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Synopsis

 


In the continuing chronicle of ‘The House of the
Nazarene’, Maria Espinoza is an expert in identifying alien DNA
codes that are mysteriously hidden in the upper spirals of human
DNA. She has been asked by Gustav Magnus Laurent, the leader of the
House of the Nazarene to discover the secrets written into his code
and determine his true heritage.

While digging into
the mystery of alien codes she discovered a key that opens a portal
to the world of the enigmatic Sky People, the aliens responsible
for the Inca Empire. It is while in that world she uncovers the
amazing truth of Gustav’s heritage and why the alien DNA codes
hidden in human genetics are aggressively altering original human
DNA.

The Black Coats,
an ancient cult and enemy of both the Vatican and House of the
Nazarene go to murderous ends to acquire the key to the Sky
People’s world. Their religious fervor reasons that the key Maria
discovered is actually the key to the realm of the evil underworld,
the devil’s domain that must be destroyed at all cost.

Murder and strange
allies follow Maria in her determination to discover the truth of
mankind’s origin.

 




Chapter 1

 


Panama City in the
year 1530

San Pieta
Cathedral

His name was
Monsignor Demonte, a name inappropriate for a place of God. Upon
his promotion to Monsignor, many thought that he should have taken
another name. Regardless, Monsignor Demonte was strangely proud of
his family name, Spanish for the devil. He always saw himself as a
man destined to go through life doing God’s work and enforcing his
version of the creation, and now that dream had been shattered.

 


When walking
through the dim halls of the ancient Cathedral, other priests who
were lucky enough to see him in time quickly ducked into the
shadows or spun around in the opposite direction. They risked
suffering a glare many in the cathedral swore was the incarnation
of the devil himself. They feared that God would not be able save
them from his Medusa eyes. The hem of his black Monsignor robe
violently swayed back and forth in response to his quick steps.
Monsignor Demonte was also a member of the Protector of the Faith,
a responsibility that he did not take lightly.

 


The oath of
poverty and abstinence seemed to have missed this Monsignor, for he
was famed for his ability to devour a meal that could easily feed
three. Most ranks in this Cathedral sprouted a conventional beard
but Monsignor Demonte was the exception. He was clean shaven,
advertising his chubby cheeks and pitted bulbous nose. He was an
ugly and portly Monsignor.

 


His office,
matching his ego, was large and lavish with tapestries covering
three stone walls. The only wall not covered had a large open
window affording a view of the Pacific Ocean and the busy seaport
of Panama City not too far away. Many cargo frigates and sloops
were in the process of being loaded for shipment to Spanish
territories up and down the coast of North and South America.

 


The main
reason for selecting this room for his office was not the size or
the view, but rather that it faced west and heated by the rays of
the sun. As he sat at his desk, the light of the noonday sun beamed
through the window from his right side. This was a crucial
positioning of the desk as Monsignor Demonte was left
handed.

 


Before he had a
chance to settle in, just as he was reaching under his desk for his
bottle of Sangria, there was a knock on the large oaken door. It
was not the coded knock his secretary gave when indicating that it
was a low ranked request for his attention but rather the code
implying whoever was seeking his attention was important. Sighing,
he muttered his permission for the secretary to open the door.

 


Monsignor Demonte
was surprised to see a sizeable man standing in the doorway wearing
the off duty adornment of a Conquistador. He wore baggy blue
trousers with the bottoms tucked into expensive knee-high leather
boots. As it was summer in Panama, he wore only a white cotton
shirt buttoned to the neck. He sported long black hair, the trend
of the invaders of the Inca Empire. His skin was olive and bore the
facial features of ruggedness, a man who had survived many wars
killing many Inca warriors as well as their women and children.

 


The Monsignor’s
eye lowered to the Conquistador’s right hand and was surprised to
see a gold diamond studded Cardinal’s alliance ring on his finger.
It was a ring he himself coveted, a ring signifying a close
friendship with a Vatican Cardinal. He also noticed the sheathed
sword hanging from a belt at his side. Weapons were not permitted
to be openly displayed in this Cathedral. Suddenly, the fear that
he was an assassin caused him to swallow hard. After the man showed
respect by politely bowing that fear somewhat subsided.

 


There was an air
of importance about him, a warrior of honour bearing the look of
privilege. Trusting his judgement of character, the Monsignor
looked past the warrior and dismissed the secretary. It was plain
to see that the secretary was all too pleased to be out of the
presence of this strange man. The large oak door slammed shut,
leaving the two men to their privacy.

 


The Monsignor
casually pointed to the chair, inviting the man to sit. However the
invitation was declined with the words,

“Thank you your
eminence but I prefer to stand if I may.”

The Monsignor then
asked,

“And what brings a
man of war into these sacred halls fully armed?”

Placing his right
hand on the sword handle the conquistador apologised.

“Forgive the
insolence but after many years of war it has become a matter of
nature to bear arms. I assure you this is simply my ceremonial
sword, it has never drawn blood.”

 


If that was
intended to appease the Monsignor it did not. Still leery but
somehow having the feeling that this was an important man, one that
he would benefit by granting the audience, the Monsignor allowed
the sword and asked,

“Well then, what
can you do for me on this fine day?”

He was a brave man
but there was no mistaking a weakness in the Conquistador’s
tremble.

“My name is
Conquistador Don Roberto Salvador. When I was promoted to
Conquistador I was assigned to Francisco Pizarro, conqueror of the
Inca heathens.”

If the proud
declaration was designed to impress the Monsignor, it failed.
Seeing that his boast had fallen on deaf ears he continued.

“When Francisco
Pizarro was assigned a fleet of ships to pillage the Inca
civilization, I was given a secret duty by Cardinal Lucia in Cuba.
He had a special mission for me in Peru.”

 


Noticing an
expression of revulsion on the Monsignor at the mention of the
Cardinal’s name, the warrior wondered what the show of contempt was
about. Understanding that ambition and envy of rank could also run
riotous through these holy places, much like in many armies, he
cast the confusion aside and continued.

“Cardinal Lucia
claimed that he belonged to an organization within the Vatican
called the Black Coats, a group of people organized to protect the
holy supremacy of the Vatican. If I would do as requested he would
make the proper connections, and have me assigned to Francisco
Pizarro and grant me Absolution. Like other conquistadors, I was
assured a share of the looting but was also secretly paid a great
amount by Cardinal Lucia to be his secret agent.”

 


Suddenly,
Monsignor Demonte sat up and dedicated all his attention to the
Conquistador. He had not realized that he muttered aloud the words,
“secret agent?”

“Yes your
Eminence. He knew that the Inca were heathens, that they prayed to
stone idols, and even sacrificed humans to the devil. Though he
sent many missionaries with Francisco Pizarro on his first
expedition, he understood that their only purpose was to convert
them to Christianity. What he wanted me to do was look for any
evidences of the devil, to identify them, and of course, destroy
them.

 


Instinctively the
Monsignor reached for the bottle of Sangria half hidden under his
desk. Oblivious to the witness, he poured a very generous portion
into the metal cup. It did not escape the Conquistador that a vow
was being broken. As if pleased, the Monsignor smugly said,

“So Cardinal Lucia
did not have faith enough in his missionaries to convert the
heathen priests? Instead, he sent you with a sword.”

“It would appear
so, your Eminence.”

Suspecting that
the key reason for the meeting was starting to rear its ugly head,
the Monsignor swallowed hard and said,

“I presume that
you are here to report something to me that you do not want
Cardinal Lucia to know about, is that it?”

 


Without
permission, Conquistador Don Roberto Salvador took a nervous step
forward, an insolent step that did not go unnoticed. Monsignor
Demonte swallowed hard and dropped his eyes to the sword. The
conquistador nervously looked around the room and hesitantly
uttered,

“I must insist
that there are no other ears here but ours.”

The Monsignor
grinned a most satisfying smirk, and snidely said,

“Rest assured my
good man, ours are the only ears.”

He then looked
past the conquistador to the door. In the gap at the bottom of the
door he observed as a slight shadow slithered away.

 


The Conquistador
seemed hesitant to confess anything but after taking a deep breath
for courage, he admitted,

“I saw the devil
himself walk through a temple wall in a small village the heathens
called Chuchupan.”

Slightly amused,
and a little interested, for many people had seen a devil, the
Monsignor flippantly asked,

“I see. And just
how is it that you know this was the devil?”

“Because Cardinal
Lucia told me what to look for.”

“And pray tell
what would that be?”

“I was reminded by
Cardinal Lucia that we were created in the image of God, and
therefore to be on the lookout for somebody who did not look like
us. Anything that was clearly not human, not the creation of God,
must therefore be the creation of the devil.”

 


Curiosity was
taking hold. The Monsignor was visualizing images of the devil,
with horns and cloven hooves, throwing Incas into the fire. With
his heart now beating more rapidly, he tried to make his question
sound casually unassuming. He failed.

“And I gather the
reason you are here is because of this creature.”

“Yes your
Eminence. It is an image that torments my nights.”

Leaning forward,
the Monsignor’s pretence of composure tumbled like the walls of
Jericho.

“Why don’t you
start from the beginning and leave nothing out.”

 


Conquistador Don
Roberto Salvador’s eyes then peeled from the Monsignor, casting
passionate attention to the bottle of Sangria. Understanding the
saying “courage in a bottle”, the Monsignor nodded and pointed to
the cup. But Don Roberto Salvador was a soldier of war, and not
accustomed to the finesse of drinking from a cup. Much to the
Monsignor’s chagrin, the soldier grasped the bottle low and raised
it high to his mouth. When enough courage to continue had been
consumed, the bottle was slammed down hard on the desk. With an
annoyed look of disgust, the Monsignor waved the bottle back to him
saying,

“Keep it, I have
more.”

 


Clutching the
bottle, the Conquistador needed a moment to gather his thoughts.
Finally he said,

“Like I said
before, we had just decimated a small town the heathens called
Chuchupan. Those who escaped the slaughter fled into the jungle.
While we were looting the temples for gold.”

The Monsignor
rudely cut him off with a chastising word.

“Gold that made
all conquistadors very wealthy, correct?”

“Yes your
Eminence. That was the contract. We all received a small percentage
of the looting, the King and Francisco Pizarro got the
rest.”

The Monsignor was
satisfied to have stripped a thin coat of pride off the
Conquistador. It served as a small reminder that he was rich only
because he slaughtered men, women and children. He then said,

“Please
continue.”

 


Not understanding
the veiled reprimand, for it was simply a matter of routine to kill
pagans and loot the temples the Conquistador swallowed another
mouthful of Sangria and continued.

“I, as well as
others, was in a temple busy peeling gold off the pagan statues
when I happened to see two Inca priests cowering in the far corner.
I drew my sword and prepared to send them to whatever Hell that had
created them when suddenly they disappeared into the darkness of
the temple.”

 


The Monsignor cut
him off asking,

“And how was it
that you knew they were creations of the devil?”

It was a quick
reply.

“The sign of the
devil was upon them. They were gray in color, and from what I could
see of their faces, they had large black eyes not like ours at all.
With sword in hand I ran to them but they had disappeared into a
narrow passage leading outside. Because I was in full battle armor
I was not able to pursue through that narrow passage and so I ran
outside just in time to see them disappear into the jungle. I
quickly threw off my breastplate and gave chase. About a hundred
yards into the jungle I saw them run into a small pyramid almost
completely covered with jungle foliage. I followed them into the
pyramid when - - -”

 


The Monsignor
again leaned forward and asked suspiciously,

“Why did you give
chase to servants of the devil when there was looting to be had in
the temple?”

Undeterred, the
Conquistador replied,

“All looting must
be handed over to Francisco Pizarro’s accountants to be divided
according to the contracts. I would have gotten my share
regardless. And there was a separate reward for the heads of
priests, especially high priests.”

The Monsignor
again asked,

“Did you cut their
heads off?”

 


While bothered by
questions challenging his professionalism to duty, touches of
annoyance swept over the Conquistador. He was quick to say,

“No. We took the
feathers. Feathers of exotic birds were of greater wealth to them
than gold. Only the kings possessed more majestic headdresses than
the high priests.”

Not fully
understanding the explanation, or that he had insulted a man of
war, the Monsignor simply waved it off and indicated for him to
continue.

“It was a small
pyramid with a narrow passageway leading into its heart. It was so
narrow that I often had to squeeze sideways. After a few moments of
struggling into the darkness I eventually saw a light in the
distance. When I finally reached it I saw a large bright chamber
but there were no torches to give the light. In the middle of the
chamber was an altar and on top of it was what appeared to be a
human skull forged from crystal.”

 


Now the
Monsignor’s attention snapped from interested to great excitement.
His eyes widened and he took a deep breath. He was not aware that
he had blurted forth the words,

“Crystal
skull?”

Ignoring it, the
conquistador continued.

“Yes your
Eminence, it was a human skull made of pure crystal.”

Wondering why the
Monsignor was suddenly so excited, he explained,

“Crystal is a very
common semi-precious stone and has no value to us whatsoever.”

 


Fearing that he
had let the cat out of the bag the Monsignor quickly calmed and
after a few breathes said,

“Yes, of course.
Please continue.”

“The two priests
stood around the skull as if praying to it, turning it this way and
that.”

The Monsignor’s
excitement could not be curtailed, demanding,

“Describe the
shape of the skull to me.”

“Except for the
two larger eye sockets it looked human enough, about the size of a
regular skull.”

As if agreeing
with the description the Monsignor nodded and asked,

“Were the eyes the
only difference?”

“No, your
Eminence. The back of the skull swept backward at least a hand
width. When the two high priests approached the skull they removed
their feather head dress, and to my surprise the back of their
heads had the same shape, sweeping backward like a contorted growth
or something. It was not the skull of our holy creation.”

 


After a moment of
reflection, the Monsignor indicated with a wave of his hand for the
conquistador to continue.

“Yes your
eminence. After the crystal head had been turned this way and that,
a blue light glowed and shone off the far stone wall. I was
horrified to see them calmly walk into the light and disappear as
if walking right through the stone. Not wanting anymore to do with
the entrance to hell, I quickly grabbed the two feather head pieces
and left the chamber and the pyramid. And that, your Eminence, is
why I know I had located the entrance to hell.”

 


After a long stare
at the fidgeting Conquistador, the Monsignor finally said,

“Why are you
reporting this to me?”

Because, your
Eminence, I need to get a message to Cardinal Lucia in Cuba,
reporting what I have seen. That was the mission he had assigned
me.”

There was a tone
of demand in the Monsignor’s question,

“Then why not go
to Cuba and report your findings to him?”

“Because the king
has granted Pizarro permission to return to Peru for another
expedition.”

“I see,” said the
suddenly understanding Monsignor, “and you wish to join that
expedition for more wealth, is that it?”

Briefly nodding,
the man replied,

“Yes your
Eminence. I have also been promised a territory if I take command
of a brigade.”

“A formidable
offer, one hard to ignore I should imagine.”

“Yes, I have
already accepted the commission, and as well, I’ve negotiated a
larger percentage of the plunder.”

“And when do you
leave?”

“Within a day or
two.”

 


Was it a divine
blessing or simply a chance of fate that brought this man to him?
Considering his faith and position in the church, the Monsignor
gave all the credit to God. It was then that the plot hatched.
After casting a calculating glance at the nervous Conquistador, the
Monsignor bared the reason for his interest.

“This crystal
skull. What became of it?”

Confused at the
sudden change of subject, and the Monsignor’s interest in the
measly crystal, Don Roberto Salvador paused and then slowly
replied,

“I suppose it is
still in that pyramid. Like I said, I quickly grabbed the feathers
and fled.”

Satisfied, the
Monsignor said,

“I see. So, as far
as you know, the crystal skull is still in that pyramid?”

Still confused, he
simply nodded.

 


The Monsignor had
settled back in his chair and was deep in thought. The Conquistador
took advantage of the pause and drank again from the Sangria
bottle. Eventually the Monsignor snapped out of his contemplation,
leaned forward and carefully said,

“I shall dispatch
a document to Cardinal Lucia in Cuba relating what you have
conveyed. In the meantime I want you to take on another commission,
this time for me.”

 


Recognizing that
it was not a request, the Conquistador nodded and waited for his
new orders.

“I want you to
continue with Pizarro and attain this great wealth for the King and
yourself along with your promised territory. That mission is for
you. As for me, I want you to return to Chuchupan and retrieve that
crystal skull for me. Take whatever other wealth you find there but
the skull belongs to me. As a reward I shall convey absolution upon
you.”

He didn’t want to
return to the devil’s gate but the promise of absolution,
forgiveness for all his sins, and there were many, was a free pass
to heaven and worth much more than any earthly reward.

 


The Monsignor then
reached deep into the folds of his robe and brought out a leather
purse jingling with gold coins. He held it outstretched and rattled
it as if trying to estimate the weight and therefore its value.
Deeming that it was enough, he tossed it to the conquistador
saying,

“Here is a reward
for your story. Tell no one else of this skull.”

 


It was easily
caught in one hand, and with the same motion, dropped into his
pocket. As a courtesy he bowed and said,

“A generous
amount.”

The Monsignor was
caught up in the moment and replied.

“Indeed it is. Now
be off and serve me well.”

Conquistador Don
Roberto Salvador respectfully bowed again and backed away until he
reached the door. With a military trained snap he turned and left
the Monsignor’s office.

 


Once outside, and
with the San Pieta Cathedral to his back, the Conquistador
meandered his way through the narrow cobble stone streets lined
with their shoddy shops. The market was crowded with hoards of
natives working the streets, attempting to sell worthless beads to
the first passer by foolish enough to stop and listen to their
chatter.

 


Unfortunately for
him his silk blouse and high leather boots advertising his wealth,
were like a magnet to them. While struggling through the crowd,
making his way to the dock and his boat, he reached into his
trouser pocket and took out the small bag of gold coins the
Monsignor had offered for his services. Undoing the purse string he
then tossed thirteen gold pieces high and backwards. Instantly the
crowd deserted him and dove for the gold coins bouncing on the
stone path. A handful of gold was a pittance to what he already had
and was about to get on this next voyage to the Inca empire. In his
mind he was tossing away the Monsignor’s affront to his dignity.
How dare he offer a measly pittance to a rich and powerful man such
as himself? Absolution was a different story. That was what bought
his loyalty, not thirteen pieces of gold.

 


Back in the San
Pieta Cathedral, Monsignor Demonte paced the floor mulling over
what had just been revealed to him. He could hardly contain his
delight and enthusiasm for his great luck. Years ago he was demoted
for committing a great sin and cursed to serve in this miserable
Cathedral on the other side of the world, far from the Vatican and
the glory he once revelled in. His cruel punishment had now turned
the corner and met a kinder fate.

 


After slamming the
empty bottle onto the desk he walked over to the far wall, to the
tapestry depicting the gates of hell and sinners being pushed into
flaming eternal suffrage. Quickly his arm swept the curtain aside
to reveal a blank stone wall behind it.

 


He took another
step toward the stone wall, his nose only an inch from it. With
closed eyes he mumbled a prayer in a strange language, albeit to
the proper deity. When the curious supplication was complete, his
right foot kicked a latch stone at the bottom of the wall. A secret
door slowly opened to expose a hidden room on the other side. A lit
candle revealed three plank shelves attached to the wall and all
were filled with crystal skulls of different sizes and
appearances.

 


It might have been
the Sangria that prompted him to talk to the skulls, or perhaps it
was the elation of finally finding the proper key to the
underworld. For whatever inconceivable reason, he was filled with
jubilation, and a touch of insanity when uttering,

“Did you all hear
that? I have finally found the proper key to hell.”

He held the candle
high allowing the flame to illuminate the skulls, causing a
twinkling of fire in the hollow crystal eye sockets. It was as if
blazing eyes were sweeping from side to side, looking for
something. He ranted on,

“The gates of hell
will soon be opened for the soldiers of God to enter and finally
destroy the fallen angel. Hell will soon be doomed.”

 


Back at his
desk he dipped the quill in the ink bottle and began to write a
letter to Cardinal Lucia in Cuba. He felt the twinges of success
and the elation that he would soon be back where he belonged, back
in the glory of the Black Coats.

 



Chapter
2

 


Current time

Maria Espinoza was
a world authority on DNA profiling and an expert in unravelling
what had become known by scientists as the ‘detached strands’ in
the human DNA spiral, or ‘unused’ elements not needed to define our
genetic genome. She was 30 years old and, although now far removed
from Brazil, her long dark hair reflected her heritage. All the
male scientists would gladly attest to her beauty and alluring
smile.

 


What had brought
Maria to the secret laboratories of the House of the Nazarene, and
working for the leader, Gustav Magnus Laurent was her genius in
unraveling alien genetics hidden in the human strands. These
elusive alien strands were compressed, much like holding a small
spring between fingers and squeezing. Her computer programs had the
ability to release them and thereby reveal alien secrets in our
creation.

 


Gustav Magnus
Laurent is from the ancient and very powerful clan of the biblical
Benjaminite Family. He is also a half breed human, the son of an
unknown alien race coming here long ago and breeding with humans.
As far as Maria is concerned the biblical term Nephilim applies
exclusively to angels. So when the fallen angels, the sons of
heaven, saw that the women of man were beautiful, they became
enamoured and had children by them. These children then became
giants or the heroes of old men of renown. From that point on a new
species of man was upon the earth. Because of Gustav’s inability to
have children he is in desperate need of finding an heir to the
House of the Nazarene. It was Maria’s job to locate these fallen
angles that had descended from heaven, Gustav’s ancestors.

 


The two aliens
that she had proven were once on Earth, that being Kalian’s race
and the Sky People had no genetic connection to Gustav’s unknown
ancestor. The difficulty was in the fact that as there were many
races of humans, each with specific genetic codes, there were also
many races of Sky People with uniqueness in their codes as well.
What made her job even harder was that many different races on this
planet were also descendants of various alien influences.”

 


Maria was standing
in front of her white-board absently chewing on a pencil
calculating derivatives, trying to mentally force the genetic
computations to move into a more workable combination. Her problem
was, that as this particular unknown genetic strand became
decompressed, the phosphate backbone broke down and jammed the
algorithms scattering the DNA to the four winds of the computer.
This led her to wonder if there was not another hidden code there,
a mystery she had come to refer to as ‘the Nephilim Code’

 


While lost to the
enigma, searching for a dim light in a dark room, she became
annoyed at the disturbance behind her. Like a punctured balloon,
suddenly all her mental calculations and computations exploded and
disappeared into the ethers. She snapped around and until she saw
the uniform was ready to lambaste the intruder. It was Bruno, a
Runner from the Security Room. In his innocence, young and with big
blue eyes eagerly staring back at her, it was clear that he had no
idea of the irritation he had caused her. His sheepish smile forced
forgiveness for the intrusion.

 


He held out a
document with the letterhead of the security computer room.
Recognizing the logo she reached for it and said,

“Thank you Bruno.
What terrible leak in security have I broken this time?”

Bruno tried his
best to mirror a brave front, imitating what he thought should be
reflective of his important position. There was a hint of a stutter
in his reply,

“Sorry Professor
Espinoza, I am only permitted to deliver, not read highly secretive
documents.”

She took the note,
and while reading it, Bruno waited in case there was a reply.
Slightly confused at the contents of the note she nonetheless
smiled at him and said,

“Thank you Bruno.
That will be all.”

He turned and as
fast as he had appeared, he was gone.

 


Leaving the DNA
mystery behind her she left the Science Building and walked across
the street and across the lawn to the source of the seemingly
cryptic note, Gustav’s World Wide Decoding Division. ‘Sat-rods’
protruding fifteen feet high in the middle of the lawn were the
only hint that this was where the ears to all satellite
communications were located. The seemingly innocuous silver shafts
were in fact info gathering aerials to the entire House of the
Nazarene’s orbiting satellites. What appeared to be a small shed
standing lonely on the vast lawn was in fact the top of an elevator
shaft.

 


Her security card
was swiped and the elevator dutifully responded. Fifty feet below
ground, the doors opened and she came face to face with a guard
standing there like a stone statue. She knew this one, a staunch
elderly man who took his job all too seriously. She thought he
might be a retired military man who had obviously been infused with
years of ridged formality. She didn’t like him.

 


Her security
clearance allowed access to all but the highest levels of secrecy
in this organization. Yet, despite her scent-scan opening the door,
the firm statue took legs and escorted her down the hall. She
understands that it was procedure, something he must do, but it
still annoyed her. Knowing that it infuriated him to no end, Maria
deliberately took short slow steps so that he was forced to slow
from his fast march through the halls.

 


The De-code room
was semi-lit in a green hue, caused by the forest of screens all
scrolling mysterious codes in hundreds of languages. There was a
ghostly aura to the room. Sven Olsen was the Duty Officer of the
day. He stood a head over Maria and was much younger, and as Maria
thought, too young for the importance of this job. She had never
considered the fact that she might be getting older. His blond hair
illustrated a Scandinavian heritage as did his singing accent.

“Professor
Espinoza. I thought that note might get a quick response.”

With that
greeting, the stone-faced guard pivoted and returned to his
posting.

 


With Maria in tow
Sven walked over to some computer banks. She said,

“Yes, it’s not
often your Tag Program catches the term Sky People. Where did it
come from?”

He tore a piece of
paper off the printer and handed it to her, saying,

“This is the
original catch.”

As there were only
three words on the paper it only needed a glance but it was enough
to cause confusion. Looking up at Sven she said,

“But this is not a
Sky People snag. What has the term Gente de cielo got to do with
anything?”

 


With a degree of
pride Sven responded,

“Everything.
Knowing that many governments, businesses and spy organizations
‘flag’ for specific words or phrases, many use dead languages for
important expressions, thereby skipping past important flags. We
are practised enough to include all those feeble attempts at
skipping flags. ‘Gente de cielo’ is an old conquistador dialect for
Sky People.”

 


Sven saw a glimmer
of understanding and smile sneak across her face. She asked,

“Who sent it and
were was it sent to?”

“It was a
communiqué between two professors of linguistics, Professor Vasques
from Barcelona at the University of Pompeau Fabra to a fellow
linguistics professor in Madrid at the Menendez Pelayo
International University. Professor Alcaraz was asking for help in
translating the phrase Gente de cielo.

 


Something inside
Maria suddenly turned to wild excitement. It was an old stirring
that although never forgotten was still simmering on the back
burner. The name that broke through the broth was Belle. Belle was
the daughter of the Sky People, a little girl that Maria chanced
upon a few years ago when categorizing and organising tribal DNA in
the Amazon jungle for the University of Rio de Janeiro. Captain
Santo Martinez, a soldier for BASIC at that time was sent after
Belle so that they might capture and do tests on her unique mental
abilities. Ever since then, over the years, Maria has had it in her
heart to seek out Belle, to reconnect with a long lost parental
stirring.

 



Chapter
3

 


At their guest
house on Isle De Casa Bromhouser, home to the House of the
Nazarene, Captain Santo Martinez was sitting outside on the patio
overlooking the Aegean Sea. It was his favorite thing to do after a
mission. His tension was floated away by the lazy winds much like
the sailboats out on the azure waters. As it was mid-afternoon, the
sun was high and beaming down on him. He enjoyed that too. Hesitant
to intrude, Yanka, their personal maid poked her head through the
balcony door and in a heavy Russian accent quietly said,

“Mister Captain
Sir?”

Yanka was probably
in her late 40’s, just a few pounds away from obese and had black
hair done up in a tight bun. After the Captain had cast her a lazy
acknowledgment she said,

“I go now.”

Santo nodded and
she disappeared.

 


With a cold beer
in hand, his feet up on the rail he was half asleep. That is until
Maria showed up. As she sat beside him one of his eyes opened and
he saw the excitement in hers. It was as if he was afraid to
ask,

“What did you do
now?”

She pulled the
beer from his hand and after a tall cool swig, presented him with a
paper and said,

“This was tagged
by the de-code room this morning.”

With it still in
her hand, he looked at it and like her at first, it meant nothing.
She explained the code to him and suddenly he understood the root
of her excitement.

 


He understood her
need to reconnect with Belle, that it was a substitute for losing
her baby daughter Zasha. He knew what was on her mind and what she
wanted to do. He asked,

“So how do you
want to work this?”

“We will need to
go to Madrid and talk to this Professor Alcaraz. We need to know
where he got the document and what the rest of it says.”

Santo replied,

“I thought you
were working on some genetics research project important to
Gustav?”

“Well, I am, but
this is more important. Besides, all the leaders of the House of
the Nazarene have waited for hundreds of years to find the origin
of their other genetic half. What are a few more days?”

“You do understand
that you will need Gustav’s permission to use one of the planes
right?”

 


That realization
just came to her but she was quick with a comeback.

“Well, the
location of the lost tribe of the Sky People is important to the
House of the Nazarene as well. I’m going over to ask him right
now.”

Santo took the
beer out of her hand and said,

“You go right
ahead, I’ll be right here when you come back with an answer.

 



Chapter
4

 


Rome, 1309 AD

In the early
1300’s Rome was besieged by riots and political upheaval.

Following the
conflict between Rome’s Boniface VIII and King Philip IV of France,
a deadlocked conclave eventually elected Clement V, a Frenchman as
Pope. Because of the violence in Rome and his fearing for his life,
Clement V declined to move there. In 1309 he moved his court to the
papal enclave at Avignon where it remained for the next 67 years.
The Avignon Papacy remained in France from 1309 to 1376 during
which seven Popes resided, not in the Vatican but rather in
Avignon. The Papal absence from Rome became known as the Babylonian
Captivity of the Papacy.

 


Then, in 1377
Gregory XI, a Roman Pope, was elected and he moved the Papacy back
to Rome, officially ending the Avignon Papacy.One year later, in
1378 the breakdown in relations between

the cardinals
and Gregory's successor, Urban VI, gave rise to the Western Schism.
This started a second line of Avignon popes, though these were now
regarded as illegitimate or anti-popes. The schism ended in
1417.







Chapter 5

 


In France, just to
the north of Avignon and high in the mountains overlooking the
Rhone River, is the castle Aviguard, an ancient Knights Templar
stronghold. Back then it was the secret base of an organization
called the Black Coats because of their propensity to wear black
coats with gold buttons and a yellow sash. They were an organized
bastion of holdouts refusing to accept the papacy’s return to Rome.
Since their inception it had been their political manifesto to
undermine the Roman Papacy and have it returned to Avignon. Because
the Sky People were involved with Rome’s Papacy at the time of the
Rift, and because they were a slightly different appearance, there
was no doubt in the contaminated minds of the Black Coats that they
were demons who had infiltrated Rome’s Vatican. Ever since then
they had been searching for the key to Hades, a doorway to where
the Sky People came from, the dominion of hell. Their plan was not
to send them back through that gate but rather to destroy it for
all eternity, thus preventing the devil from destroying God’s
creation of man.

 


Because of secrecy
and the isolation of Castle Aviguard, there had never been a great
need for security around the castle grounds. The long winding
mountain road leading up to the castle had a guard house at the
bottom, but generally it was only there to turn lost tourists back.
The helicopter landing pad to the east of the castle was the main
approach. It was there that anti-aircraft defences were placed.
That and complicated landing codes and approach instructions were
all that kept the castle secure from enemies and prying eyes.

 


Inside the castle,
in one of the turrets overlooking the Rhone River far below, was
the main administrative centre for the current leader of the Black
Coats, Father Vardon Algernon. Although wearing a priest's black
cassock, he was far removed from the legitimate administration of
the priesthood. He was a young man and proudly carried a long
genetic heritage to the original leader of the Black Coats. His
family curse was the inherence of a bulbous nose and thick lips.
There was nothing handsome about him. He was working on the
computer when there was a knock on the door.

 


Looking up, he saw
standing in the archway the leader of his assassination team.
Morell was old, and bore the scars of many modern day crusades for
the sake of the Word. He was skinny but military strong. There was
also no doubt about his mean disposition. An aura of evil walked in
his footsteps. After a nod that indicated permission to speak,
Morell entered and said,

“We have
intercepted a message from our hated enemy, the House of the
Nazarene.”

In the tone of
authority, Father Vardon Algernon asked,

“And just what has
Gustav Laurent been up to now?”

“Our informant
told us that the House of the Nazarene has snagged a “Sky People.”
tag from a Professor of linguistics at the University of Barcelona,
to another professor at the university in Madrid.”

Suddenly Father
Algernon’s ears perked up. Morell continued,

“The two
investigators he is sending there are Professor Maria Espinoza and
Captain Santo Martinez.”

The two hated
names sent religious shivers through Father Algernon’s spine.

 


In his mind, those
two were not only the greatest enemies of the Vatican, but the
Black Coats as well. Not only did they attempt to smuggle alien
bones out of the Vatican, but they destroyed valuable information
as to where the Sky People were hidden, setting the Black Coat’s
search back almost a generation. He eagerly asked,

“Did we get enough
inside information to act on it?”

“Yes, we have
their flight plan and landing codes.”

After a brief
pause, Father Algernon nodded and said,

“Put your best
team on it.”

Knowing what that
meant, Morell produced an evil sneer, nodded and left.

 



Chapter
6

 


After Maria met
with the leader of the House of the Nazarene, Gustav Magnus
Laurent, and explained the importance of the tag, “Sky People”, he
authorized a plane for her and Santo to fly to Madrid to interview
the Professor of linguistics. As it was just under a two hour
flight, both made planes to be back just in time for supper.

 


Waldorf, the Head
of the island security was waiting for them outside the hangar
door. He was an old soldier, tall and lean. Written across his face
were the lines of countless missions. Maria and Santo were friends
and often met socially but today Santo noticed Waldorf was wearing
his stern military face. They were about to find out why.

 


While handing
Santo the passports and white envelopes, he gruffly said to
Santo,

“Apparently the
only plane available for this mission is my personal jet. I don’t
like it being used for this sort of thing. I don’t want to see any
scratches on it when you come back.”

At that warning
Waldorf walked away in a huff. He had only gotten a few steps away
when he added,

“Don’t forget that
Helga and I are expecting you for dinner.”

Maria, not
understanding the military ego and how it can cherish something as
inanimate as a plane asked Santo,

“What’s with him
today?”

Santo,
understanding the pressures of security simply let it pass as just
being one of those days for Waldorf.

 


When they entered
the large hangar Maria saw that it was crowded with various
personal jets and helicopters all in various states of repair. Both
approached the Flight Controller, Hans Fischer. He was a plain
looking man, easily blending into a crowd and never noticed. He
sprouted messy dark hair and sagging shoulders and as Santo was now
discovering, had a very soft handshake. As Santo always did when
meeting somebody for the first time, Hans was on the wrong end of a
very scrutinizing examination of character. Santo saw something in
Hans that he did not like, the absence of eye contact.

 


As Santo presented
the proper papers to Hans, Maria glanced over at an odd looking
plane. A small group of engineers all holding clipboards and
wearing white smocks, seemed to be inspecting it. She saw an
engineer turn a remote control and much to Maria’s surprise, the
plane faded from view. She understood that it did not totally
disappear, but rather faded into the background. With the flick of
another switch it reappeared and changed color from silver and
white to red and gray. The Id numbers on the wings faded and came
back as different numbers. She had to wonder what sort of mission
something like that was used for. Knowing that the House of the
Nazarene had access to alien technology she simply shrugged, turned
and paid attention to Santo and the flight controller.

 


Upon seeing
Waldorf’s sleek Cessna 130 twin engine Executive Jet she
commented,

“It’s a
little big just for the two of us isn’t it?”

“Yes,” replies
Hans, “but it was short notice. It is Waldorf’s personal jet. My
pilot and co-pilot will fly you there but because they will be out
of logged flight time they will not be able to fly you back. Not to
worry, I will arrange another crew for your return flight.”

He stepped aside,
waved his hand at the entrance and said,

“Have a pleasant
flight.”

The plane’s
interior was luxurious. All twelve seats were loungers and
upholstered in white leather. The wood trim was teak and much to
Santo’s delight, the bar was well stocked.

 


This particular
executive jet had a partition between the cabin and cockpit
allowing the passengers some privacy. In most cases it was the
pilots who more often than not preferred the bulkhead, as it left
them alone to do their job. Santo opened the cockpit door and
introduced himself to the crew. The pilot was a neat, trim young
lady named Shelley. She had short black hair and exuded a military
posture. The co-pilot was Sam, a middle aged man, bald with a very
messy presence in both attire and appearance.

 


After the
introduction and confirmation of their destination, Santo
added,

“I’m sorry you
will not be flying back with us.”

At that, both
produced a confused expression and Shelley asked,

“Oh, and why is
that?”

Surprised that
they did not know, Santo explained,

“The Flight
Controller said you would be out of hours.”

Sam scoffed and
said,

“Don’t worry about
that Sir, we will be here for you.”

Shelley
contributed,

“Because we have
to fly in registered flight lanes it will take a little longer to
get there. Just sit back and relax.”

It was not the
first time Santo had seen conflict of interest between a flight
controller and a crew who were willing to push their legal fly
limit and so he simply let it go.

He shouldn’t
have.

 


He closed the door
and returned to Maria’s side. Back in the cockpit Shelley said to
Sam,

“What was all that
about?”

While taxiing out
of the hangar Sam replied,

“I have no idea.
All I know for sure is that I better be back tonight. It’s my
wife’s birthday. If I miss one more of those it’ll be
curtains.”

Shelley cast Sam a
knowing smile and said,

“She’s mad at you
again huh?”

“It goes beyond
that.”

Shelley then
added,

“I want to get
back too. For once Jimmy and I finally have a night off
together.”

 


Half way through
the flight and after a glass of Champaign, Maria snoozed and Santo
finished a beer while watching a movie. At one point when they were
just sitting looking at each other Santo asked,

“This communiqué
flag that was intercepted, was there more to the document than just
an old reference to the Sky People?”

“No,” she said.
“It was just a communication between two professors asking about
the meaning of an old Conquistador vernacular. However that
professor was going to E-mail the whole document later on so he
could get the context. I’m hoping to get a lot more information
from that document.”

“You mean if he
will let you read it.”

She produced a
practiced coy smile, the one that always worked on him, and
said,

“Don’t you worry
about that. I know how to get information from dusty old
Professors.”

He knew what she
meant.

 


As they were using
a commercial flight path they had to wait their turn to land at a
small airport a mile from the Madrid International. After circling
twice they were given clearance and Shelley put three tires on the
tarmac without spilling a drop of Maria’s Champaign. As Maria was
walking away from the plane she looked back at it and
commented,

“I like Waldorf’s
airplane.”

 


Inside the small
but modern depot were a few rows of seats and one long counter. The
immigration and customs official stood behind the desk waiting for
them. He was an older man wearing a messy unbuttoned uniform not
complimentary to his station. Santo handed him two passports and a
plain white envelope. As the man was more interested in the Euros
in the envelope he very nonchalantly stamped the passports and
inserted a visa in each.

 


The taxi
ride to the Madrid University was choked with traffic and so it
took over an hour to get there. Once inside the university grounds
the taxi driver didn’t know where the Linguistics Department
was located. After
circling a few blocks twice, Santo became impatient and commanded
the driver to stop and they would find it on foot. It only took
three students to get them pointed in the right direction and soon
they were entering a rustic two story building.

 


The lady at the
reception counter accepted their credentials and pointed to the
stairs saying,

“Second floor,
third door on your right.”

As they stood at
the open door looking into the office they saw Professor Alcaraz
sitting at a messy desk seemingly lost to something he was reading.
He was stereotypical of professors accustomed to spending most of
their academic life with their heads buried in dusty old documents
and pouring over the nuances of each letter and stroke of a quill.
Professor Alcaraz was fifty but looked seventy.

 


Considering his
occupation and compulsion to read and interpret ancient languages,
his office was poorly lit and as Maria noticed, his desk was messy
and scattered with documents. She had seen situations like this
before, her own desk for instance. She knew that if she was to
steal just one page from his desk, playing hide and seek with it,
he would instantly recognize which page was missing. As he was not
about to look up at the door to see them, they entered and stood in
front of the desk.

 


After a moment of
being ignored and thinking that he was never going to look up,
Maria finally knocked on his desk. With thin wire glasses hanging
precariously at the tip of his nose he finally looked up to see two
strangers standing in front of his desk. Since he had not heard
them enter there was a look of confusion about him, wondering why
somebody had invaded his private space. Maria knew that a brief
introduction would be sufficient and so there was no effort at the
formalities of a handshake. She said,

“Professor
Alcaraz, my name is Professor Maria Espinoza and this is my
understudy Santo Martinez. You granted us an interview regarding
the ancient Monsignor Demonte transcripts.”

 


The introduction
did not erase the look of confusion from his furled forehead. As
she had dealt with it many times in her term at the University of
Rio de Janeiro, Maria recognized the look of wonderment about him.
Ignoring the unintentional snub she took the lone chair and moved
it to the front of his desk. Because Santo was apparently just an
understudy, he was relegated to remain standing.

 


It was clear to
her that the professor’s mind was so filled with dancing notions
and mysterious ancient phrases that he was having trouble
concentrating on the reality of what was happening in front of him.
She has seen the ‘absent minded professor’ syndrome before and so
got right to the gist of the meeting. Though she already knew, she
wanted to get the conversation going on the right foot and so
asked,

“Gente de cielo.
That’s Spanish isn’t it?”

 


That was a
question he understood, the right question to prime the pump of
information. His reply was slow but there was no mistaking his
authority.

“Yes, but it is
more of a conquistador era dialect.”

She did not have
to fake interest when asking,

“How did you come
across such an interesting ancient dialect?”

 


He removed his
glasses and scrutinized his mysterious visitors. Still confused as
to who they were he replied nonetheless.

“It came to me in
a communique from my colleague, Professor Vasques at the University
of Pompeau Fabra asking me the origin of the phrase.”

“I see. Do you
still have that document?”

His eyes drifted
to the scattered pile on his desk and her heart skipped a beat. She
produced that practiced smile and with a slight tilt of her head
politely asked,

“Would you mind if
I had a look at it?”

His hand drifted
to the paper and she reached for it.

 


The ancient
communique was dated 1530 and from a San Pieta Cathedral in Panama.
A Monsignor Demonte was writing about a conversation he had with
conquistador Don Roberto Salvador. It was addressed to the
Monsignor’s superior in Havana, a Cardinal Lucia. There, in the
middle of the document, was the term Gente de cielo. There was also
a mention of an ancient Inca city called Chuchupan. The reference
to a crystal skull was not understood or deemed important so she
politely asked,

“Do you have any
other ancient references to Gente de cielo or any other mention of
the term Sky People?”

 


He looked long at
his pile of papers, glanced at his filing cabinet and then lifted
his eyes as if going into deep thought. After finding nothing in in
his head, he said,

“No, I think I
might have remembered something like that.”

He then asked,

“Do you have any
idea what the term means? Something I can reference it
against?”

She pretended to
go into deep thought and then shook her head, saying,

“No, I have never
heard of the term Sky People before this.”

He looked to her
understudy who was also shaking his head. She then asked,

“Would you mind if
I made a copy of this document?”

As it was already
a copy of the original he had no objection.

 



Chapter 7

 


While suffering
the long taxi ride back to the airport, Maria was going over the
copied document. As far as she was concerned there was only one
clue in the transcript that could help in her quest to locate the
Sky People.

 


The taxi dropped
them off at the same private airport. This time the boarding
procedure was in reverse of the arrival. Santo simply handed the
customs official another white envelope and the waters magically
parted ways for them. He was getting used to this ‘bribe and go’
system, thinking that it was a much simpler way to travel.

 


Out on the tarmac
and standing at the base of the three steps leading up and into the
plane, Santo saw something that he didn’t like. While in the employ
of the House of the Nazarene he had grown accustomed to security
checks, codes and well planned campaigns. What Santo didn’t like
was surprises in the middle of an operation. And there they were
standing at the base of the stairs.

 


One of the men was
young and fat, albeit neat in attire. The other was an older man
with white curly hair, and as Santo thought, if his nick name was
not Captain Silver, it should have been. When Santo and Maria
approached, both men nodded and before introducing themselves the
older man handed Santo a piece of paper.

 


Santo looked at
the change of contingency codes and then reached for his phone. The
numbers were entered and within seconds the codes came back as
confirmed. Looking to the two men Santo said,

“Welcome on board
gentlemen.”

The older man
nodded and introduced himself as Sigmund Reynolds. He then pointed
to his fat co-pilot and introduced him simply as Luis. Luis nodded
and said,

“I’m sorry the
original crew could not take you back. I know it must be
disconcerting for you but this is not a covert mission so much as
simply a return flight.”

 


Luis was correct
in assuming that Santo was not pleased with the situation but he
was also correct in reminding Santo that it was simply a return
flight to the island. Santo asked,

“Have the flight
codes been entered?”

Sigmund Reynolds
replied,

“Yes, Hans Fischer
transmitted the coordinates and approach codes as soon as we were
assigned the flight. We are ready whenever you are.”

Maria noticed
Santo’s concern but said nothing. Strangely, both men crossed
themselves before entering the plane.

 


Once in flight and
both had settled down, Santo asked Maria what was in the document
she had received from the professor. She unfolded the copied
document, pointed and explained,

“It is an
interesting letter from a Monsignor in the San Pieta Cathedral in
Panama to his superior in Havana, Cuba. He was relating a story
about a conquistador named Don Roberto Salvador. After they had
looted a city called Chuchupan, he chased after two escaping Inca
high priests to a secret temple not far away. He said that the high
priests were not of our creation. In the temple, he claimed to have
seen the priest do something with a crystal skull that magically
created a blue light and they walked through an opening in the
solid stone wall. Monsignor Demonte was telling Cardinal Lucia that
he had finally found the key to the gates of hell.”

 


Santo
interjected,

“An interesting
story but what has that got to do with locating the Sky
People?”

Maria pointed to
the paper and said,

“What caught my
attention was what the conquistador said about the Inca priests not
being of God’s creation, meaning that they were not human-like.
Plus what the Monsignor said about him finally locating the key to
the gates of hell. He also referred to the Inca high priest as a
Gente de cielo, a person from the sky or Sky People.”

 


Santo cocked his
head and gave her that ‘come on’ look. Regardless, she knew that
she was onto something and so ignored his sarcastic glance and
added,

“Don’t you get it?
The conquistador saw two fleeing Sky People opening a dimensional
gate and escaping through it.”

Reluctantly, Santo
had to admit that while working for the House of the Nazarene, he
and Maria had seen far stranger things than a priest walking
through a dimensional gate.

 


By this time the
flight had cleared the Spanish mainland and was now flying over the
Mediterranean. As there was nothing to see out the window Maria
fell asleep. Though Santo’s eyes were closed, he was wide awake,
his mind filled with the events of the day. As the drone of the
twin engine Cessna was minimal he heard the soft crunch of a heavy
footstep on the aisle carpet. He understood that someone was slowly
approaching. Thinking that the heavy co-pilot might have come into
the cabin to check on them he slowly forced one eye open.
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