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FOREWORD OF THE AUTHOR


Before the beginning it was All One and Silence.


Then came the Word and it shattered the One into All and


broken was the Silence.


It’s said a picture says more than thousand words.


But I say, what a thousand words can do, a picture can never measure alone. „Cause how many words are needed to decree genocide? How many words are needed to make people hate another?


One single Word is enough.


One Word can change things.


One Word can touch us.


One Word can shake us, even destroy.


One Word can captivate us.


One Word: one single Word… as like the first Word of a child…


It’s said history is written by winners.


But I say that the truth always shimmers through these lies, even if it takes thousand years. And then there are the nameless who tell us their stories. Writings, tablets, shopping lists; written down by nameless writers, everyday things, insignificant when they happened and yet so revealing for those who are studying our history today to tell us about it.


At the beginning was the Word.


The Word shattered the One into All –


And the Word had broken the Silence.


Space and Time were born and within


– Infinite and manifold opportunities of living.


At the beginning was the Word.


And from the Word became many and they formed sentences and the sentences created images and these images told – a story…


It is the word with which each story begins. And it is the word with which it ends. It is the word that connects things, and it is the word that separates everything. It is the word that makes us smile, and it is the word that annoys us. It is the word that sows doubt, and it is the word that brings hope. It is the word the greatest power in the universe. It is the word everything – and at the same time, nothing, unless someone who proclaims it.


I am the Author. And I'll tell you this story.


I will tell you in the name of all those nameless screamers, scribblers and writers whose stories have been blown away or buried by the sands of time.


I will tell you in the name of all those who did not have the strength, courage or fortune to tell their own stories.


I tell you because every story has a right to be told at least – just once.


The Word is the message. And I'm nobody, just the deliverer.


I am the Author.


I am the Beginning and the End.


I am the Word.




BOOK 1


Leah


Love


“When your hope fails – never miss to hope.


One door is closed –


But thousand others are still open.”


Friedrich Rückert (1788-1866)




„Nothing goes by on this earth. No light goes out for ever. And immortality is the only truth that arises again and again: from dust, decay and ruin. Therefore no one lives in vain. Therefore, it is not indifferent what you think. Therefore not an hour is wasted. Therefore everything comes together somewhere, somehow and acts on and on.”


Ivar Lissner (1909-1967) ‚So lebten die Völker der


Urzeit‘ ISBN: 3423014377


translated by: The Author







Chapter 1


THROUGH THE DESERT


Why it always had to be Egypt?


It was not the first time Liam drove alone through the desert. But even if it had been the first time, thanks to his extensive training, he would have been prepared for anything that could have happened.


Liam ruled several languages and dialects, although not without accent, he was good enough to cope with every country in the world. He also knew the customs and traditions, often even better than the locals themselves. And his equipment was – just extraordinary.


Several canisters of gasoline and water were on the back of the old, rickety military jeep he was driving. On the passenger seat there was a sports bag with the latest technical achievements of his employer right next to a basket full of fruit, bread and a thermos flask of tea. Merin had packed the basket for him. Sweet little Merin!


For a moment, the worry lines on Liam's forehead disappeared while he thought of the Egyptian young beauty that had provided him with such comforting hours last night. And she didn't want to let him go this morning without the basket. Sweet little Merin!


Big brown eyes, black hair and wonderfully lips – oh yes, Merin was a beauty. And she was lovely and – sweet, so sweet.


A hammering sound suddenly woke him up from his memory. A transport helicopter flew over him and Liam reached for his mobile phone and watched the helicopter's flight path. It was obvious. The helicopter and he had the same target.


That meant that he was not allowed to waste any more time, so he stepped on the gas and the dust cloud behind him was still to be seen for a long time.


The destination was a ravine and the heavy transport helicopter that had flown over him parked in its centre. One side of the canyon was overgrown with bushes and trees – a good place for observations. The other side was a wall of rocks. Excavations have apparently been carried out on the wall behind the helicopter, several metres above it. There were several tents and some people were standing around. The high attendance had probably interrupted the work.


Liam knelt behind a bush on the green side of the gorge and watched the excavation site through the camera of his mobile phone. The phone looked like the latest iPhone version in white. But it was a completely different technology. And instead of the apple, there was a honeycomb on the cover.


Liam took continuous pictures of the excavation site and the people standing around. The phone sent the images directly to the computers in the control centre of the Honeycomb's operations centre, where Ruby was able to evaluate it immediately.


"Did you get the pictures?" he finally asked and listened to his right ear.


"Yes, got them," she answered. Ruby wasn't known to use too many words.


The pictures flashed up on her screens and the computer automatically identified people by using the latest facial recognition software of the Honeycomb.


The most of the people were students and excavation helpers. But the bodyguards were more interesting.


Liam was watching a man with a black beard in a shiny white suit and white shoes stepping out of the tent in front of the excavation site and giving instructions to the bodyguards. It was Julius Arkaven, a name that had appeared quite often on their radar recently. And usually that meant nothing good.


Originally, Arkaven's company was a ramshackle chemical company. But in the mid-1990s, however, he became the world's largest recycling company. Now the company was actively involved in environmental and species protection, but also in many humanitarian projects.


Julius Arkaven had set standards for sustainable animal and environmental protection all over the world and he also actively advocated the implementation of corresponding amendments to the law.


Julius Arkaven possessed not only charisma, charm and billions. He also possessed influence and in recent years he had begun to use this influence and his money more and more to acquire, search for or excavate archaeological objects. That's how Liam's clients had become aware of him. And that's why Liam was here, too.


Six bodyguards rushed into the tent one after the other, even Liam found that this was exaggerated out here in the desert. They finally came out and they were wearing something. Something, that shone in the light of the sun. Something heavy, because all six of them wore it and it seemed to cost them a lot of strength.


"What do you think is that?" Liam was still making pictures and tried also to zoom. But he couldn't see the thing clear enough. It looked like a stone plate as big as a truck-tire. And it shone in the sunlight like a metal.


Ruby sat in the operations centre and was able to enlarge at least one of the images on the ultra-modern screen so that characters could be seen on the surface of the plate.


"I have absolutely no idea," she sighed. "I will show it Hiroko. Perhaps he can help us. Can you get it somehow?"


Liam overlooked the gorge, weighed the possibilities, but the bodyguards had already reached the helicopter and invited the thing with considerable effort.


"No chance. They bring it into the helicopter right now," he answered. As well he had not known how he should transport that plate alone.


The helicopter couldn’t start. The plate and the passengers were too heavy as well for this high-tech transport helicopter. The bodyguards had to leave the machine and finally the pilot could start. Arkaven flew away with the plate but without the bodyguards.


"Try to find out where the helicopter is landing," Liam said and touched his ear to finish the connection. He wasn't pleased and turned back to his jeep.


It wasn't the first time Julius Arkaven had found an artefact. Actually he had always found what he was looking for. This wasn't the first excavation which Liam visited short before they actually had found something.


Liam was worry because he couldn't even speculate what Arkaven was planning. Where was there also the context? A world renowned environmentalist and philanthropist who knew the secrets of past a little bit too well?


It was rumoured he would be nominated for the Nobel-Prize this year. But he knew things. Things, that haven't been mentioned in their own archives. Things, nobody else knew. Things, only the Nuks could know about.


Liam had the gift of sight. That didn’t mean that he could see into the future. He could perceive the aura of things and people through a form of empathy. In this way he was able to recognize ordinary people, Half-Beings, Demigods and particularly Nuks and other aliens.


Their feelings he could not read. He always said bitingly that it was because they didn't have feelings. But their aura was unusually bright and therefore clearly distinguishable from the aura of a human being.


Julius Arkaven's aura was like the aura of every more or less ordinary person and he had feelings that Liam could clearly sense, even though he never succeeded in interpreting these feelings. He couldn't be a Nuk.


But he knew things only the Nuks knew. And he was better informed than Liam’s superiors. Nobody was better informed than Liam’s superiors.


It was night in the Sphere of the Honeycomb. The control centre was a quiet, dark vault. The ceiling reflected the star-filled night sky. But it wasn't like Harry Potter. That blanket was a giant computer screen.


It was dark in the control centre. Only the light at Ruby's desk was on. She didn't like it when the whole room was lit up because she felt lonely.


More than hundred desks around her were empty: completely empty. There were no monitors, no paper – not even chairs. Only the semi-circular, white and completely empty tables could be seen.


The Honeycomb was a very exceptional workplace. The building itself, the sphere around and the most parts of technology were of extra-terrestrial origin. And although the Honeycomb was more than five thousand years old – it had still the best technology all over the world.


Every desk was a touch-screen computer-terminal but it had also an emphatic component. The Honeycomb could read the user’s needs. A chair at the Control Centre for example needed to be as flexible as the user of this chair.


It was overwhelming Ruby when she entered the Control Centre for the first time.


At that time, hundreds of people sat at these desks in these strange flexible chairs, which adapted to every movement and stared at 3D projections instead of ordinary screens.


At that time, almost thirty years ago, this was quite extraordinary for Ruby too.


Ruby wasn’t a technic-freak. And she didn’t like the work at the Control Centre. She was a Protector – a field-agent or investigator. At the time of her training each Protector had his own Operating Assistant at the Control Centre and it was hectic business day and night just like in a beehive.


Hundreds of people walked in and out every day. And they also had to do a lot of work every day all over the world. It was busy operating day and night at that time. And especially the Control Centre was never sleeping – because the world did never sleep. People with abilities, Half-Beings, Demigods, Nuks or other aliens, somebody was always making trouble anywhere.


But that changed twenty five years ago. From one day to the other everything had changed overnight. And it was as like the world and the Honeycomb had gone to sleep.


No more Nuk-activities, no more Demigod-anger and no more Half-Beings-incidents – with a few exceptions – and the people didn’t come to work anymore. Only Ruby and a few others stayed back and handled the work. The most were incidents with alien-technology. Because of that they monitored each excavation all over the world. And of course they monitored also the sky.


Ruby tried sighing to print out the image with the characters. It took a while until she realized that no paper was in the printer. Once again nobody had filled up the paper. Why should they?


It was the only printer in the Control Centre because nobody used paper anymore – even not in the real world. Only Hiroko Otagano didn’t want to be harassed with any modern frills. He was a seventy four year old Japanese Samurai warrior with strict traditions and he was very stubborn in this respect. Even though, he could be very useful otherwise.


Hiroko Otagano was the human form of the Akhollum Wega. Hiroko was mortal but his alter-ego Wega was an immortal alien from outer space. In public history the Akhollum were known as giants or titans. In the history of the Honeycomb the Akhollum were teacher, trainer and counsellor.


In fact, the history books of the Honeycomb were much more comprehensive and detailed than the publicly known version. Somehow this was the reason for the existence of the Honeycomb and what they did here.


The public knew nothing about their existence or the existence of aliens and all the other species. The Akhollum were a peaceful species. But the Nuks were greedy and cruel. In the past, they had repeatedly tried to enslave mankind and abuse it for their own purposes.


The Nuks weren't really immortal, because it was possible to kill them. It wasn't easy, but it was possible. The Akhollum were immortal and invincible.


Wega was the first Akhollum to leave his immortality behind and become mortal. Ruby didn't know exactly what that meant. She knew Hiroko was still connected to his alter ego Wega. But he had no more abilities or powers. And the Akhollum had simply every imaginable ability or power. And Hiroko had a daughter. Aiko was his pride and joy.


The Akhollum had no descendants. They were immortal and born in the dawn of time. They were born as twelve and were always twelve and they would always remain twelve.


Before the things changed the Akhollum Antares was the supreme leader of the Honeycomb for about more than thousand years. But also he wanted a mortal life. And after he had changed, he left the Honeycomb.


Many people had left the Honeycomb at that time. But she, Hiroko, his daughter, Liam and some others had stayed. They continued to fulfill their duty. They protected the world.




Chapter 2


TO SEE – OR NOT TO SEE


The oriental headdress with veil made her eyes bigger, more piercing as it seemed. It was just an illusion, Leah knew that. But when she took off the headdress, the mirror reflected back only her Self: dark red, shaggy curls around a moon-round face – an inconspicuous nothing.


Leah sat in front of the far too swanky theatre mirror in her cloakroom at Mila's bookstore in New York. She thought once more about why she felt so lost, insignificant and invisible. Most people seemed to perceive her only when she wore this silly headdress with the veil.


It had been Mila’s idea. And as always when Mila had an idea, this idea had also success. Despite large department stores and discounters offering a larger selection, cheaper goods and good service, Mila's bookstore in New York was considered an insider's tip.


The store had two floors. In the lower area there were the usual shelves full of books, but they were presented according to different topics. In addition, there were matching seats and decorations in each of these areas.


On the upper floor it had a gallery with comic-books and merchandising items for comic-fans including games and cosy seating areas. The nerds and geeks spent a lot of time up there.


In the middle of the lower shop there was a small coffee bar in which freshly brewed breakfast tea was served with milk. This idea was from Leah, but Mila didn't get bothered to advertise the tea when she had just made some for Leah.


Leah worked as a fortune teller in the esoteric realm, where a coverable alcove existed. She read people's cards and advised them in difficult situations. Leah didn't really like card reading very much, but it made people more accessible to her consulting style. Leah had studied psychology and the bookshop was not the only place where she sometimes worked. She also worked two to three times a week on a suicide hotline. And then there was the job at the university as an assistant to the faculty's senior professor.


The rattling of the wooden beads which shielded the entrance meant that someone had come into the cloakroom and Leah automatically straightened up. She smiled when she recognized Duncan Eagle, who was carrying a big package under his arm.


Duncan was an enormously tall man with a huge torso and arms twice as thick as Leah's thighs. He was a Half-Indian (Sorry, the right name is: Native American) and one of the kindest people Leah had met in her life.


"Leah, good to see you," he greeted her. "I have something for you here." And with these words, he put the package in her lap.


Leah gave him a tortured look, and Duncan laughed, "With the best regards from Allistar Heller."


For a moment Leah tormented her mouth again, but finally she opened the box. And she was quite astonished.


There were two olive green dresses in it, one for the wedding and the other for the planned show including oriental headdress, of course with gold chain and an olive green veil. Allistar Heller had actually taste and enough money to pay for it.


"He said the green would bring your eyes to even better effect." Duncan leaned against the table next to her. "But you decide what dress you want to wear at the wedding."


"How could you persuade me to do that merely? I hate such events," she sighed while she pulled absently at the headdress’ board.


"It’s not my blame that Allistar has become such a big fan of yours," Duncan objected.


"It's only because he can speak German with me. No one in his family understands his mother tongue," she said. "Sometimes I'm glad myself when I can talk to him for a while. Then you know you can still do it."


"What's the matter with you?" he asked anxiously. "What are you brooding about?"


Leah pondered for a while whether and how to answer him. "It's just..." she started, "Sometimes I have the feeling that people only see and hear me when I have such a thing on my head. And even then they don't really see ME."


In fact, other people occasionally became aware of her through one of her talents. And sometimes friendships evolved from that. Allistar Heller loved it to talk German and Mila needed somebody for the esoteric area.


"I can see you, and I can hear you," he joked. "There are many people who see you. Mila out there, Daniel, your lawyer Slater... Allistar Heller."


Because she didn't react to it, he fondly nudged her. "Come on, I'll take you home now. Looks like you need a cup of tea."


Leah grinned. Yes, a tea was just the right thing. Nothing was better than a good cup of tea.


Duncan was a Gentleman and let Leah precedence. They hadn't heard that someone had entered the shop and was talking to Mila, the owner. It was a policeman in uniform and he had a notepad and a pen in his hand.


When the policeman heard the sound of the wooden beads, he looked up from his notepad and – straight into Leah's eyes.


His eyes were blue, almost silvery and Leah felt like sinking into them. In fact, however, she did not move. Leah and the policeman seemed to be frozen.


Duncan behind Leah and Mila next to the policeman waited several seconds, glancing at each other without understanding, but the two didn't move in any way. After a while was still no movement, no breathing but they looked somehow enlightened.


Finally, Duncan stopped the moment by kicking Leah past through the door and breaking the eye contact. Immediately, the policeman turned back to his notes and Leah put her handbag in place as she grabbed the package under her arm.


Mila was hustled behind her counter and wrote something down on a notepad while she said to the policeman: "Well, as I said, I live in another part of town. I never noticed anything during opening hours."


"Was one of the people on the pictures in your shop at some point?" asked the policeman and Leah registered he had a nice voice.


Mila shook her head and came back around the counter with the note in her hand. "No I don't think so. Leah, have you seen that couple with all those tattoos in the shop or near the shop?"


Leah automatically shook her lowered head. She didn't dare look up again. Duncan noticed that the policeman was in the same situation because his voice trembled when he dared to say: "And you are?"


As if on the cue, Mila placed her notepad on the open notepad in his hand. "This is Leah Zimmer. She works here sometimes. And this is her phone number, but don't call before 9:00 a.m. She works at night sometimes."


"Mila –" Leah's horrified outcry bounced off Mila.


"What?" she asked with an innocent expression. "The boy is cute and you could need something sweet in your life, love."


Duncan also gave Mila a disapproving look, although he could not contradict the truthfulness of this statement.


The policeman stared at the paper in his hand for a while, and then he noticed from the corner of his eye that Leah wanted to leave. He stood in her way and put the note out.


"If you don’t like to give me your number yourself, I wouldn’t need it," he said surprised about himself. It didn't fit him at all. What he said? Was he getting crazy? He wanted to slap himself.


Leah stared at this note for seconds, close enough to touch it, then she looked at HIM and she could see it. She saw that he was serious; she saw that it was not usual for him.


"Do you want the number?" she asked and her heart beat wildly in her chest.


The question alone made him shine. "Yes – absolutely!"


"Then you can keep it," she replied well knowing that the other two were watching her all the time.


The howling sound of a siren startled them equally. Leah dropped the box of Allistar. The policeman and she bent down at the same time to pick it up again and they touched each other's hands for a moment.


The feeling was electrifying. Again, the time around them seemed to have simply stood still.


The sound of his radio brought them back to the present.


"Hey, partner, where are you?" barked his colleague over the radio. "We got to go, come on!"


"I'll be with you in ten seconds," the policeman said on radio and then turned back to Leah: "Sorry, I have to go. But I'll call you."


He turned around and disappeared. He did not suspect that Leah's eyes followed him until he was completely out of sight and her cheeks were reddened.


"Leah? Are you okay?" Duncan Eagle's voice brought Leah back to reality.


"Sure," she said, a little dry. "As soon as somebody tells me what the hell just happened here."


"Well," he grinned as he approached her. "To me, it has looked like somebody has seen you really, very really."


He gently wiped her nose like a child, she turned away angrily and they left the shop.


Officer Nathan Peters wasn't the guy who needed to ask for women's phone numbers. Even before he had reached puberty, the women's world was at his feet. He could do whatever he wanted. Not because he was rich or famous, no. He was just so damn good-looking. And, he knew that.


"Where the hell were you," Tony shouted from inside the car before Nathan could open the door and sit in. "I've been waiting here an eternity."


"Something really weird just happened to me," Nathan apologized while he sat down and put on the belt. He didn't realize that he was still holding the note with Leah's phone number in his hand.


Tony put in the gear and drove off he didn't really seem to be interested in what happened to his colleague. "What you're not saying, blue eye."


Unconsciously, Nathan stroked the firmly enclosed note in his hand with his thumb while he was still trying to figure out what had just happened.


Finally, Tony noticed the note. "What have you got there?" he asked while he was driving across a crossroads.


Nathan was confused for a moment, and then he realized himself the note in his hand and involuntarily straightened up. He opened the cramped hand and smoothed the paper. "This is her phone number. I hope."


"Oh, you've just met a chick," Tony returned with a lapidary note. "Well, that's something new."


Tony had been Nathan's partner for two years and knew all about his women's stories. The fact that Nathan was occasionally even besieged by women was often the subject of clearly ambiguous jokes at the police station.


"Have you ever felt that time would actually stand still?" Nathan asked thoughtfully.


And Tony didn't like this thoughtfulness at all. "Yeah – I was fourteen and she broke my heart," he said. "And that's what's goanna happen to you if you're not careful, my boy."


But Nathan only made it more thoughtful. Has he ever been in love before? He realized that he had never thought about it before.


"Or are you one of those who still believe in love? Romanticism and all the bells and whistles" Tony thought it was unlikely, because he had finally witnessed his buddy having laid five women with and behind each other in a single night. And the women always wanted more.


"No, not really," Nathan replied to Tony's calming down. "Well, I don't know," said Nathan, looking very thoughtful.


Now Tony's alarm bells finally rang. "Wait, wait, it's true," he pleaded louder than usual. "Every love, no matter how great, will end in diaper chaos, heaps of unpaid bills and endless arguments over, because of or about the children."


In fact, Tony was worried about his junior colleague, because he didn't want him to live like that. Even though, his former female acquaintanceships had been somewhat superficial.


"It doesn't always have to be like this," Nathan replied. "There are also happy families."


"Like Williams?" Tony gave to consider. "Four years married, three brats on his neck, and I haven't seen him laugh since three years."


He steered the car into the parking garage of the station and put it on a place.


"You're probably right," Nathan finally said seriously, then put on his mischievous grin. "But I'll call her anyway."


He left the car and Tony shook his head resignedly. He knew it wouldn't end well.




Chapter 3


LOST RELATIVES


After a day in the dry and dusty desert, there was nothing more pleasant than a modern, hot or cold shower. Liam preferred hot water, really hot water.


He was still standing in the shower when he heard a noise in his room. It could of course be Merin, he thought, but if not he was prepared and grabbed in his travel bag, pulled out an old-fashioned razor and tore open the bathroom door with a violent jolt.


Ruby stood next to his bed in her usual reddish-brown suede dress by the window and stared out. Her gaze was serious, somehow more serious than usual, Liam thought, although it seemed impossible to him.


"Compliment," he mocked. He put the knife back behind his back and took a towel to cover himself up instead, then stepped into the room. It was a beautiful oriental room and belonged to a certain price range. Liam once again expected a reprimand from Ruby, who refused any luxury. "And – do we know what kind of thing it is that Arkaven had dug out?"


"Hiroko says it could be a portal bowl," Ruby replied briefly.


"What – a portal bowl?" Liam repeated the word infidel. "What those Nuks always make up. And what exactly is that, a portal bowl?"


"It's kind of a portal," Ruby tried to describe it. She hadn't understood everything Hiroko had told her – so it was hard for her to give an explanation. "You climb into a bowl at one end and the bowl at the other end catches the traveller."


Liam got a rough idea. "And where exactly does this portal lead?"


Ruby sighed. "Wherever the other bowl is or..."


"...from there to here," Liam finished the sentence. "Well, because it's not particularly large, I'm guessing it's not used for transporting troops, so rather single travellers. Do we know where he took the plate?"


Ruby sighed again. "Yes, to Utah, to his laboratories."


"So again the desert," Liam sighed. As an Englishman, he didn't appreciate the dry desert climate for a long time. "When do I leave?"


Only then did Ruby turn around and she held a file in her hand that she handed him. "Tonight – But you're not going to Utah."


Liam had already opened the file and read the destination on the ticket. "And what am I going to do in New York?"


Ruby had feared the answer to this question. Now that she had to answer it she turned her face into a grimace and turned her gaze out through the window.


Liam realized something was wrong. Ruby was never emotional. He gently touched her arm. "Ruby, what's going on?"


Ruby took a deep breath before she finally replied. "About half an hour ago a call came in to the head office. It was Olivia's emergency number. A lawyer named Roxton Slater in New York was on the phone."


Liam's voice almost overturned. "We have a lead from Olivia? How is she, where is she, what..."


Ruby's painful distorted face silenced him. Nearly panicked, he leafed through the file she had given him. However, it only contained information about Roxton Slater and some background research on him and his firm. The file didn't say anything about Olivia.


"What about Aleah?" he finally asked because he realized Olivia had to be dead. If she had been alive, she would have called herself, but that would have happened ten years ago and not just today.


"That's what you need to find out," Ruby replied.


Liam nodded with a sigh, then lowered his gaze and stared at the file in his hand. "What's..." when he looked up, Ruby was gone.


The room he was in was empty.


"I hate it when she does that," he hissed angry. He threw the file on the table and returned to the bathroom. Somehow he had the impression of feeling dirty again and he felt the urgent need to stand under the hot shower again.


The wobbly feeling in Leah's legs didn't disappear when she stepped through her front door. Roxton Slater, her lawyer was perfectly dressed in her living room in front of the couch, holding a cup of steaming teas and greeting her friendly.


Roxton was an older, but still handsome, bald man with a clean-shaven face. As an Englishman, he seemed somewhat stiff at first glance to most people. But anyone who knew him as well as Leah knew that he was a very sensitive and warm-hearted person. Even his destiny had refused him to have an own family.


Daniel, Leah's gay roommate and best friend stood in the kitchen and just took out another cup, which he immediately filled when he saw Leah coming.


"Mr Slater. You haven't been here for a long time," Leah finally remarked. In fact, their little meetings rarely had a happy occasion. However, it was usually all paperwork. For some reason, Leah felt today that it wasn't about papers.


"Well, what can I say," Roxton smiled after a sip of this delicious tea. "Since you gave me my own teapot, I don't have to come by so often", he took another sip and enjoyed the tasty feeling in his throat. "And besides, a young girl like you has better things to do than entertains an old man like me."


Daniel brought her a cup of this wonderful drink, but he oddly evaded her gaze. He's been doing this all along, as Leah noticed. When she sat down, he sat behind her. Another indication, that something was wrong.


When Roxton finally sat down and left his cup on the table, Leah at last dared to ask, "What happened?"


Roxton sighed before he answered. He had known Leah for fourteen years now, so he did not make any further digressions. "Leah, your mother passed away an hour ago."


Both men, Roxton and Daniel, looked anxiously to Leah's reaction. She just shrugged her shoulders.


"Okay," she said, put down her cup and went to one of the closets next to her bedroom to rummage in.


Roxton and Daniel looked at each other with surprise. They didn't expect that to happen.


It took a while and some violent curses, including several fierce sneezes and Leah returned with a dusty old box which she pushed Roxton straight into his hand. She sat down again and took her cup.


Oh, yeah. Tea was something wonderful, she thought and sipped on it. Only after this did she realize that Roxton looked at her without understanding.


"That's why you're here, isn't it?" she pointed to the box. "This is her green dress and amber necklace. She wanted to be burned in these things. That's what is written in the last will."


"What? How…" Daniel got up his pitch-black hair. "And how long have you had this box ready?"


The dust layer on the box was actually centimetres thick. "Well, since she's disappeared, of course," Leah replied almost angrily and turned to Roxton again. "Fine, anything else you need?"


Roxton was still looking confused to the box in his hand. "No. No. I don't think so," he finally said. "She'll be burned tonight. I'll let you know when and where you can pick up the ashes."


"Well, then I'll hear from you," Leah said and disappeared into the bedroom.


Daniel didn't understand anything anymore.


"Leah? Don't you want to talk about it?" he shouted after her, while Roxton drank his tea and said goodbye.


"What about should I talk?" Leah shouted back through the door.


"Well, your mother died," Daniel just couldn't understand Leah's reaction.


"No time," she finally called back. Apparently, she was in her closet.


Daniel looked at the clock in confusion. "What do you mean, no time? What the hell are you doing?"


Leah stretched her head out of the door the minute Roxton left the apartment. Daniel stood in front of her and looked at her as if he didn't know her anymore.


"Well, because I have a date," she returned grinning. She closed the door she wanted to take a shower.


Daniel could not believe it, not only that she had reacted differently to the death of her mother than he had expected, now she also had a date and told him nothing about it, well, no details. Only that she had a date.


Leah knew Daniel behind the doorstep was nearly to freak out. But she didn't care. Her mother's death did not upset her either. The opposite was the case. When she stood under the hot, flowing water, she felt as if the water was finally washing her clean. The years of fear and despair in which she had been alone did not know whether her mother would ever return. Then Roxton Slater, who had simply found her, because the apartment owner kept asking for rent. Through him she finally discovered why her mother had not come home one day.


She had been attacked and she was in a coma. No one around her knew she had a child. And that's why no one ever looked for Leah.


Leah was thirteen years old when Roxton found her locked up alone in this apartment. And she was eighteen when she coincidentally found out that her mother's blood type and her own could not fit. Her mother couldn't possibly be her birth mother.


And with this insight, everything changed for Leah.


In her earliest and most evident childhood memory, she saw her foster mother being beaten down by a bearded man in black. And she herself was forced into a child seat by another bearded man. The man was very rough and Leah fought back, with hands, with feet, with screams.


And then suddenly there was this other man. A man with a turban and a big staff knocked down the other men. Leah was terribly afraid of him, but when he took the veil aside from his face, she saw his beardless face and heard his gentle, familiar voice telling her that he would do nothing to her.


He took her out of the seat and handed her over to her mother. Then he sent her away and Leah never saw the man again.


Except in her dreams!


The nightmares had gradually disappeared over the years. But every now and then, even today, she woke up screaming from her sleep because men with black beards were chasing her.


The fact, that Leah's mother was not really her mother at all, and that she had practically held her like a prisoner in this apartment, raised questions that only her mother could have answered. Now she was dead. And Leah felt liberated.


Prudence Ravenwood stood at the window of her London office. She was deep in thought and nervous. When her husband Roland entered the room and saw her standing there, he knew immediately that something had happened.


Prudence played absently with the necklace around her neck and the maid had just brought fresh tea.


"You wanted to see me?" he asked, but Prudence didn't answer him.


He sat down on the couch and began to pour in a cup of tea from a cast iron teapot while Prudence sighed loudly and turned to him. She looked sad.


Roland filled a second cup and waited for her news. He already knew it wasn't good news.


"We have a message from Olivia," she finally said, but lowered her eyes.


Roland knew his wife and understood what she wanted to tell him. A message meant she was dead. If she had been alive, Prudence would have said it differently.


Olivia was his little sister. Twenty-five years ago, under extremely mysterious circumstances, she had suddenly disappeared. A distant cousin of Prudence and Olivia's best friend had died at that time and Olivia had disappeared without a trace.


After that somehow everything had changed. Not only for their family – for everyone.


"Do we know what happened?" he asked after a while.


Prudence shook her head with a sigh and sat down beside him. "No, not yet," she replied and lowered her eyes again.


"You sent Liam," it wasn't a question, it was a statement and for a moment he wanted to yell at her. He wanted to reproach his wife. As he had always done, for the last twenty-five years – because of what had happened in Switzerland and because of Liam. Especially because of Liam!


But he couldn't – his anger had disappeared. He sipped his tea and said, "Good. He'll find out what happened."


Prudence stared at her husband with wide open, surprised eyes, while Roland leaned back relaxed and drank his tea.
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Chapter 4


AUREA BOREALIS


Nathan was nervous, like before a football game. At least like at the time he was a kid and the game meant something to him.


American Football! His father, his whole town loved Football and Nathan had been the Star of his High School Football League.


Life has always been easy for Nathan. He was smart, incredibly handsome, athletic and cheerful. The fate had always meant well to him and he took what he could get.


He only started to have problems when he didn't enjoy the game anymore. All the hopes and dreams of his father, his coach, his friends, and his city rested on his shoulders at that time and he simply did not want to fulfil their expectations any more, he did not want to be an athlete any longer.


Nathan wanted more, wanted something else. But he didn't know what he wanted. For a while he tried to figure out what it might be in college. But various distractions such as orgiastic frat parties and experimenting with various narcotics put an abrupt end to this.
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