Word Is True] comprise solid, captivating, edge-of-your-seat thrillers that
absolutely cannot be missed), was sheer perfection at the time I read the final word and sat back
amazed and overwhelmed by its impact on me. However, I realized I was very much mistaken
because without a doubt The Petrus Prophecy stands out as the best among Mr. McAvoy’s body
of work which he has written to date. The Petrus Prophecy is utter, sheer, and absolute
perfection! The import of the way he wrote this novel has turned my world upside down and
inside out, blowing the roof off the building (leaving all the little children wet, cold, homeless and
hungry), decimating the rain forest (forever destroying all undiscovered plants and species that
could have cured every illness known to mankind), and forever preventing womankind from
shattering the glass ceiling (leaving the fairer sex downtrodden and under the male thumb for all
eternity) (obviously these 3 examples of my upside down world are gross exaggerations!). Mr.
McAvoy’s novel certainly had me on my toes with all of the unexpected twists and turns
throughout the plot and these were juxtaposed against the multi-layers of characters both good
and evil: the upright (i.e., the Pope, inter alia, representing holiness) and the sinners (i.e., the
Pope, inter alia, representing sinners), and these characters were contrasted with the excessive
opulence (i.e., the Roman Catholic Church, and Hana Sinclair’s grandfather’s lifestyle) and the
grueling poverty prevalent in 1917’s Fatima, Portugal. The great wealth and abject poverty
represented in this novel also stood in stark relief to the undercurrent of emotions compelling the
main protagonists in this novel (i.e., Hana and Michael’s unrequited love for one another held
hands with Hana’s ongoing relationship with Marco)! And foremost among these tonal contrasts
which provide richness and depth to this novel lies financial greed of humankind versus the
messages of love, peace, and healing all of mankind through the mystery and intersession of the
Divine. Mr. McAvoy seamlessly wove every detail and minutia along with his creative artistry into
this wondrous tale!So, RUN to the store to purchase this wonderfully ingenious tale filled with
thrills, mystery, Divine intervention, and secret apocalyptic prophecies, that are coming to
fruition before it’s too late…”



Gillmull, “Another fantastic read. I have thoroughly enjoyed the exploits of Father Dominic and his
friends. Again another story that has had a lot of research and combining fact and fiction to bring
a brilliant story. My only issue was the wrong and cringe worthy attempt at the Scottish dialogue,
being Scottish I found this irksome. However, still a fabulous read and I am hoping we have not
seen the last of Father Dominic and friends.”

Mrs. A. Wells, “Brilliant fast paced story. Another fantastic installment in this great
series.Characters are real and believable , the action is fast paced and the details well
researched.Looking forward to the next installment.”

Rev P Matthias, “Another cracking yarn.. He has done it again! The pace of the story is just right
as is the skilful weaving of fact with fiction. I thoroughly enjoyed reading the Petrus Prophecy and
look forward to the next Michael Dominic adventure.”

James Cater, “Another enjoyable adventure for Father Michael Dominic and his friends.. Having
enjoyed all previous Vatican archive thrillers, I looked forward to this one.Though some of the
plot lines where easy to pre-guess for example the return of Dante, this does not spoil the book.It
is an enjoyable, exciting read from beginning to end.I shall look forward to reading the next
adventure.”

Mr. H.A.Leighton, “A great read. As with it’s predecessors this is a great read. It is grabs you from
the start and hangs on to you till the end. Put serious time aside once you start. You are not
going to want to stop.”

The book by Gary McAvoy has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 232 people have provided feedback.
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