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For everyone who has a red line under

their name in Microsoft Word.

*Waves*



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction

The Manuscript is Received
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I always know when I’ve hit upon the next great adventure idea when I get a tingly feeling. You know, the feeling that spreads from the top of your brain right smackdown to your fingers and toes. Writing of Book One in the Omega Chronicles was one such adventure novel where two Texas A&M students went on a quest with their professor to the middle of the Atlantic.

It was so exciting, especially when it came on the heels of that blah feeling that I get when I get completely bogged down when the last adventure has gotten old and cold.

Yes, my story about the Lost City of Altinova was a roller coast ride of adventure. But, it was a year ago that it was published as the first book in the Omega Chronicles Series and it’s time now for another addition to the series.

I don’t know what to say. I need the buzz of the new, the thrill of the unknown, the seeking of new answers that will push my limits. I think I found it when I was walking down Guadalupe Street in downtown Austin, Texas, a month ago when UT was playing LSU.

This time, my story to tell is a doozy. My body tingled when I first received the manuscript, I had to go for a three-hour duration of Pickleball at the Georgetown Recreation Center just to tame it before coming back and putting the story into words!

*****
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HMMM. ADVENTURE! I can smell it in the air. It lingers in the frosty swirls of mist and is reflected in the jagged walls of ice. It echoes through the canyons and up into the blue sky above. Sleet and snow cling to the rolling hills west of Austin, Texas.

As the sun erupted above the horizon to the east, they threw off their tattered robes and pierced the brightening canvas above... ready for a brand-new day.

I walked a few steps over and peered suspiciously over the edge of the Congress Avenue bridge and took a deep breath of the fresh morning air, although quite chilly.

Then, I climbed the concrete railing and jumped! As I plummeted down and down, the racing air scrambled passed me. My heart pounded in my chest! The thoughts in my mind kept trying to get out of my head and see what was going on out there! Then... I finally caught the wind! The wings of my bodysuit snapped out. I was ejected into the dawn of the blue sky.

I was flying!

What can I say? It was a glorious adventure... right up until one of the cables on my bodysuit wings broke, and I began to fall. Then my experience became a mind busting nightmare.

I must explain my reasons and how I became connected to this unbelievable adventure.

Years ago, I was with a friend on the University of Texas campus and was very impressed with two people I saw walking around the corner from the John Bremond House on Guadalupe Boulevard, side by side. One was by far one of the most handsome men I had ever seen. I found it difficult not to undress him with my own two eyes right then and there on the sidewalk. He was tall with broad shoulders and had the face of a movie star. There wasn’t a flaw one in his appearance. When he lifted his ball cap, which he did just then when passing a girl student with her arm full of books, I saw that his head was covered with curly blonde hair and sideburns almost down to the corners of his mouth.

I looked over at my friend with me and said, “Do you see that man? He looks like the spitting image of Elvis Presley come to life, with one exception, his hair is blonde and not black. Wow, what a splendid specimen of a man!”

The woman replied, “Splendid! You gotta be kidding me. I would say something more like scrumptious! He was voted the most handsome man in the University last year. Also, it goes without saying, but he is one of the nicest, too. They call him, Cassie.”

“Cassie?” She shrugged her shoulders to hide her confusion.

“Yes, it’s short for Casanova.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me.” She watched his every movement, reminding her of his sexual attractiveness.

“Nope. His name is Cassie.” She gave a wide smile.

“Is the other man with him?” She pulled her thoughts together.

“Yes, he’s always with Cassie. He is like his bodyguard or something. I guess he needs to be there to swat the women off him, I don’t know.” Jenny began laughing.

She looked and found the other man to be many years older than Casanova. “Whoa!”

“I know what you mean. The man has got to be as ugly as Cassie is handsome. There’s no doubt about it.”

“That’s an understatement.”

He was short and slightly plump, with very little hair on top of his scalp. He actually had far more hair on his face than he did on the top of his head. 

I could never say this aloud, but he looks like that of an ape. But, there’s something about him...

Her friend could tell the two men had her eye and added, “I know the older gentleman. I will introduce you to him. He’s as much afraid of women as most people are fearful of snakes.

Jenny introduced me to the older gentleman, Mister Lucas Petersen. A brief chat took place while we laughed and laughed.

After turning my attention back to the handsome one, I noticed that Cassie had very little of that inflated ego about himself, which usually afflicts other good-looking men making him disliked by them. He introduced himself as Oliver Hansen

Late in the evening, after returning home, the woman not expecting to ever see the handsome young man nor his companion for any time in the foreseeable future.

However, after several long years passed, I received a letter in the mail along with a lengthy manuscript attached. It was signed by ‘Lucas Pedersen,’ a name which at that very moment meant nothing to me.

University of Texas

Austin, Texas

May 1, 1968

Dear madam. You will be much surprised, considering the brief nature of our acquaintance, to get a letter from me. I would like to remind you that we met briefly on the University of Texas campus several years ago in 1961 when you and I chatted for thirty minutes or so. I was with my good friend students called Cassie. When you met him, he introduced himself as Oliver Hansen.

I must be brief. I’ve recently read one of your books describing a central South American adventure. I assume this book is true and partly an effort of your imagination. No matter, however, your book gave me an idea. 

You will see in the enclosed manuscript, that my friend Oliver you met back in ‘61 is also my adopted son today. Together we experienced an adventure so extraordinary, it will possibly even rival your latest writing, the one you described in one of your earlier books.

I hesitated at first in sending the manuscript to you, thinking the tale might be so unbelievable you would hurriedly place it on the shelf somewhere... or even throw it in a trash receptacle in your office.

My son and I discussed the manuscript at length and made up our minds not to release the document and decided that we would hold it until one of us parts this world. But, under certain circumstances, we were not able to adhere to our first agreement to hold back on the release of our story.

For reasons you will probably guess from reading our manuscript, we are going away again to South America, where, if anywhere upon this globe, wisdom is to be located, our sojourn there will be a long one. We might never return.

Because we are afraid of ridicule and doubt being cast on our statements, it now becomes a question whether we are justified in withholding from the world an account of a phenomenon which we believe to be of unparalleled interest.

My son Oliver and I discussed the manuscript at long lengths. He didn’t want to release the document, and I did. We finally compromised and agreed to send it to BeeBop Publishing Group, and with this, give you full leave to publish it if you find it acceptable. There’s one stipulation, however. Please disguise our names and hide our personal identities.

Everything you read in the manuscript is precisely as it occurred. Oliver and I both regret that we didn’t get to know more about the woman... who she was or how she came to the mountains where the Runasimi tribe lives.

Now, I must bid you farewell. Will you undertake the task? As an added bonus and reward for you, by giving you complete freedom to do with the manuscript how you please, you will get recognition for presenting to the world the most distinguished romance adventure novel ever written.

With much regards,

Lucas Pedersen

P.s. – If there’s any profit to be had from the publication of the novel, you may do with the proceeds whatever you wish. They are yours. However, if there should be a loss of proceeds in its production, I’ve left instructions with my attorneys in Austin to compensate you for such loss.

We are entrusting with you the broken piece of pottery, the solid gold beetle, and the rolled-up sheepskins for your keeping. We would like you to hold on to them until which time of our return and request for them to be returned. – L.L. ‘Dub’ Pedersen” 

*****
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FREJA JENSEN. EDITOR of the BeeBop Publishing Group was astonished by the letter written by the pen name of Lucas Pedersen. When she sat all night reading the manuscript, she was even more astonished. There was no doubt Jensen would publish the writing. It grabbed her more so than any other manuscript she had ever read and was sure it would be a number one bestseller within weeks.

Freja wrote a return letter to Lucas Pedersen, but ten days later, she received a response from his attorney informing her that both Lucas and Oliver Hansen had already departed for Lima, Peru. There was no address left with the attorneys other than they would return when they returned.

Without any further hesitation in reading the reply from the attorneys, Freja immediately pulled out her laptop and propped the manuscript up on the tabletop and began typing. 
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Prologue

BeeBop Publishing Group Edits Manuscript
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*****
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“Well, that’s all I have to say,” said, Freja Jensen, Editor and Chief of BeeBop Publishing Group. “The novel is almost exactly as the manuscript was received, except for only a few minor alterations. The one significant change made was during the editing process. We have concealed the identity of the main characters as we promised to them on the day we accepted the manuscript.

Furthermore, I’ve decided I would refrain from any comments, one way or the other, on any part of the book.  I must say that during the very beginning of reading the document, I thought this remarkable woman who appeared to never age must have been written into the manuscript as a fiction novel.” Her eyes had a smoldering, faraway look to them. 

“As I continued to read on through the manuscript, the story appeared to bear the stamp of non-fiction. There’s truth written into every word. With that said, I now would like to introduce the world to Nevaeh, which has been shortened in the text, at times, to ‘Neva,’ and the hidden caverns in central Peru called the Caves of Chivateros.”

Freja closed the lid on the laptop. She walked over and stared out the window of her third-floor offices at the corner of Eleventh Street and Congress. She stopped to gather her thoughts before beginning the manuscript, Chapter One.

“There’s one thing that strikes me unusual that I should consider drawing attention to it for the reader. I’m just not sure if I want to place it in my opening Prologue or after the reader has completed the book... maybe in the Epilogue.   There doesn’t appear to be anything in the character of Oliver Hansen, which would have attracted the intellect powerful as that shown by Nevaeh. He’s not, at any rate, in my opinion, very interesting in the beginning. Actually, he appeared to be a bore in the first many pages, but that will definitely change in later pages!

As one reads on, we might imagine that Lucas Pedersen would have easily outstripped him in favor of Neva. Who knows, maybe Nevaeh could see something hidden in her lover’s internal soul. She may have known that under her influence, he might blossom into a flower and flash across the sky like that of a star... filling the world with light and fragrance. Who knows? In either case, let’s begin.

I now leave the reader to make up their own mind. Chapter One will begin our story, as described in the writings of Lucas L. ‘Dub’ Pedersen.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter ONE

Gaining Employment 
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*****
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There are some events of which seem to be etched in my memory in such a way that I can’t forget them, no matter what I try to do. What I’m about to describe is still etched in my mind as though it only happened yesterday.

It was in this very month of March over twenty years ago that I, Lucas L. Pedersen, sat one evening in my dorm room at the University of Texas, grinding away at some chemistry homework. Let me add, I hated chemistry then, and I hate it today. There, enough said.

I was to take my final exam in a week and was expected to make an A to keep my four-point average. But I remember well how I slammed my book shut and walked over to my study desk and pulled out a Havana Longleaf. I snipped off the end. As I was lighting my cigar, I looked up and saw my reflection in a bevel edged mirror hanging on the wall beside me. It had the patina of age over the bronze frame. Likewise, the glass surface was splotched black in places. I paused to reflect. I drew down on my smoke and continued staring into the old mirror.

“Well,” I said aloud, “I sure hope I can do something with improving my mind, for there’s no doubt I’ll never be able to do anything with this body of mine. I couldn’t turn a girl’s head if my life depended on it.” He walked back over to the window and looked down Congress Avenue, where the buses were running up and down with busy shoppers of the spring season.

“Most men of nineteen years of age are endowed with some share of youth. Not me. I already was losing all my hair, and eyebrows were bushy with white hair in them. I wasn’t even twenty yet. I was short and thick-set and had somewhat of a deformed physical appearance. Such was my appearance then. Such is my appearance today as I write this manuscript.

Let’s just say that I was branded a long time ago, just like Cain... branded by God with more ugliness than I can shake a stick at. However, I must admit, I was blessed with the gift of abnormal strength and heightened intellectual powers.

I must continue. I was so ugly that my teammates in football were proud of my athletic abilities and intellectual mind, didn’t want anything to do with me off the field. I suppose that’s because I kept my helmet on all the time. Who knows?

Women hated the sight of me, no matter where I went. I heard one say when they thought I was far enough away that I looked like a big fat ape. Another called me a monster. While my son was given the name of Casanova, I was given the name of Ape Man. I’m not asking the reader of this manuscript to have pity on me, just that I am telling it like it is.

One time a woman seemed to really care for me. I was the happiest man in the world. However, the money I was to inherit from my grandfather from Eagle Lake never came. She discarded me right away, just like she would do a banana peel.

It was far too late. I pleaded with her not to leave me. I was in love with her more than anything in the world. I laid in bed every night and cried and continued to plead with her. She finally grabbed my hand one night and walked me over to a mirror hanging on the wall and told me to gaze into it.  She said, ‘Look at yourself. If I’m a picture of beauty, who are you?’ I was nineteen then.

No sooner was her rude remark made, there came a knock at my door. It was almost one o’clock in the morning. I was sure not in any mood to talk with a stranger. I then thought about it and knowing I had one friend at the university who was my only friend in the whole wide world and thought it was perhaps him.

I went to the door and heard the person on the other side cough. I knew who it was right away and opened the door. The man was at least ten years older than me. It was Thomas Hansen. He rushed by me and carried into the room a large steel box, his shoulder hanging down lower than the other from the heaviness of the container. Tommy went to the kitchen table and dropped it on top and immediately went into a coughing fit, telling me what would happen to me if I didn’t stop smoking those Havana longleaf cigars.

His cough didn’t stop. It was a barking cough. And at the end of each cough, it has that whistling sound one gets when the airways were closing off.  They were coming one after the other, thick and fast. Tommy struggled to get enough air. I knew we needed to get him to the hospital fast. A good dose of steroids was, without a doubt, the ticket. 

He continued to cough and cough and cough until his face turned utterly purple from lack of oxygen. He sat down into one of the oak chairs at the dining table, grabbed a paper towel, and began to spit up blood.

I rushed over to the liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of Jack Black and poured him a shot, followed with a second and third. He appeared to be better, although his being better wasn’t something to write home to mamma about.

“For God’s sake, Luke, why did you keep me out in the cold. You know this winter weather will be the death of me one day.”

“I came straight to the door. I recognized your cough right away.” He replied in a frightened voice.

“I must have stood out there for five minutes.” He took a deep breath punctuated with several even gasps.

“I thought it was your cough, but at one o’clock in the morning, I wasn’t sure,” Lucas replied. “You’re awful late coming to see me tonight... or should I say this morning.”

“God! I believe this is my last visit to you, old friend,” He said while grabbing another paper towel. In an effort attempt to make a ghastly smile, he said, “I’m done for Lucas! I don’t think I will see another sunrise!”

“That’s a bunch of nonsense. You need to go to an emergency room.”

“No, I don’t want any doctors. I know enough about medicine and know that doctors can’t do me any good now. I am near my time, Lucas. I don’t know how I have lived these last several months this long.”

“You’re gonna be just fine, Tommy.” Thoughts began to cloud his mind.

“Shut up and listen to me, man! I will only say it one time and may not make it all the way through what I need to say. You and I have been good friends since you came to the University. That’s almost seven years. How much do you really know about me? Really. How much?” He bent over as sharply as if he’d been punched in the stomach. Drops of blood spattered his lap and knees and the wooden floor at his feet. 

Lucas watched helplessly as the fit tore his dying friend apart. “I know that you are wealthy and didn’t come to Texas until you arrived at the time when most others were graduating. I know you once had a wife who died. And, more importantly, to me, you have been the best and only friend I have ever really had. Not once were you ever rude to me, Tommy Boy... not one time.”

Tommy didn’t reply to what Luke said, but continued, “Do you know that I have a son, Lucas?”

“No, I’m afraid not.” He tilted his brow, looking at Tommy uncertainly.

“It’s true, I do have a son. He is almost seven years old. His birth cost his mother’s life. Since she died, I’ve never been able to bear to look at his face. I blame him every day that goes by for my love’s death. Lucas -.” He began coughing into the paper towel one more time, and so much blood came from him another towel was needed.  

Lucas watched helplessly as the fit tore the dying man entirely apart.

His cough eased in intensity and then slowly, slowly passed. “Lucas, I want you to be my son’s guardian.”

Luke sprang from his chair. “Me,” he lost his words a moment. “You want me to be his guardian!” He stood, blank, amazed, and shaken.

“Yes, I have learned about you from one end to the other these last few years and haven’t done so for nothing. I’ve known for quite a while that I wasn’t going to last. I’ve lasted longer than I thought. I wish to confide my son to you, Lucas.” He reached over and tapped the steel container on the table. “You will do just fine. You are kind and solid to the core. You’re a good man and can be a great father to him.”

Luca’s eyes went blank and widened in complete amazement. “What are you saying?”

Tommy didn’t let Lucas find time to respond and continued his request. “Listen, now, Lucas. This boy of mine is the only man left from an ancient family of the Egyptians from many years ago.”

Luke leaned back in his chair and then slapped his hands on his knees, bursting into a loud, harsh cackle of laughter. “Many years!”

“You might laugh at me, but one day it will be proved to you beyond any doubt.” He threw back another shot of Jack Daniels. “Please, Luke, let me finish.”

“Very well. You’re on a roll, go ahead.”

“It’s difficult to understand. You will learn more fully about the entire matter, but my son is part of a long chain of ancestry to an Egyptian priest. It’s complicated to try and explain now because of my limited time I have left, but many, many years ago, this priest broke his vows of celibacy and fled the country with a princess of royal blood who fell in love with him.”

“What do you mean many years ago? Hundreds? Thousands?”

“Thousands. Now let me finish. They were crossing the Pacific Ocean, and while traveling to someplace in South America, his ship was caught in a storm and sank offshore near Lima, Peru. I couldn’t find out exactly where, but somewhere not far offshore north of Lima.

Everyone on board was lost in the tragic accident except for the priest and princess. 

They endured great hardship, finally being taken in by a savage tribe of which the queen, a white woman of remarkable beauty, for what reason I do not know, murdered the priest. The princess, the same evening, escaped the savage tribe and their queen and somehow made it to Lima, bearing a child with her, who she named Selena.

Several hundred years passed. I’ve spent my entire life tracing this lineage dating back to the early days in Egypt. I must say that the Hansen name had a heritage of being soldiers, store merchants, quiet and laid-back people who have never really amounted to much... actually most preserved a dead level of respectability.” He began coughing again continuously for a while and finally was able to take in a sharp gasp of breath.

“That’s remarkable, Tommy, you were able to trace your family roots so far back. Most people end up searching when they get back into the 1800s.”

“Yes, it was not easy. But listen carefully, I’ve very little time left. During the depression, my grandfather made a fortune from brewing beer and making whiskey. After he retired in 1932, it wasn’t long after that, he died. My father succeeded him in the business and from there squandered most of the wealth.”

Lucas sat mesmerized by the story his friend was telling and kept staring at the steel box the entire time.

Tommy continued. “Ten years ago, my father passed away, leaving me an income of about five thousand dollars a month. I didn’t know what to do with such wealth and decided to undertake an expedition in connection with that!” He leaned over the table and pointed at the steel box. In association with its findings, I traveled to Peru. It was there I met my beloved wife, who was the most beautiful woman I ever met in my entire life. It wasn’t long, and we were married. It was there a year later she gave birth to my son and did not survive his childbirth.” He paused and lowered his head into the palms of his hands. It was apparent his talking of the loss of his wife drained more energy as the loss of blood, and his final conversation wore drastically on his being.

“When I married my beautiful wife, all my attention every single day was spent adoring her beauty and her kindness. She was a most remarkable woman. My first year until my son was born, I was completely diverted from my original project.”

“What was that, Tommy?”

“Sorry, but I really don’t have time to discuss it. I’m losing so much strength, minute by minute. Please, I have no time! No time at all... one day, if you accept my trust, you will learn all about it.”

Lucas had a feeling he best let his friend get on with his story. “Go ahead, Tommy, continue. I will shut up.”

“After my wife passed away, I turned my back to the expedition. But I realized I should first attain a knowledge of the Inca language, which was quickly turning to Spanish. I realized I needed to return to the States and reenter the University of Texas to learn the dialects of Peru, from the Incas to the Spaniards. I needed to learn Greek and Arabic.

It wasn’t long that my disease got to where it is now.” He burst into another terrible fit of coughing, losing more blood each time he coughed. He wiped his mouth with a fresh paper towel and drank another shot of Jack Daniels that Lucas set on the table along with a small saucer of sliced limes. He knew his friend liked a squeezed lime in his Jack Daniels and Coke.

After a brief pause to gather his composure, Tommy continued. “I’ve never seen my boy Oliver since he was a small baby.”

“Are you kidding me, Tommy. Why?” He paused, torn by conflicting emotions.

I’ve never seen him, but some have told me that he is a handsome young boy.” He reached into a small pouch he brought in with him and pulled from it several pages. “I have jotted down the course I wish followed in my son’s education here at the University when he becomes of age. You will find it to be a great course of study. My time is very short. You are the only one I could think of I could entrust my son and his future to. Please, Lucas... will you accept my request?” His entire body was engulfed in tides of weariness and despair.

“I am not sure if -.”

“You can. You must.” Tommy interrupted after a brief pause of staring at him wordlessly, his heart pounding.  

“Okay. Yes, but I must say I have a request. I can’t accept something I don’t know what it is. What am I to undertake, Tommy?”

“You are to take Oliver under your wing as one of your own, to live with you until he is twenty-five years of age... getting him the best education in foreign languages possible, remember that. That’s Spanish, Arabic, Greek, and any other ancient dialects. When he turns twenty-five years old, your guardianship of the boy will come to an end. You will then take these keys,” he laid some keys on the table, “and open the steel box. You are to let him see the contents and let him read what’s inside.” He swallowed hard, lifted his chin, and boldly met Luca’s gaze.

“Must I force him into doing whatever the contents tell him?”

“No. There’s no obligation whatsoever that Oliver undertakes the quest. It will be his decision and his decision alone that must be made. Your guidance is crucial, Lucas, but the entire decision is his alone.”

Tommy didn’t give Lucas a chance to question his demands. 

“Now, in regards to terms. I don’t expect you to bear the burden of cost for raising my son. I will begin immediately supplying you with an income of five thousand dollars a month. Upon my death, my last will and testament will dictate that all my income will be given to you to do with as you wish... contingent upon you undertaking the guardianship. I have also stipulated that fifty percent of my wealth be placed into a trust account for Oliver that he may use to undertake the quest that I speak of when he turns twenty-five.”

“Suppose I don’t live to see your son turn twenty-five?” He asked, wanting to put all the pieces together.

“Then, be sure in your last will and testament that the steel box is passed to him by your last wishes.” He started coughing again. Another shot of Jack Daniels helped the pain he was suffering, just not the loss of blood. “Listen, Lucas, please don’t refuse me. You must trust me when I tell you this is to your advantage. You are, for the most part, a loner in this world. I know that.” His dark eyebrows slanted into a frown.

Lucas paused while watching Tommy’s eyes, staring a hole in him.

“We’ve been good friends for several years. I’ve no time to make other preparations. You would be doing me a great favor.”

After a long deep breath, letting it out in short gasps, Lucas replied, “Very well, my friend. I will do it, just as long there’s nothing in that paper that asks me to do something illegal.” He touched the envelope lying next to the keys Tommy placed on the table.

“Thank you, Lucas. I assure you there’s nothing in the letter here that asks you to do something illegal. Nothing at all. Now, swear on the Bible that you will be a father to my son Oliver and follow my directions to the letter.”

“I swear, Tommy.” It was an oath that bound them for life. Not the kind you make in front of the district judge. It was the kind you make with spit and blood. It was the kind of oath that made the two best friends into brothers. It was the kind that transcended the mess of everyday life to strike an unbreakable bond forever.

“Very well. Please remember that the day might come where I shall ask you about your oath on the Bible, although I am dead and gone and forgotten, yet shall I live.”

“What? We need to go to the doctor. You’re not making any sense, Tommy.”

“Oh, but I am good friend. You must trust me when I say there’s no such thing as death, only a change. Even here, that change, under certain circumstances, could be indefinitely put off.” He laid his head down on the table, weary with fatigue.

After a few minutes and complete silence between the two men, Tommy rose up from the table. “There, I must go now. You have the steel box. My last will and testament can be found in my papers, under the authority, my son is being handed over to you as his guardian.”

He opened the door to depart, stopped, and said, “I know you are a kind and honest person, Lucas. But, if you betray my trust, by God, I will come back and haunt you until your dying day!” He began to close the door behind him and talked to himself, but loud enough for Lucas to hear. “Curious to think that in but a few hours I will be cold and stiff... my journey is done.”

Lucas walked out on the front porch with Tommy. “You really need to go and see a doctor.”

“No, my dear friend. I’m going to die very soon. Like a poisoned rat, I wish to be off and die alone.”

He smiled, turned, and walked down the steps leaving only one word more to say, “Remember!” He was gone.

Lucas returned inside his condo and sat down and stared at the steel box. He gently rubbed his eyes back and forth, wondering if all that just happened was real, or was it only a dream.

Is it likely that Tommy would have a son seven years of age who he hasn’t seen since he was an infant? I don’t think so. Is it likely that he could foretell his own death so precisely? I don’t think so. Is it possible he could trace his family lineage so far back or that he would confide the guardianship of his child to me? I don’t think so. Is it likely he would leave his entire fortune to a college friend? Most certainly not!  He laid his hand on the steel chest and spoke aloud. “What the Hell is in this chest?”

Lucas placed the steel chest at the bottom of his closet. He put the keys away in a small safe he had under one of the floorboards in the living room. After hiding the box and the keys, he retired to bed and was soon very fast asleep.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

“Who in the Hell is that?” He sat up in bed and said aloud. “I just want to get some sleep.” It seemed to Lucas, he just fell to sleep a few minutes earlier, but when he sat up in bed and rubbed his eyes, it was broad daylight. He looked over at the mantle clock. It was ringing nine bells.

“Nine o’clock! Oh, shit... I’ve never slept in like that before.”

He answered the door. “Terrence, my God, you’re white as a ghost. What’s wrong?”

“I have just come from Mister Hansen’s home. I found him lying stark dead on his sofa!”

“Whoa! Whoa! Slow down. I just talked with him a few hours ago. What are you saying?”

“He was very sick. The doctor said that he lost so much blood and had a stroke. But the stroke gave Tommy perhaps a second or two of confusion, and then it was lights out for the poor fella. Given that, we all must die somehow. I suppose it was a gracious end for a gracious friend.”
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Chapter TWO

Years Quickly Pass By
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*****
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As might have been expected, Tommy Hansen’s death created quite a stir at the University. Although his death was a sudden matter, he was known to have been very sick. The justice of the peace just signed off, saying he died of a stroke from his loss of blood. No inquest or autopsy was necessary.

Lucas Pedersen didn’t feel it was necessary to volunteer any information regarding the earlier interview with Tommie nor that he left an unusual steel box for his keeping along with other personal documents.

On the day of the funeral, an attorney from downtown came and attended the graveside services. He returned to his office along with all of Tommy’s papers and effects, less one steel box which remained in safekeeping with Lucas.

A week passed. Lucas continued to study for his thesis presentation for his Ph.D. in Linguistics. Finally, how time moved so quickly when there was so much to do in preparation for the final exam. However, it arrived, and Luke did just fine on the exam and passed with flying colors.

On his return to the apartment, all he wanted to do was curl up in his large chair with a happy consciousness knowing that he got through the final exam and a long eight years of study!

*****

[image: ]


IT WASN’T LONG, LUKE’S thoughts, relieved of the stress that crushed them during the last several days, turned to the evening of the night of poor Tommy’s death. I still don’t know what all the talk was about. What if I don’t hear anything more on the matter. Should I do something with the box? Should I open the box?

All of this is so disturbing. Tommy’s visit to my apartment at one o’clock in the morning telling me he was going to die soon, Now he’s dead. I hate to think like this, but I wonder if Tommy committed suicide. What about this quest he talked about?

Knock. Knock. Knock.

As Lucas was pouring over his thoughts, there was a sound at the door.

Luke opened the door. A messenger was standing with a hand-carried letter and a large envelope to his attention. After looking up in the left corner of the envelope, it read, ‘Vincent and Thompson, Attorneys at Law.’

The letter read,

“Sir,

Our client, the late Mister Thomas Hansen, who died on the eleventh day of March in 1968 in Austin, Texas, has left behind a Last Will and Testament, of which we have been assigned as the Executors. You will find the document enclosed in the green envelope.

Under the directions outlined in the Will, you are to receive one-half interest in all the late Thomas Hansen’s property, subject to your acceptance of the guardianship of his only son, Oliver Hansen, a young boy of seven years of age.

Although we found it strange for him to leave half of his personal wealth and the safekeeping of his son in your hands having only known you for a few years, we also found him a gentleman of the highest regard. Furthermore, we are not aware of any family relations of which he could have confided the guardianship of his son and thereby will not contest his requests in the court.

We await your instructions as to when the child and the proceeds in cash can be delivered to you.

Respectfully submitted,

James Vincent”

Lucas placed the letter on the table and began to read the Last Will and Testament from one end to the other several times. It appeared to have been drawn up under the strictest of legal principles.

So far as Lucas could tell, it covered everything Thomas told him on the night of his visit... the night before his death.

Dang, it’s true! I must take the young boy. Wait. The letter. The letter with the box that I’m supposed to open on Tommy’s death. He ran to the bedroom and lifted the plank in the floorboards and took out the letter Tommy left with the steel box.

After opening it, he found that it contained directions as he was already given to him by Tommy on the night he was last there... not to open the steel box until Oliver’s twenty-fifth birthday. Furthermore, it said that he was to have a very rigorous education to include Math, Arabic, and Greek. If possible, ancient Egyptian, too.

At the end of the letter with the instructions, there was a postscript that read, ‘if my son dies before his twenty-fifth birthday, you are to open the steel box and act on the information found inside. If you do not decide to do so, you are to destroy all the contents. On no account are you to pass the contents of the box to a stranger!

Luke went to his writing desk, opened the flap, and began to write his response to the attorneys.

“Dear Sirs.

I promised the task outlined in your letter to my good friend Thomas Hansen and will adhere to what I promised him. I will accept the guardianship of the young boy in two weeks.

L. L. ‘Dub’ Pedersen”

Lucas lived in a small one-bedroom efficiency apartment on campus that had sufficient room during his tenure in his studies. But, now that he would be getting the young boy in two weeks, he needed to begin looking for a place a bit larger to accommodate both he, Oliver, and a caretaker he would need to hire.

Once new accommodations were found, he hired a young man who was just beginning the University to look after Oliver while he was attending to his new duties as an assistant professor at the University of Texas Language Arts Department.

After finding his new place, he removed the steel box and took it down to the bank and rented the largest safety deposit box available for safekeeping. From there, he stopped at Barnes and Noble and picked up several books about health and management of young children. Luke required the young man who agreed to work for him to also read the books to be completely prepared when the boy arrived.

Finally, two weeks passed. Oliver arrived with an elderly woman, who wept bitterly as she left him off at Luke’s home and drove away. A handsome young boy he was. He had the most perfect golden hair tightly curled on his head. His eyes were sparkling blue like the ocean. His face was cut like that of a cameo.

When the boy came into the home, he took a seat in the living room. The sunlight was shining just right through the windows and reflecting off his golden curls. He covered one eye with the palm of his right hand. With the other eye, he looked back and forth at Luke and the young man who sat across the room watching him.

Surprising to Luke, the lad sat there still crying from the loss of the old woman who dropped him off and suddenly stopped crying, looked at Luke for a few seconds, and then ran open-armed across the room and fell in his lap. “I like you, Mister. You is mighty ugly, but you is good.” 

Only fifteen minutes passed. The boy was sitting at the table, putting away a pepperoni pizza, and asking for more.

*****
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TIME PASSED. OLIVER fell right in with all the other professors in the Arts Department at the University.

The years began to fly by... one by one. Luke and Oliver grew closer and closer as father and son. Lucas was surprised, but he had fallen in love with the boy as if he was his own. The feelings between the two were of deep and continuous affection.

The young boy grew into the young man, while one by one, the remorseless years went by rapidly. If one thought he was a pretty baby, they would no doubt take one look at him and know he could turn any woman’s eyes in his direction. While his physical makeup was perfect, his looks were handsome, and his mind was of great intellect, as well.

He was only seventeen and tagging along with his father at the college when he ventured off to watch the Texas Cheerleaders practice. One practice stopped for a moment. Five of the cheerleaders came over to him and christened him ‘Casanova.’ One gave him the nickname ‘Cassie.’

On the one hand, Luke could easily win the award as the most undesirable man ever to walk the campus while Cassie could easily win the prize as the most handsome man on campus.

Oliver found it part of his upbringing to not only carry the looks, but he also possessed the perfect well-built body. He worked out every day. Having a six-pack body was an understatement. However, he did have a problem with anyone being rude towards him or his father.  

Cassie tended to be too handsome sometimes. The men on the campus gave him a different nickname, probably because they were jealous of him. They called him ‘Beauty.’ His father they called the ‘Beast.’

One day while in the language lab, he finished and walked out in the hallway where he met his father. A man twice his size started shouting in front of everyone in the hall, “Look here, everyone! It’s Beauty and the Beast!”

Oliver didn’t hesitate and assured everyone watching the huge man, knew he would not be teasing him or his father again.

Another year went by.

Now when they walked down the hallway, the young women could be heard calling him the Greek God. No one called him Beauty, nor did anyone call his father, the Beast. Word got around fast.

Oliver had a brilliant mind. However, it was not overly intelligent, but he was keen-witted. Luke made sure he followed his studies to the letter that his father left him to pursue. He did excellent in his fields of study in Greek and Arabic. He became so fluent in it, he almost knew it as well as Luke knew it. He learned to speak twelve other languages, never knowing exactly how all of this would help him in later life.

Lucas always enjoyed hunting. He had a duck and goose hunting lease outside Eagle Lake in an area called Rock Island, where he would take Oliver hunting every fall and winter. In the spring and summer, they would go fishing in the gravel pit holes two miles outside of the small rice farming community. 

Oliver became such a good shot, he joined the Eagle Lake Rod and Gun Club. There he became one of the top guides on the lake. His aim became even better than Lucas, which was a lot to be said.

When Oliver graduated from the University of Texas, he was twenty-one years of age. Lucas found it time to explain the entire story of how he came about becoming his son. He further disclosed for the first time his own romance and the incredible mystery that surrounded it and what loomed ahead when he turned twenty-five.

He became anxious, of course, what the mystery was and what was held in the steel box. Lucas had to calm his anxiety and explain that his curiosity wouldn’t be able to be satisfied at present. It was told that he should continue his education at Texas and get his doctorate degree with an emphasis on Archaeology.

Oliver agreed and continued his studies.

But, at twenty-one and probably the most handsome man on campus, it was that every woman he met insisted on falling in love with the lad and stealing his heart.

Hence, it must be said that Lucas had difficulty in teaching his son to keep his pants on. No more needs to be said about it here, though his wild side was troublesome enough at the time. Overall, however, he was just being a red-blooded American boy sewing his wild oats. We can’t say more than that.

Four more years continued to go by until Oliver reached his twenty-fifth birthday. 

Our story now has its real beginning...
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Chapter THREE

Twenty-fifth Birthday
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*****
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It was Tuesday, March tenth, one day before Oliver’s twenty-fifth birthday. 

Oliver and Lucas drove downtown to the bank, where the strange steel chest was locked up in a safety deposit box. Because of the morning activity, they parked on Tenth Street and walked down an uneven sidewalk towards Congress Avenue. 

On the sidewalk ahead, the uneven slabs had a rainbow sheen to them from a recent shower. They passed a women’s department store. Out front was all that was left of a kid's game of hopscotch... probably kids passing the time of day by while their mother shopped. The outline was still on the sidewalk of what it was before the heavy rains that pounded the city the night before and the most recent shower.

Above the two men was a sky mostly dominated by tumbling grays, silver, and smoky. 

Oliver stopped a moment, his eyes staying on his feet as he walked across the faded game. He paused a moment, yearning to hop and skip. Not today, however, today was a day for serious business. Today was the day to pick up a steel box that held his destiny, whatever that might be.

After picking up the steel box, they returned to their house on North Lamar, only a few blocks away from the University of Texas campus.

Oliver and Lucas awoke the next morning to the steady patter of rain on the window, droplets yet to scatter the emerging rays of the rising sun. The sound brought a calmness to mind, a soothing melody, and a natural lullaby. However, was it the calm before the storm?

The smell of bacon permeated the home. Spencer was up early. Breakfast was ready.

Oliver didn’t sit at the breakfast table. “Father, let’s get on with the business at hand. I am ready to open the chest.”

“The chest has waited eighteen years. It can surely wait until we eat a hearty breakfast. Especially since Spencer here worked hard to have it ready when we woke up.”

Lucas reached over and sprinkled salt in Oliver’s coffee and poured cream over his eggs as he was just as occupied on opening the chest as his son. Spencer was all thumbs and dropped a coffee cup to the floor and knocked over a glass of milk. No doubt, the infection of excitement reached the caretaker, as well.

Silence fell on the room as Spence cleared the table. He left the room and brought back the steel box and sat it in front of the two men. He began to leave the room.

“Wait, Spencer. If Oliver doesn’t have any objections, I would like you to stand and witness the opening of the chest.”

“Absolutely, Father, I have no problems with that,” Oliver replied.

Lucas left the room and went to his library, where he had hidden the keys. He returned. “Spencer, lock the door to the room.” His heart began to race. This moment has been on his mind every single day of his life for almost twenty years.

Oliver became surprisingly patient while Lucas fumbled with three keys Thomas gave him on the night of his death. The first key was of brass and shiny, obviously modern. The second key was a skeleton key, and the third was a foreign key made of solid gold with an unusual symbol in the open circle at the end of the key. It had every appearance as being an old key of some sort, but obviously, one that may be needed to open the box.

“Ready,” Lucas said as though he was in a movie looking at his partner as he was about to light a fuse on a handful of dynamite.

No reply from either Oliver or Spence came forth.

He took the more modern key and looked at the keyhole. It appeared it had an opening for the first key. Lucas tried to insert the key but was having a difficult time from his hands trembling. Finally, the key was inserted in the lock.

There was the sound of a latch turning. Lucas put both hands on each side of the steel box and tried to lift the lid. It wouldn’t budge.

“Let me try it, Luke,” Spencer said.

“Very well, I can’t get it to move.”

The younger Spencer put his fingers in the seam on both sides and pried as hard as he could. Finally, with much effort on Spence’s part, the lid began to move. The hinges were rusted. The cover laid over.

Oliver leaned up and looked inside. There was another smaller chest covered heavily with dust inside. He lifted it out while the larger chest was removed from the table. 

Spencer came over and took a damp washcloth and wiped the box down and cleaned the dust away, obviously filth, which collected for many years.

The box was made of black walnut and bound on every side by metal bands that appeared to be hammered gold.

Lucas held the second key in his hand. “Oliver, are you all right, son?”

“Yes, Father. This is exciting! Go ahead... open the box.” Oliver, as a general rule, hid his emotions. He figured they were intel he’d instead not hand over, and so at all times, his face hid all his expressions. However, today was different! It was his twenty-fifth birthday, and he was opening his real father’s birthday present from eighteen years earlier!

Lucas started to open the box and stopped. “Oliver, this is your birthday present from your real father. I’m sorry, but I shouldn’t have opened the first box. Here,” he handed the keys to Oliver, “you open your birthday present.”

Oliver looked up at Spencer and over at his father and said, “Ready!”

Spencer and Lucas leaned over in breathless expectancy while Oliver inserted the key. Without any difficulty, the lock opened. Oliver flung back the lid. “What in the world!” No wonder! Inside was a golden coffer, some ten inches by ten inches square.  On the top was a Ptolemaic Era Female Sphinx with two green emeralds for her eyes inserted. On each of the corners of the casket was an ornate carved Sphinx. The chest was no doubt of very ancient Egyptian design.

Oliver very carefully lifted the chest while Spencer removed the second box and sat it on the floor by the table.

“Oliver, let me take the washcloth and give it a slight cleaning before opening.”

“Very well. It is the most beautiful piece of Egyptian design I’ve ever seen.”

“The same with me, son.” Lucas backed up from trying to read the inscriptions on the ancient box while Spencer wiped away some of the dirt that infiltrated the etchings. The box was definitely in sound condition.

Again, the room went silent with all eyes staring at the box while Oliver slowly moved his hand closer with the key. “Ready.”

No reply. Each of the men held their breath while Oliver inserted the golden key into the lock. Click. The lock released. Oliver didn’t open the lid right away. “Father, please, I wish you to open the final box.”

Lucas didn’t debate his son’s request. He took his hands and spun the Egyptian chest in front of him. The old man slowly raised the lid, holding his head back from the chest. He wasn’t sure if something would come rushing from the box or not. He remembered reading about the pyramids and all the traps set to either kill an intruder or trap them for the remainder of their lives. He wasn’t going to take any chances while opening the last box.

Lucas slowly removed what appeared as a layer of packing material of some kind, possibly hair. Underneath was an ordinary envelope addressed to Oliver in the handwriting of his father, Thomas Hansen, Luke’s best friend.

Lucas took the envelope from the coffer and handed it over to Oliver. The young man placed it on the table. “Keep going, Dad. See what else is there.”

“Very well.” He reached in and pull out a rolled-up piece of sheepskin and sat it down next to the letter in front of Oliver. However, he did slightly unroll the parchment and noticed the writing was also that by Thomas.

The next parchment appeared to be of goatskin and was of even older age, the skin was yellow, dry and crinkled, obviously reflecting its age. Lucas looked at it and guessed at its period of either 1500 or 1600 a.d.

After laying both rolled up parchments down in front of Oliver, he continued his search of the chest. There was about an inch of packing material, more hair, followed by something substantial wrapped up in blue linen. Inside the linen was a broken piece of brown pottery. It was evident to Oliver and Lucas, who had studied the Greek ways that this broken piece of clay must have been part of a tall ancient Greek or Roman piece of pottery.

Spencer brought a small brush over to help clear the dust that covered the sides. “There’s an inscription on the side, Father.” He continued to lightly brush the etching.

“Look, son, this piece of pottery was once broken and put back together with some sort of cement.” He turned the pottery over and saw that there were inscriptions on the inside of the clay. “These inscriptions on the inside have been made by different people. The etching is of a different style for each line.” 

While Lucas was reading the back of the pottery, Spencer said while looking down into the box, “Oliver, is there anything else in the box?”

“Yes, yes, there is,” he replied in an excited whisper. Oliver reached inside and groped about the remaining contents. There was a small cloth pouch with something hard inside. Oliver took out of the bag a small piece of ivory that was hand-painted and a small amulet of pure gold of a beetle with an etching on top of the insect of the Royal Son of Ra.

Luke reached over and looked at the small etched piece of ivory, a piece hand-painted with the portrait of a woman. On the back, in the handwriting of Thomas, were the words, “My beloved wife.”

“Son, this is a cameo with the picture of your mother on the front. I recognize the handwriting on the back. It is that of your father.”

Spencer leaned over and looked in the box. “It appears both of you have removed all the contents. It is empty.”

“Very well,” said Oliver, setting down the piece of carved ivory cameo of his mother. “Let us get on with the letter.” With any further adieu, the birthday boy broke the seal on the envelope and pulled out the letter from his real father.

“My Dear Son, Oliver.

When you open this letter, it means you have reached adulthood, and I am deceased. I have been gone long enough that I’ve been forgotten by anyone who ever knew me, except for my good friend Lucas.

Please remember while you read this letter that I have been, and for anything you know may still be through this link of pen and paper you are reading. With this letter, I am offering you my hand across the waters of death. My words speak to you from the quietness of my burial place.

There’s no doubt that I’m dead while you are reading this letter, and all memory of me is nonexistent in your mind, yet I am very much with you at this time while you read my words in this letter.

I never saw you much since your birth. Please forgive me for this. When your mother passed away giving you birth, I blamed you for her death. I loved her so very much. I’m sure if I had lived, I would have conquered my grief, but I’m not destined to live. My suffering is too much for me to endure. I’ve lost so much blood, it’s only a matter of a few days now. Please forgive me while I say that, at best, I can not live for more than another day or two.”

“So, my father killed himself... is that it! I thought so.”

Neither Lucas nor Spencer said a word.

“Although dead, I know you think that I went and killed myself. But, enough talk of myself. Time is short. What needs to be said belongs to you who are living, not to me who is dead and gone.

Luke, my dear friend, has told you of your family history and just how ancient your lineage is. In the contents of the chest, you will find plenty of information that will prove your relationship all the way back to ancient times. Don’t laugh when you read this as the proof enclosed should be taken seriously... more seriously than my friend Lucas took it on the night, I left this chest with him.

On the back of the broken piece of pottery, you will find the legend inscribed by your long-distance ancestors. It was described to me by my father when he was dying. I became engulfed with the details as my imagination at times got the better of me.

When I was almost twenty years of age, I took the liberty to delve into research investigating my lineage and finding the truth. This letter is not the time or place for me to delve into all of my research. But, I must say what I am about to say I saw was with my own eyes.

I traveled to the coast of Peru and landed near an unexplored region, some distance to the north of Lima, right where the Cocayalta River enters the Pacific. Not very far inland is a small village called El Olivar. I suppose you can guess that is where your name came from.

When I arrived there, I learned from one of the natives who was cast out by his people for something he did wrong that there was an entire mountain range to the north that was shaped like teacups with caves surrounded by marshes.

Now, Oliver, before you call me a liar, please keep a totally open mind. I learned that in these mountains were people living that spoke a dialect of Arabic and were ruled by a beautiful white queen. I also learned that this woman had great power over all... not just the living but the dead, too.

It was just a few days with this man acting as my guide, I watched him die on a mountain top of a terrible fever. I was forced to return in the same way I came because of the lack of provisions, and my strength draining from my own illness. Although I regained my strength, I didn’t return right away.

I was returning home via the Atlantic, rounding the coast of South America when my ship was wrecked offshore, a small village south of Florianopolis. There I would remain for several months until a ship departed for London. I elected to take the vessel.

It sailed first to Greece before continuing to London. It was there I met your mother. It was obviously love at first sight. I married her. It was there you were born, and she died.

Afterward, I returned to Austin, where my illness got the better of me, where I would surely die. I didn’t wish to die as I wanted to return to the caves north of the Cocayalta River. I studied for several years at the University of Texas, learning Arabic with the intention of returning to the coast of Peru and solving the mystery of which has lived for many centuries in our family.

But, my health continued to worsen each year. So, my story must come to an end as I know I am about to die.

However, Oliver, for you, it is not at an end. I have enclosed all of my research for your review. I decided that you not be provided the contents within the chest until you reached adulthood. You should be of age to make your own decision if you wish to continue to investigate your lineage in our family and to find further clues that will take you on the greatest mystery in the world.

Oliver, I honestly do not believe this is only make-believe. I think it’s all true. Life itself does exist. Why, therefore, does not the means of preserving it exist, as well. But, no matter. I told Luke that the decision was completely yours to discover. I don’t wish to prejudice your choice.

If you decide to undertake this quest, you shall not be short on funds to attempt the journey. You will not run out of provisions on your quest as I did. You will have ample means to complete the venture, I assure you.

If you decide against the venture for whatever reason, it’s okay. If so, destroy the piece of broken pottery and the writings and put an end to this quest of searching out our family history. Perhaps that might be the wisest decision.

One last thing. If you reach the end of your quest and you emerge from the trial ever handsome and forever young, and defy decay of your flesh and intellect, who would say this immortality would bring you happiness?

In either case, forgive me for finally meeting each other this way. May God bless you and be with you should you elect to accept this challenge.

Farewell, my son.

Your Father.”

“Wow, what do you make of that, Father?” Oliver asked with a gasp. He folded the letter and replaced it in the envelope.

“I’m spellbound, son. I’m not sure what to say.”

“We have been looking for and expecting a mystery, have we not? We most definitely have found one.”

Lucas then regained his composure at listening to the words of the letter and said, “You asked me what I thought of Thomas’ letter. I think your poor dead and gone father was out of his head, probably because of his illness.” He answered Oliver testily. “I thought so the night he came to my apartment twenty years ago. I think he hurried his own end in life because the illness was too much pain to bear. His letter is senseless nonsense!”

“I agree, sir,” Spencer added. Uncertainty crept into his expression.

“Well, let’s not hurry too much on our beliefs one way or the other. Let’s see what the back of the pottery has to say,” Oliver said while picking up the description of the translation and commenced to read the etched writings.

“I, Nesandocris, of the Royal House of the Pharaohs of Egypt, am the wife of Herodotus, a Priest of the high court of ISIS. I am writing this letter to you, Horus, my baby boy, since I am about to die. You need to know about your early life.

I fled with your father from Egypt, causing him through our love for one another, to break his vows to the priesthood. I must say it was difficult because the Gods cherished him, and the evil demons obeyed his every command.

We fled across the Pacific Ocean and wandered down the South American coastline, looking each day westward at the setting sun over the ocean. One day off the coast near Peru, we experienced a terrible storm. Our ship sank, leaving us stranded at sea. Many of us on board drowned, and many died of some kind of illness.

We finally landed onshore and took it inland for at least ten days of travel. We reached a large hollow mountainside where the remains of an abandoned city still stood. Near it were caves where none of mankind has ever witnessed the end. 

We continued in one of the caves. It led us to a beautiful large city hidden from mankind.  There we met the Queen of all the people who placed pots on top of the heads of strangers glowing hot from a fire. Obviously, I was a stranger. The Queen possessed knowledge of all things.

The Queen showed great passion for Herodotus, your father, and would have killed me and taken him as her husband, but he loved me so that he wouldn’t allow it. He fought her seductions and great beauty. 

Upset with your father’s refusal to allow me to be killed and become her husband, we were both chained and led to the Pillar of Life.  The flames were brilliant. We stopped. She continued walking, right into the mouth of the fire. After a few minutes, she walked out younger and more beautiful, more beautiful than she was when she walked into the blaze.

The Queen walked up to your father and promised him immortality and youth as she had become if he would only kill me. I must admit, it was difficult for Herodotus to keep his hands off her. I saw it in his eyes. The beauty radiated and acted as a magnet. He even went so far to put both of his hands in front of his face to hide her beauty and not be taken in by her seduction.

Then, without any warning, she raised her hand. A bolt of lightning came down from nowhere. He fell to the ground into a pile of dust. Then, she fell to her knees beside the remains of your father and began crying with her passionate expression of grief.

Surprisingly, she sent me back down the river to the coast to await any departing ship from the village. Finally, a freight ship carried me away to where I gave you birth while we sailed at sea for months. It was in Athens where the ship finally sailed. It was in Greece where you were born.

Please Horus, when you read this, go and find out the Queen’s secret of immortality. Find a way to slay her in revenge for your father’s death. If you fail, I say to all others that are a seed of our direct family lineage that follows in history... until the very last brave man to go and bathe in the blue fire. Find out the true meaning of immortality. And, last but not least, slay the evil Queen who took your father’s life.

What I have said, I speak the truth. I love you, my son.

Nesandocris”

For those who wish to read the exact wording in Greek from the pen of an Egyptian born woman, please find an exact transcript of it in below:

"Εγώ, ο Nesandocris, του Βασιλικού Σπιτιού των Φαραώ της Αιγύπτου, είμαι η σύζυγος του Horodotus, ενός Pries του ανώτερου δικαστηρίου του ISIS. Σας γράφω αυτή την επιστολή προς εσάς, Horus, αγόρι μου, αφού πρόκειται να πεθάνω. Πρέπει να ξέρετε για την πρώιμη ζωή σας. Έφυγα με τον πατέρα σας από την Αίγυπτο, προκαλώντας τον από την αγάπη μας ο ένας για τον άλλον, για να σπάσει τους όρκους του στην ιεροσύνη. Πρέπει να πω ότι ήταν δύσκολο γιατί οι θεοί τον αγαπούσαν και οι κακοί δαίμονες τον υπακούσαν. Περνούσαμε στον Ειρηνικό Ωκεανό και περιπλανήσαμε τις ακτές της Νότιας Αμερικής αναζητώντας κάθε μέρα προς τα δυτικά τον ηλιόλουστο ουρανό πάνω από τον ωκεανό. Μια μέρα από τις ακτές κοντά στο Περού, βιώσαμε μια τρομερή καταιγίδα. Το πλοίο μας βυθίστηκε αφήνοντας μας να χαλαρώσει στη θάλασσα. Πολλοί από εμάς στο πλοίο πνίγηκαν και πολλοί πέθαναν από κάποιο είδος ασθένειας. Τελικά προσγειώσαμε στην ξηρά και το πήραμε στο εσωτερικό για τουλάχιστον δέκα ημέρες ταξιδιού. Έχουμε φτάσει σε ένα μεγάλο κοίλο βουνοπλαγιά, όπου τα ερείπια μιας εγκαταλελειμμένης πόλης εξακολουθούσαν να βρίσκονται. Κοντά ήταν σπηλιές όπου κανένας άνθρωπος δεν έχει δει ποτέ το τέλος. Συνεχίσαμε σε μια από τις σπηλιές και μας οδήγησε σε μια μεγάλη θαυμάσια πόλη κρυμμένη από την ανθρωπότητα. Εκεί συναντήσαμε τη βασίλισσα όλων των ανθρώπων που τοποθετούσαν αγγεία πάνω από τα κεφάλια των ξένων. Προφανώς, ήμουν ξένος. Η βασίλισσα διέθετε τη γνώση όλων των πραγμάτων. Η βασίλισσα έδειξε μεγάλο πάθος για τον ο Horodotus, τον πατέρα σου, και θα με σκότωσε και τον έβγαλε ως σύζυγό της, αλλά με αγάπησε για να μην το αφήσει.

Αναστατωμένος με την άρνηση του πατέρα μου να μου επιτρέψει να σκοτωθώ και να γίνω σύζυγός της, ήμασταν και οι δύο αλυσοδεμένοι και οδηγήσαμε στον Πυλώνα της Ζωής. Οι φλόγες ήταν λαμπρές. Σταματήσαμε ενώ συνέχισε να περπατά, κατευθείαν στο στόμα των φλογών. Μετά από λίγα λεπτά, βγήκε έξω από το νέο και όμορφο, πιο όμορφο από ότι ήταν όταν μπήκε στις φλόγες. Η βασίλισσα περπάτησε στον πατέρα σου και του υποσχέθηκε την αθανασία και τη νεολαία όπως είχε γίνει αν θα με σκότωσε μόνο. Οφείλω να ομολογήσω ότι ήταν δύσκολο για τον Horodotus να τον κρατήσει μακριά. Η ομορφιά ακτινοβολούσε και ενήργησε σαν μαγνήτης. Έφτασε μέχρι στιγμής για να βάλει και τα δύο χέρια του μπροστά στο πρόσωπό του για να κρύψει την ομορφιά της και να μην ληφθεί από την αποπλάνησή της. Στη συνέχεια, χωρίς καμία προειδοποίηση, σήκωσε το χέρι της και από το πουθενά κατέβηκε ένας βολβός. Έπεσε στο έδαφος σε ένα σωρό σκόνης. Στη συνέχεια, έπεσε στα γόνατά της δίπλα στα ερείπια του πατέρα σου και άρχισε να κλαίει με την παθιασμένη έκφραση της θλίψης. Με εκπλήσσει, με έστειλε πίσω στο ποτάμι προς την ακτή για να περιμένω οποιοδήποτε πλοίο αναχώρησης από το χωριό. Τέλος, ένα φορτηγό πλοίο με οδήγησε στο σημείο όπου σας έδωσα γέννηση ενώ ταξιδεύαμε στη θάλασσα για μήνες. Ήταν στην Αθήνα όπου το πλοίο τελικά έφυγε και ήταν στην Ελλάδα όπου γεννήσατε. Παρακαλούμε Horus, όταν το διαβάσετε, πηγαίνετε και ανακαλύψτε το μυστικό της βασίλισσας της αθανασίας. Βρείτε έναν τρόπο να την σκοτώσετε στην εκδίκηση για το θάνατο του πατέρα σας. Εάν αποτύχετε, λέω σε όλους τους άλλους ότι είναι ένας σπόρος της άμεσης γραμμής μας οικογένειας που ακολουθούν στην ιστορία ... μέχρι τον τελευταίο γενναίο άνθρωπο να πάει και να κολυμπήσει στη φωτιά. Μάθετε την αληθινή έννοια της αθανασίας. Και, τελευταίο αλλά εξίσου σημαντικό, να σκοτώσει την κακή βασίλισσα που έλαβε τη ζωή του Ωροδότου. Αυτό που έχω πει, μιλώ την αλήθεια. Σ 'αγαπώ τον γιο μου. Nesandocris "

The English translation as anyone who is Greek can attest to, is both accurate and elegant.

At the end of the writing, painted in faded crimson, was an outline of a Sphinx that had three feathers sticking out of his headband of which stood for majesty. They can be seen on the heads of fighting bulls and of Egyptian Gods, but had never before been seen on the head of a Sphinx.

Oliver turned the pottery over and looked at the bottom of the curved piece of clay. There was an inscription written with what appeared to be a black marks-a-lot pen. It read,

In Earth and Sky and the Sea

I have seen stranger things than there ever be.

Jennifer Hansen

Oliver was completely flabbergasted at what he read. The piece of pottery was covered with numerous notes and signatures in Egyptian, Latin, Greek, and English.

The first line of etched letters was from Horus, the son to whom the writing was first addressed. It only said, “I can’t go!”

The second line of text etched in the pottery was, “I cannot keep going. The Gods are against me!” It was written by the son of Horus.

More sentences followed. Obviously, generation to generation always addressed “To My Son.”

The reading continued. The next line of text began with “ut filium meum,” all written in Latin indicating the family had now moved to Italy.

Then the next sentence was not readable as the pottery was broken off at that juncture of the writings. The sentences picked back up along the side of the pottery with more names ending in Hansen, spelled differently to match the dialect they were written.

After the writing of the Latin entries, there was a gap of several centuries of nothing added. From the take of it, all went without an answer to the test.

Then, there came the writing of Jennifer Hansen as the last entry in 1928.

Oliver and Lucas moved the pottery gently to the side of the table and unrolled the goatskin parchment to review the writings.

There are far more things in this world that are not believable on our heaven and earth. There are more unbelievable happenings that are dreamt of in our everyday life – Lamont Horace Hansen, 1840.

Lucas rolled the parchment up and stared at his son. “I believe I have come to my conclusion from reviewing all of this information and ancient artifacts, Oliver. It is time that you form your own opinion of it.”

“And what is your opinion, Father,” Oliver asked.

“I believe the broken piece of pottery and what is written on it is genuine. As beautiful as it is to hold something in your hand that has been passed down so many generations, including four centuries before the birth of Christ. The entries written at different times over the centuries in different handwritings are hard not to accept as real. Therefore, my opinion is everything we have just learned from all of these writings and artifacts must be accepted as fact.” He reached over and gently patted his son’s hand.

“What else do you think?”

“It is with my last statement where I stop. The rest of your decision is completely left up to you, Oliver.”

“Come, Father, please tell me what you think about the first writings that set in motion this unbelievable quest for future sons of generations to come.”

“Very well, but only because you asked me, Oliver. The Egyptian princess or someone under her direction wrote the letter on the pottery. I have no doubt it’s true. I also can only imagine the horror she was put through watching her husband turned to dust in front of her very eyes. God, it must have been too much to bear.  I think how her husband was killed right before her eyes caused her not to be of sound mind when she wrote the letter.”

“How do you account for what my real father saw and heard there?” Oliver asked with inquisitive eyes.

“I’m sorry son, I must be honest. I don’t wish to hurt your feelings.” His brow pulled into an affronted frown.

“Very well, be honest, father. Tell me exactly how you feel. Please. You’re not going to hurt my feelings. Be honest.”

“I believe that there are plenty of folks who might speak Arabic in Peru. I think there are lots of caves. I think that there’s a lot of marshland. There’s a lot of -.”

Oliver interrupts his father. “What are you saying?” He asked in a rush of words.

“What I am saying is that I do not think your father was of sound mind when he came to my apartment the night he died. He was quite ill and allowed this story to prey on his imagination. He was a most imaginative man. Anyway, let me conclude that the legend reaching us is only a bunch of rubbish

“Thank you for being honest, Father.”

“Until I can see it with my own eyes, Oliver, which by the way I don’t think will ever happen, I don’t believe a burning blue flame can give immortality to someone. I don’t believe there’s a white sorceress with mighty powers who is immortal living in the Peruvian swamps.” He looked at his son, holding his mouth open as he told it like it was. “Let me finish what I was saying, Oliver. All of this is... let me put it to you frankly, a bunch of bullshit! All bullshit!” He turned and looked in Spencer’s direction, “And you, Spencer, what do you have to say about it?”

“I think it’s all a lie. I only hope,” he looked over at Oliver, “that you don’t meddle with such things.”

After a long time gently rubbing his finger over the pottery, Oliver broke the silence. “Perhaps Spencer, you and my father are right. But I now make my decision. I intend to travel to Peru and set this entire matter straight, once and for all. If you don't come with me, I will go entirely by myself.”

Lucas remained silent and stared across the table at his son.  He knew his son was quite serious. His eyebrows always raise a bit and have always done so since he was a child, which was a tale-tale of his serious-as-can-be expression.

“It’s not necessary to say you’re leaving with or without us. It’s not fair to say it that way to people who care about you. We have no intention of letting you go anywhere by yourself.” Lucas said because he was far too attached to the lad for him to go on such a dangerous trip without him.

Silence hung in the room while Luke’s thoughts rushed his mind. Oliver is all the world to me. If he is traveling to the jungles in Peru, I shall go as well. I will let him go on thinking he’s going by himself, but will eventually cave in to his traveling without me would not be a good idea.

“I’m going, Father. It should be exciting. If I don’t find this so-called Blue Flaming Pillar of Life, the hunting and fishing in Peru should be a bonus to the trip.”

“Hunting!” He smiled. “Ahhh, now we’re talking. I think they have some large water buffaloes in the back swamps, not to mention some of the most massive Peacock Bass in the world. Hell, son, if you’re going, I think I’ll tag along with you. I would love to catch one of those rainbow-colored bass.” 

A wide grin grew across Oliver’s face. “Actually, Dad, I knew you would bite on that. Thanks for agreeing to come with me. I really would not have had it any other way.” 

“What about me, Oliver? I can’t just sit here, twiddling my fingers, awaiting your return. Someone needs to take care of you guys. ” Spencer asked.

“Of course, Spence. Do you think my Dad and I would leave you here when we are off on this quest? The answer is no. You will need to pack your bags, as well.” A grin took over his features.

“Thanks, Oliver.” 

“No problem, Spence.” He paused a moment and looked over at his father, who was jotting down some notes at the table. “Dad, since we are all in agreement for this journey, I really need to ask a serious question. What about money? Obviously, this venture is going to cost a pretty penny to undertake.”

“That is one variable of the trip you don’t have to worry about. When your father came to see me the night he died, he explained that on day one of your arrival with me, five thousand dollars a month would go into a special trust fund until you turned twenty-five years of age.”

“Wow, it sounds like we’re good to go!”

“Plus, he placed in another trust an additional five hundred thousand for me if you made the decision to go, and I made the decision to go with you.  We have enough cash money to buy a large vessel, hire a crew, and stock up on plenty of provisions for the quest.”

Luke said confidently, “Look, both of you guys, we mustn’t say a word about this to anyone. We should go on the quest and just call it a holiday... nothing more. If anyone found out we were chasing some blue flame in the rainforest of Peru, surely we would become the laughing stock of the University.”

*****
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A SAILING SHIP WAS purchased in the protected areas at Galveston Bay and prepped for the journey. It was fashioned from oak, with masts that stood as tall. It was adorned with sails of dove gray. To see the rich timbers, strong browns close to black, brought a feeling of peace inside for the three men on a quest.

Next, ahead would be the fragrance of the open sea, ever-changing, ever constant, ever in motion beneath the clouds that sailed above.

As the vessel was crewed, the captain came on board, Jonathan Weathers, a black man large enough to play offensive lineman for the New York Giants. A first mate and a deckhand joined the list of crew members. The ship was off on its two-month journey to the wilds of Peru on the Quest of the Blue Flaming Pillar of Life and the lost city of Nemea!

Never in his life had Spencer traveled outside the confines of the State of Texas. Never before has he stood in water from the Gulf of Mexico that was deeper than his waist. He sat on a supply crate tied down to the deck by one of the towering masts and stared at the seagulls. Their wings beat, hugging the air as they drift on unseen thermals. For a few moments, they have Spencer’s eye, keeping him spun into some sort of daydream. 

The floor of the vessel was now his land, and the sky above him was an ever-changing art, made beautiful by the passing puffy clouds.

As the ship pulled out of the harbor, Spencer let his daydreams float up to the clouds as though they were kites, that swirled within the passing white-puffed shapes. His dreams played with the seagulls, swooping and gliding as they did, reflecting the brilliant sunlight overhead.

Between the given wind and the nudge of the rudder, the vessel sailed on as three brave men undertake a quest of a lifetime! With them was the should-have-been NFL lineman, a first mate of Inca dependency and a young man who only spoke Spanish and nothing more.
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Chapter FOUR

The Voyage

[image: ]




***** 
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Gone is the hustle-bustle of the University. Gone are the wind-swayed brush oaks and the muley grasses of the hill country. Gone are the many University of Texas football games now that they are rated in the top ten in the country. Oh, and yes, gone are all the unlimited supply of pretty girls on campus waiting on Guadalupe Street to catch a glimpse of the most eligible man on campus.

In their place was a vision of the great calm Gulf of Mexico gleaming and sparkling by the sunshine reflecting off the white tips of the waves. The ship continued out of sight of land.

After the first day’s setting sun, the silver lights beneath the beams of a full moon were breathtaking. A gentle breeze filled the enormous sails of the ship and drew the journeymen through the water rippling musically along its sides.

For over four weeks, the ship sailed southward and through the Panama Canal. From there, the journey continued much further southward.

Another two weeks of travel southward and again, the full moon guided the way. Captain Weathers stood at the helm while the others slept down below, lazily steering the vessel four miles off the coastline of South America on the journey to the mouth of the river where the quest was to begin.

Captain Weathers steered the ship southward, far enough out to not put the boat in danger from the long reef line that lies no more than a mile off the coastline. It could be perilous at times for ships coming ashore in a storm to steer clear of their dangerous sharp edges of coral.

*****
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THE NIGHT WAS QUIET. So quiet, in fact, that someone whispering could be heard from one end of the ship to the other. The stars shone like that of sugar spilled over black marble, glistening in the sun.  The nighttime sky was such a welcome sight, appearing like that of magic at every sunset, promising to come back as she faded in dawn’s first light.

Morning arrived. All the men went to the deck and watched the nearby coastline, knowing they weren’t far from the real beginning of their quest, the rainforest, the fallen and abandoned city, and the blue flaming pillar of life. 

Captain Weathers shouted, “Jaguar!”

All the men sat down, turned their heads in the captain’s direction, and listened. 

A roaring sound came again, and again Captain Weathers says, “A Black Jaguar... a panther!”

Luke looks at the map and up at Oliver. “I think from what I can reckon, tomorrow we shall be at the mouth of the river that will take us inland to the fallen city. We will soon be on our quest to find the city and hopefully do a little fishing and hunting on the way.”

“Dad, this is going to be so much fun!”

Spencer looked on with a totally different viewpoint of the trip. It was dangerous, and there was no way he was going to hunt and fish. He was going to watch each and every step he made through the rainforest.

“What do you think, Spence?” Oliver asked.

“I will just stay in the boat. You guys go fishing and hunting if you wish. I read about the King Anaconda snakes down here that are already four feet long when they push themselves out of their eggs. And, they have enough poison to kill a dozen people at the same time.”

Lucas added, “They are big enough to when butchered to feed over twenty people. Let’s hope we get one, Spence.” Luke began laughing.

“Oliver, you have talked with Captain Weathers quite a bit on our trip down. Since he has been this way before, did he give you any information about what to expect? Has he heard anything about the abandoned city or the caves in the mountains? Anything?” He couldn’t stop himself from pondering.

“Actually nothing, Father. He did say that the rainforest is all swamp once you get into the interior. It is full of snakes, especially, like Spence said, the King Anaconda. He told me that they can grow as large and long as our ship and -.”

“Whoa, Spencer said. What are you saying? I had no idea they grow that large!” 

“There’s the green anaconda, which is the heaviest and second longest snake in the world. It can grow as long as fifty feet. The only larger one is the King Anaconda, and it is all fluorescent gold in color.”

“Fifty feet! Crap,” Spencer said in a rush of words. “What is the largest?”

“The largest snake in the world can also be found in the swamps of Peru. It is the reticulated python. It can grow longer than green anaconda but much shorter than the King Anaconda, to lengths exceeding sixty feet. Of course, the King Anaconda is only a myth. No one has lived to catch a picture of the snake.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me! No way! And we are going into that jungle?”

“Yes, Spencer, we are traveling into that jungle.” He started laughing. “But you don’t have to go. You can stay with the boat when we travel up the river on our quest.”

“Only one of the crew members will be joining us inland.”

“Who is that, Dad?”

“Sinchi.”

“I figured. Sinchi is of Inca blood and was born just outside Lima.”

“Yes, he was, son.”

“The rest of the crew think we’re mad to undertake such a dangerous expedition. The more I learned about this place on our trip down, the more I must agree with them. If I ever see good ole Austin, Texas again, I shall be astonished. But it really doesn’t matter to me at my age. I’ve almost seen it all already. However, I’m anxious for you, son... and for Spencer. You are still young and a long life ahead of you.”

“Father, we talked about this. We knew it wasn’t going to be a vacation on sunny beaches in Galveston. You know I am willing to take my chances.” He put his arm around his father’s shoulders, “Again, father, I really don’t mind if you wish to stay back with the boat and await my return.”

Luke didn’t reply while looking over his son’s shoulder and changed the subject. “Whoa! That’s a might purple sky up ahead.” He raised his hand and pointed astern. “Son, go and talk to Captain Weathers. That looks nasty!”

Oliver rushed up to the captain and then returned. “He said it was a large thunderstorm, but for us to not worry. It’s going to pass by us out to sea.”

Spencer interjected while lowering his voice. “Oliver, I noticed the crew looking over the inland boat we have tied on the back of the vessel. I think we better keep a lookout for the boat, so they don’t slip into it and be away with her. I think it might be best that I sleep on her until we launch her for the trip up the river.”

“Very well, Spencer,” said Oliver. “The Captain has told us he will put us offshore from the mouth of the river, far enough out to avoid the rocks and reefs at the inlet.”

The next morning at ten o’clock, the large vessel slipped up to within two miles offshore of the mouth of the river that led inland. In preparation for departing in the other smaller vessel, the men spent four hours while the ship experienced a very light breeze from the west. They stocked the boat with the goods and personal property along with guns, ammunition, fishing rods, and reels. Blankets, pillows, and clothing were stored in watertight containers.

After finishing preparing the vessel, the sun began dipping behind the horizon. The men decided to wait one more night to enter the inlet safely between the rocks the following morning.

Luke and Oliver laid back on a blanket on the crates while Spencer slept in the made-ready vessel for the trip inland.

“God, son, I didn’t really expect us to make it this far.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know. Call it just a gut feeling. But I’m glad we did. Look up at the stars. They are so beautiful.”

“Yes, they are, Father.”

The darkness of the night was like something never seen before. It was eerie, to say the least. He watched and noticed from one end of the horizon to the other, the pitch-black curtain draped over the sky and the twisted, warped shapes that the stars made against the blackness of the sky.

The white speckles twirled and danced along in various patterns, tugging at the corners of Luke’s lips in a way that made him smile while also comforting him to becoming sound asleep. It did the same for Oliver, as well.
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