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The Origin of B.A.S.I.C

 


The secret
organization got its start in Brazil during the Second World War as
organization funded by the Government to refit and create advanced
weapons for the army. After the war, they expanded their market to
all countries of the world interested in escalating their armed
forces with unconventional armaments.

 


It soon became
clear that no matter the issue, conventional science or touching on
science fiction, if it was profit based they would investigate and
invest. With that in mind, a secret organization came into
existence, the Brazilian Army Secret Intelligence Command or
B.AS.I.C. Their nonpartisan directive was to buy and sell
information and technology developed for military use to the
highest bidder regardless of politics or country.

 


Some years later,
when a meteorite crashed into the Amazon jungle, BASIC branched
into alternative and forbidden sciences. Deep within the jungle a
native discovered an enormous meteor creator and in it was a
strange shaped meteorite. When hauled out, it resembled a man’s arm
from elbow to five extended fingertips. To his way of thinking,
there was only one thing it could possibly be, the left arm of
god.

 


He carried it back
to their village and placed it on an altar. Although mostly covered
by the dark stone, some noticed on one of the stone fingers, second
from the left, was a band of gold. To get at it, they tried to chip
the stone away but it was a harder stone than their tools. They
could not get at the gold and so left it on the finger.

 


How the Arm of God
ended up in the research labs of BASIC was not known. Some
speculated it was their mandate to investigate such mysteries and
simply traded for it. Keeping to their directive of profit, they
wanted to know if there was more gold inside the meteorite.

 


Using
sophisticated tools, they soon discovered the gold band was in fact
a ring. Continuing to chip away at the meteorite, they discovered
evidence of fossilized bones running down the middle of the arm. It
was proposed that it might be a fossilized human arm. Because the
other end of the arm appeared shredded, they thought it was
violently torn from the rest of the body. The best known
radiometric dating system determined the meteorite might be 500
million years old.

 


The scientists
willingly accepted that a human arm could fossilize. They also
willing accepted that it somehow could end up in outer space. Yet,
the cold hard fact remained the bone was 500 million years old.
There were no humanoids in the universe at that time, or so they
thought.

 


Because there were
stranger things in their laboratories, such an impossible theory
was not quickly dismissed. After all, in the confines of space and
the age of the universe, 500 million years was but the blink of an
eye.

 


As they chipped
away more of the meteorite, the mystery deepened. On the wrist of
the meteorite they discovered a metal flex band attached to a
wristwatch. There was a crack in the lens but they were not sure if
they did it or it was there from the start. The numbers on the dial
were clear and showed the time stopped at 2:45 in the afternoon.
What shocked the scientists the most, in small gold letters was the
word ‘Rolex’

 


Diligently, for
they now understood this was a great mystery, they managed to chip
the watch off the fossilized arm. It took a long time but
eventually they were able to clear the stainless steel backing and
on it was etched in English,

“To Rick Mann.
Good luck with your new hockey career in Boston. Love Mom and
Dad.”

By itself, perhaps
it was not too astounding until remembering the great age of the
meteorite.

 


Through extensive
research they discovered there was a Rick Mann living in Boston USA
and was a hockey player for the Boston Bruins. They decided
scientists should fly to Boston and solve this mystery of the
ages.

 


When they could
not locate him, they went to the parents who showed them his
picture. He was a good looking young man, brown hair cut short, a
smile projected his confidence and as the parents said, was cursed
with a touch of vanity. In the picture, he possessed both arms and
on his left wrist was a Rolex watch. They asked if there was an
inscription on the watch and the parents confirmed the engraving
was a gift congratulating him on playing for that team.

 


The father
explained the crack on the lens was because he wore it during a
practice and to his chagrin an errant puck struck the crystal. They
asked about the ring on his hand and were told he was married two
days before posing for the picture. The parents said that last
month Rick Mann had an appointment at 2:45 in the afternoon to get
the crystal repaired. The shopkeeper said he was there but when he
turned his back for a second, there was a flash of light and he was
never seen again.

 


When returning to
their laboratory, the scientists only added to the mystery of the
meteorite and the watch. From that day forward, the fossilized arm
of Rick Mann was archived in the vaults of the secret organization
and in due time the mystery was forgotten. As the scientists were
prone to do, they ignored the difficult mysteries and moved on to
the profitable ones. To this day, the emblem of BASIC shows a man’s
left forearm with a watch and a ring on his finger.

 


The secret
organization is now a world leader in the research of forbidden and
unexplained mysteries of the world. A few years ago, they added a
new chapter to their agenda, the retro engineering of technically
advanced enigmatic sciences. In a world of secret research, they
are at the forefront of restoring technology found in recovered
alien spacecraft. The recovered or recreated technology was sold to
the highest bidder. By their mandate, they are nonpartisan and
loyal only to profit, even accepting bids from terrorist blocs.

 




Introduction

 


Introduced in the
first book of the House of the Nazarene, ‘Daughter of the Sky
People,’ Maria Espinoza was a DNA profile specialist determined to
hide from traumas of her past. The farthest she could escape was to
a laboratory deep in the Amazon Jungle profiling tribal genetics.
Through a twist of fate and evil intentions a little girl, a
Daughter of the Sky People came into her empty life.

 


Because of a past
sin, leaving her daughter to die alone, Maria looked for redemption
in returning the little girl to her family. After many months
trekking through the jungle, she and Captain Santo Martinez managed
to escape death and finally deliver Belle back to the strange tribe
of the Sky People. Although the objective of the journey was
complete, they still faced many months walking out of the jungle
and back to their individual lives.

 


When finally
returning to the village of her laboratory, Maria discovered she
lost everything including the laboratory and university funding. In
despair and looking to restart her career, she returned to Rio de
Janeiro. Santo too lost everything. When returning to his villa,
because of his long absence, his family left him. While searching
for his twin daughters, he returned to his duties.

 




Prologue

 


Returning from the
jungle to no life and no job, Maria found herself starting over.
The two people in her life, her husband and daughter were both in
the grave and buried deep in her sad memory. Although not to her
liking, more as a necessity, she found herself working for BASIC
and once again falling into emotional conflict with a man she
secretly loved but could not have, the married Captain Santo
Martinez.

 


‘The Garden of
Man’ consisted of a strange menagerie of humans from all cultures
and times on Earth. A Japanese couple, Aki and her husband Heroito,
mysteriously disappeared from their homeland in 1215 AD. Last year
they inexplicably appeared again in the ‘Garden of Man’. They now
live a tranquil existence with a Viking couple, Egyptians from the
pyramid era, as well as other human couples from different times
and places on Earth.

 


Mysteriously, Aki
ended up in a BASIC laboratory where it became the job of Maria to
solve the secret of who she was, and the mystery of the maps she
drew. Reunited with Santo, they ventured into alien mysteries.
Terrorists were determined to control the enigmatic Earth Tunnels
leading to many places on Earth with a journey of only a few
steps.

 



Chapter
1

 


Spending almost a
year trekking through the Amazon Jungle can change a person. After
returning Belle to the mysterious tribe of Sky People, Santo and
Maria had spent almost seven months in the jungle. For both, it was
important to get back to their normal lives.

 


To escape such
torturous conditions, a bond of trust and dependency was paramount
to survival. Before the arduous return trek, Belle taught to them
the ways of the jungle and how to survive. Each understood without
those lessons neither would survive a decimating and punishing trek
for more than a few days. The curse of both spending so much time
together prompted many disagreements as well as some rare intimate
moments. Each survived by setting different and determined
priorities.

 


Santo, the
consummate family man survived his ordeal with a determination to
return to his wife and twin daughters as well as his duty to BASIC.
Maria, despite living in a village aptly called ‘Hell’s End’ simply
wanted to get back to her lab. After suffering unbearable hurt and
pain, she looked forward to returning to her mundane existence as a
tribal DNA profiler.

 


Finally, when
walking out of the jungle and seeing Hell’s End, jubilation filled
the air for both. For the countless times thinking they were cursed
to wander the jungle forever, here was the end of the nightmare. In
the months they were gone, not much changed in Hell’s End. When
stuck in a mundane endless loop of tedious existence what could
possibly change? Walking through the village on the way to her
laboratory, as usual, the tavern was filled with revellers and the
church was empty.

 


Numerous women
dressed in various stages of undress tried to entice men coming
from the jungle or returning to it into their web. The Church
looked the same. As Maria passed, she saw the a new Preacher
standing there holding various brochures trying to attract them to
his church. Flashes of Pedro killing the previous preacher flashed
through her memory.

 


Suddenly Santo
remembered he should not go back to the laboratory with her. He
stopped in front of the church and said,

“I’m going to ask
the Preacher if he has a satellite phone so I can call my base for
an extraction.”

Confused, Maria
said,

“Why? Come on over
to my lab, I have a Sat-link phone and you can call from
there.”

 


He knew it was
impossible but to explain meant an instant barrage of temper and
more of her explicit blasphemous vocabulary known only to sailors.
She noticed his reluctant steps but did not understand why.
Spending months together in the jungle and hours talking, there was
still much she did not know about him. She turned and continued
walking toward what he knew would be a disaster for her as well as
him.

 


As she rounded a
corner, she grew excited to see the laboratory and getting on with
her life. Knowing what she was about to see, Santo was smart enough
to stay a few yards back. Suddenly he heard an ear piercing scream.
Turning around and running in the opposite direction was an option
but not the way of a brave soldier.

 


Looking at a dirt
field where her laboratory was she stood stunned. Kids were playing
stick-ball on it. After chasing through the village making
inquiries, she learned after the death of the Preacher, a stranger
came and blew up her lab. Devastated beyond recovery, she spent the
next couple of hours in the tavern reminded how awful Satlow
tasted.

 


Meanwhile, Santo
went back to the church and convinced the new Preacher the
importance of using his newly acquired satellite phone. After
subjected to a long sermon, Santo contacted Headquarters and
requested an extraction.

“Thank you Padre
Edwards. A plane will pick me up in a matter of hours.”

He politely
declined listening to a rousing rendition about ‘the Joys of Life
in the Resurrected Body’ from the book of Corinthians.

 


While standing on
the dock waiting for his extraction plane, he wondered if he should
venture over to the tavern and say good-bye to Maria. It would be a
risky thing to do. Although in an inebriated state and brooding
over her lost laboratory, he understood she would have asked the
patrons how her property became a dirt field. After many months of
learning jungle survival tactics, he thought it best to stay away
from sharp teeth.

 


A few minutes
later and over the horizon, he saw the amphibian plane coming in
for a landing on the river. Now in the plane, he sat by a window
and looked out over the village. He hoped this would be his last
memory of a nightmare. As the plane taxied away from the pier, he
saw Maria in the distance frantically running toward him. She was
waving and judging from her irate expression was yelling something
at him. The roar of the engines prevented hearing it but his skill
of lip reading, minus obscenities translated to,

“You ass, you blew
up my lab.”

 



Chapter
2

 


Heroito was the
bravest samurai warrior in Japan. In battle, he protected his
Emperor with skill and courage equalled to none. There was no
disputing his willingness to die protecting his Emperor. Yet, today
he stood in fear and trembled at what was in front of him. Standing
next to him was his wife Akiko. As a wall against trembling fear,
he held her hand tight. Akiko knew her husband was the bravest
warrior on Earth but this was not Earth. A trembling hand tightened
on the hilt of his sword.

 


Standing in front
of them was an ominous and strange bird never seen before. Although
huge, to Akiko it resembled the oval shape of a grain of rice.
Though the angles said no harm would come to them, fear of the
unknown still prevailed.

 


Suddenly and to
their great horror, the bird’s mouth opened wide and its tongue
stuck out extending to the ground. They obeyed the angel and
stepped upon the ramp leading into the belly of the beast. With
Heroito’s hand griped tight around the hilt of his valued sword,
slow hesitant steps carried them into the gaping mouth. Despite
assurances from the angles, both were sure they were walking to
their death.

 


At the top of the
tongue, Heroito peered into the dark throat of the strange bird. It
was a deep gullet and adding to his fear, it was empty. He was sure
they were the food for the hungry god-like bird. Although Akiko’s
fear still ruled her, she possessed the inner strength of a curious
person. She struggled to pull frozen eyes from the depth of the
stomach and look about. ‘Odd,’ she thought, ‘a bird with no
feathers and wings yet it can fly.’

 


Inside the belly
of the bird were seats made of wide straps. Again, they obeyed the
angel and sat. The angel then put belts around their waist. Soon
after, both felt the bird lift off the ground and knew they were
flying. As they sat bathed in fear and struggling with bravery,
Heroito again pressed his wife’s hand tight. The word of the angle
echoed, ‘You will not be harmed.’ Although they believed the angel,
it was hard to believe under such frightening circumstances.

 


At last the
nightmare of the steel bird was over. With a bump, it landed and
again its mouth opened wide. As a beam of sunlight entered the
belly, a voice from the angel boomed loud,

“Welcome back to
Earth. You may remove your seat belts and exit to the Garden of
Man.”

Both stood at the
top of the ramp and looked out into a greater mystery. Not far away
they saw a white canvass wall. Afraid to take the first step
through the opened mouth, they stood frozen.

 


While living with
the angles in heaven, they were never harmed and only feared what
they did not understand. The voice of the angel again echoed in the
belly of the bird.

“Fear not this new
land for it is as I have promised you. It is the land of others and
you shall be among friends. Be brave one more time and step out
into your new home.”

 


Heroito and Akiko
bravely stepped out of the bird and took hesitant steps down the
bird’s tongue. After all the years in the domain of the angels,
they ventured into the Promised Land. As they stood on the ground
and stared at the canvas wall, the great bird closed its mouth and
lifted high toward the heavens.

 


Somebody from the
other side of the tent pushed the flap aside and looked at them in
wonder. Both were startled and scared at the man’s odd appearance.
There was hair on his face and there was a black color to his skin.
Although he smiled with pleasant eyes, both newcomers to the Garden
of Man were still afraid.

 


Instinctively,
Heroito stepped in front of his wife to protect her against what
might be an attack. He felt braver now for although he understood
his great Samurai sword could not kill the metal bird it would fare
well against the flesh and blood standing in front of them.
Determined to show he intended to protect his wife, he drew his
sword and held it high.

 


When seeing the
glistening sword held high, in a submissive manner the black man
put both his hands in the air. Somebody behind the submissive man
parted the tent to reveal many people staring and smiling at them.
The black man said nothing and simply extended his right hand.
Akiko gently put her hand on her husband’s shoulder and as always
she got her way and he lowered and sheathed the sword. Akiko
stepped forward and extended her hand to touch the strange man’s
hand. The angel told them this was the international sign of peace
and friendship.

 


Heroito also
extended his hand and accepted the peace gesture. The man then
gently tugged on the still gripped hand and indicated for him to
come forward, away from the tent. He then indicated for the others
to come out to meet their new friends. Apprehensively Akiko
followed her husband and came face to face with other people from
the Garden of Man. All eyes were on them, staring and excited to
meet the newcomers.

 


Still, smiles did
little to erase apprehension in both and the crowd appeared to
understand the hesitation. Each one at different times stood there
scared and hesitant to venture forth. Then all the people of the
Garden of Man began clapping. The greeting and adulation of the
applause not only filled the valley but also erased their fear. For
the first time since their journey from heaven to the new land,
Akiko smiled.

 


As Akiko stood in
front of the people of the valley, she looked past them into the
distance and took pleasure in what she saw. It felt strangely
right. The familiar birds, the long forgotten trees and the smell
of air evoked warm memories. Still, not unlike a distant bell, it
was a cold memory. To her, it was akin to finally being home, a
home not seen since their youth in a different land.

 


Taking Heroito’s
hand in hers, she took the first step into the Promised Land. As
they walked down the dirt path and with the crowd still clapping a
warm welcome, she said to him,

“Come my husband
and let us start this new life in the land the angels promised
us.”

 



Chapter
3

 


Devastated by the
loss of her jungle laboratory, Maria applied for university
financing to rebuild the lab but every application and argument was
rejected. Not knowing what to do with her life, she returned to Rio
de Janeiro and suffered a mundane existence in a small apartment.
When her life savings finally ran out it was time to face reality
and look for a job. She applied for a position as Professor of
Fundamental Gene Studies at the University. Although it was akin to
asking a professor to teach kindergarten, at her present financial
dilemma it was at least a paycheque. An additional humiliation was
receiving a letter from the university advising she was on the
‘short list’

 


A week later she
got an acceptance letter, a spark in a gloomy life. Although not
shinning bright, it was at least a dim glow in the proper
direction. Her previous standing in the University earned her a
small apartment on campus. Getting ready to move into her new
apartment was easy. Three boxes in the middle of her current small
apartment contained all her possessions.

 


While waiting for
a taxi to take her across town to the university, she sat on one of
the boxes and went through her mail. Promises to eventually pay
bills and rent would have to wait. It was the last letter in the
pile that sent regret and trauma through her spine. It was from a
barrister looking after the late Professor Juan Carlos estate, her
late husband. His funds ran out and the lawyer was no longer able
to maintain his apartment. Without further funds, unfortunately it
will be sold and remaining possessions properly disposed of. Should
contact be preferred, the letter included the phone number of the
barrister.

 


As all marriages,
it was made in heaven but unfortunately this one ended in hell.
Rather than go directly to the university, against an inner voice
screaming at her not to, she decided to phone and get his address.
It was difficult to stand facing the door of his apartment. With
key in hand, she wondered why she was even here. As she inserted
the key, a slow hand appeared to have a mind of its own. It was the
first time she saw the small apartment, in fact had anything to do
with him since the divorce. The apartment was void of all the Inca
influence once littering his so-called ‘Throne Room.’ The Inca
statues, artwork and paraphernalia of an ancient kingdom he stole
from the museum were eventually returned.

 


Standing in the
middle of an empty room she looked at the carpet and understood she
was standing on the spot where his body was finally found. Memories
of happier times flooded through her as well as guilt for what she
did to a once proud man. She knew what his mind turned to and whose
fault it was. Guilt pressed hard on fragile shoulders and forced
her to kneel in front of the only box on the floor, the only
possession of a life lost.

 


A slow hand opened
the box and sad eyes peered into it. She reached deep and removed a
most hurtful picture. While holding a picture of a baby she knew
was Zasha, a daughter she wronged, her husband beamed with pride.
With a tear in one eye, she offered a prayer for mercy and
forgiveness. She asked God if daughter and father were united in
heaven. That was all she needed to know yet there was no reply. She
prayed they were.

 


The weight of her
sin was still heavy and she knew there would never be forgiveness.
She knew what she did could not be reconciled in this world. A
voice echoed through her confused thoughts, “Put the picture down.
You had no problem putting her down to die alone.” Although only a
picture, for the first time she gently kissed Zasha. A trembling
hand put the picture back in the box. Perhaps as an omen of lost
love, the glass mysteriously fractured.

 


While absently
looking into the box, melancholy eyes saw another picture lost to a
distant memory. It was a picture of her standing proudly in her
Commencement Gown accepting a diploma, a doctorate in Hereditary
and DNA Profiling studies. Why did he save the picture? Did he
value her so much he wanted to remember youthful days and happier
times? She took solace in realizing he could easily have burned it.
How was she able to hold it without burning her hand?

 


Leaving the box in
the middle of an empty floor, she stood and walked out of the room.
Save a box of bad memories, there was nothing here for her and so
without turning around, locked the door behind her.




Chapter
4

 


It did not take
Akiko long to feel the beauty of her new land. She greatly relished
in the affection and long lost familiarity of tall trees, blue
rivers, azure skies and rolling hills. This was their new home and
both were anxious to get on with their new lives.

 


After the initial
shock of eviction from the home of the angels and the comfort of a
familiar place wore away, Akiko eventually began to adjust to the
new Promised Land. Because nothing was done for them anymore, they
were told it was harsher here than the home of the angels. Yet it
did not seem foreboding at all, almost welcome in a strange and
long forgotten way.

 


As all the strange
inhabitants of the Garden of Man paraded their newest members down
the path, Akiko was as excited as a little girl in a doll store.
Her eyes darted from one thing to another. Here were all the things
the angels promised. Birds she recognized reminded her of an
elusive past. Animals roamed the valley and Akiko’s heart soared
when seeing her favorite of all wild animals, a Panda Bear sitting
in the Bamboo stalks chewing on leaves. She thought it looked at
her but only fleetingly as it quickly returned its attention to
eating. The newest occupants of the Garden of Man did not concern
the Panda.

 


As she passed the
Panda, she promised herself to return with paper and paints and ask
it to pose for her. Akiko loved to draw. Here in her new home she
would request paper and paint with the intention of drawing all of
nature’s animals. She was disappointed when the angels would not
allow her to bring back any of her paintings of the strange and new
animals she drew in heaven. They told her it would be difficult to
explain the different animals in their new home. To appease her,
the angel said there would be animals in the Promised Land from her
memories as a little girl.

 


What the angel did
not understand about an artist was they were a different type of
human. They have eyes for things that escape those who are not
creative. What the angel did not know about Akiko was that once she
studied a subject and painted it, she never forgot the small
details. Every feather, every eye and proper color was forever
committed to memory. That was why she did not argue when told to
leave her precious canvasses behind. She understood she could
accurately later repaint everything she saw in heaven.

 


Another of her
great skills was in drawing maps. When the angels abducted her, it
was not for her skill as a cartographer. Her mind resembled a
camera. Once seeing a coastline, mountains and rivers, it was akin
to filing the image away in a steel memory. She took great pride in
the accuracy of drawing nature and coastlines. She was an artist
and that was why the angels abducted her and took her to what she
was told was heaven.

 


In their new home
in the Garden of Man, there was a choice of building their house by
the trees, closer to the stream or on the knoll bathed in sunlight
from dawn to dusk. After considerable surveying and discussion
between husband and wife, they decided to select the top of a knoll
benefiting from the sun as she painted.

 



Chapter
5

 


From the timber of
tall cedars, all the male members of the valley gathered to hew and
chop a new home for their newest members. One of the men was taller
than Heroito and much to the chagrin of his masculine pride, at
least twice as muscular. There was no telling where the long
flowing blond beard began and his wavy hair started. Both gave the
appearance of a great singular mop of hair. His thick fur coat was
in great contrast to the smooth silk Akiko and Heroito wore
although neither seemed to care about the difference.

 


The women baked
and served water to their husbands as they worked in the hot sun.
Helga, wife of the hulking Viking, saw her furs and leather slacks
as a status of wealth and refinement. She was polite when
refraining mentioning she thought it odd for Akiko to wear the
excrement of worms for clothing. Such was the wealth of silk.
Because Heroito and Akiko were the only Japanese couple in the
valley and Lars and Helga were the only Norse Vikings, obviously
there would be cultural differences.

 


Another strange
man obviously lacking modesty carried a heavy beam for the roof.
Although clad in trousers, he was naked from the waist up. Akiko
tried to divert shy eyes but saw and recognized a crude bow and
arrow slung across his back. She also questioned why he wore eagle
feathers in his hair. Another man wearing a big white hat and
cowboy boots swung a heavy hammer.

 


As strange as the
menagerie of different cultures was, their way of communicating was
equal. Clearly, humans from different nations and times in history
were not able to communicate in a common language and so the
resolve was hand signals taught to them by the angles before their
eviction from heaven and return to Earth.

 


Across the valley
was a coned tent belonging to the man with a feather in his hair
and his wife. The man with the cowboy boots lived in a house made
of logs with his wife. Another house resembled nothing more than a
knoll covered with grass. Akiko’s new home was crude and the roof
leaked on the odd occasion it rained. Even though it was modest, it
was home.

 


In the dawn of
their new life, Akiko decided to make a change in their life,
something she hoped would add a spark and new direction to fate.
Heroito Nomo, her husband for life was now and to a large degree
playfully referred to only as Hero. Although the English
interpretation of the word was lost to both, Hero apparently
enjoyed the teasing. In response and in the warmth of tender
moments, Akiko’s new name became Aki.

 


The first few
months in their new promised land passed with great excitement and
thrill of discovery. As it turned out, their strange new neighbors
on the other side of the knoll were kind and respectful. The man,
whose name was Rashi, insisted on wearing what he referred to as a
turban on his head.

 


In the daylight,
Aki painted and Hero tended to his flowers and vegetable garden but
soon there were weeds in the garden. As gracious and magnanimous as
the Garden of Man treated and fed everyone, Hero soon became
disenchanted with his new life. Something happened not to his
liking at all.

 


His frustration
was age. Aki’s age did not concern him for in his eyes she did not
seem to grow old at all. As the years passed, she looked even more
beautiful. His eyes did not see her new wrinkles and graying hair.
To him she somehow remained the same young beautiful woman he
married so long ago. Sadly, his memory now also started to
fade.

 


As all Samurai
Warriors, he named his sword after his favorite ancestor, Kamituko.
To his chagrin, he could no longer grip Kamituko with the strong
fingers of youth. To him, it was not only an insult to his ancestor
but the sword as well. In this new world, he had no son and
therefore unable to keep the sword alive. With his death comes also
the death of the sword.

 


Heavy eyes lifted
from the steel and peered across the vastness of the green valley
and the distant snow-capped mountains. They were soothing and
serene to his sombre mood. He understood his wife’s obsession of
painting them. He also understood the danger. These were the
boundaries of the garden and forbidden to go there. The angel said
what lay beyond was the end of the world, where evil lived.

 


The infallible
strength of the invisible fence surrounding the Garden of Man was
not a physical fence with barbwire. The true strength of the
boundary was a fear of the angle’s wrath. The angle told them not
to go there and so the strength of their faith prevailed. The
angels can at times be strict and cruel to transgressions.

 


There came a
gentle rustling noise from inside the house and he understood Aki
was ready for their time of prayer. The seventh day ritual greatly
pleased them. It was a reminder that although they no longer lived
in heaven, the angles were still with them.

 


Eventually the
paper sash door slid open and out came his reason for living.
Forced to drop his melancholy mood, he looked up and beamed
welcoming eyes at her. Because her husband’s gleaming eyes are not
always honorable, to cover an embarrassed smile she brought her
hand up to her mouth. She knew what was dancing through his mind.
This was a holy day, not a day of thinking such thoughts.
Apparently, he was not so old.

 


As was the ritual
of the seventh day, Aki was dressed in her finest full length
Kimono. It was black with gold trim and woven of the finest silk.
White and pink flowers from the Cherry Blossom trees adorned the
hem. Her long black hair was done up in a tight bun with the
customary Kituma sticks crossed through the knot. Although hating
the high Sinno sandals, it was after all a consecrated day and a
time for tradition and ritual.

 


Ignoring his
painful knees, he stood and stepped toward her. He understood he
must not crush the silk fabric or smear the white powder on her
cheeks. Mostly it was forbidden to knock her off those high and
awkward Sinno sandals. She looked past him, out into the valley and
saw their neighbors coming through their red Terii gate. It was
their habit to walk to the place of worship with them.

 


If there was to be
peace in the valley then there must be tolerance and understanding
of other people and their ways. The Viking couple obviously
understood as well and forgave Aki for the barbaric way she painted
her face in such a grotesque way. They tried their best not to
stare, in fact tried not to laugh.

 


Helga was also
dressed in finery although the concept of what was acceptable
ceremonial dress was a deep chasm between the two cultures. What
Helga considered ceremonial dress and a fair representation of
their traditions, Aki considered barbaric. One should not wear the
fur of dead animals to a holy place. It did not seem right to her,
even blasphemous.

 


Despite coming
from not only a different part of the world but another time as
well, they got on well and many times sought out each other’s
company by an evening fire. After completing their morning
greeting, all four walked down the path leading to their place of
worship.

 


Eventually they
came to an open field where the rest of the occupants of the valley
gathered for the seventh day rituals. Along with the Viking couple,
was another older couple. The woman was dressed in her finest
Sarong while her husband, Rashi proudly sported his newest Turban.
His long black beard was pressed tight to his chin by a fine mesh
net.

 


The official
census of the valley was three hundred and ten people and all were
older couples. Much to the displeasure of Aki, there were no
children in the valley. As always, she hoped that on this holy day,
it might be different. This time she hoped children would step from
the great metallic bird. Aki always prayed for a child of her
own.

 


Save not having
children, they regretted nothing. Still, after all those
adventures, all those wonderful things they saw and experienced,
she would gladly trade it all for one small child. Yet, similar to
Hero who now felt his age, she understood she was past the time.
Everyone in the Garden of Man was old and past the time of having
children.

 


In the center of
the field of grass was a tall wall of white canvass. Its height was
eight feet and each of its four sides was thirty feet long. The
sides were high and it was forbidden to open a flap and look
inside. As it was with the law to venture beyond the forbidden
mountains, reverence kept all eyes to the ground.

 


At first, the soft
wind blowing through the valley was just a gentle stirring but all
knew God was coming. As per law of the angles, they all knelt and
lowered their eyes to the ground. It was forbidden to open eyes and
look up at God’s arrival. Slowly the gentle wind increased and
waved Aki’s elaborate silk sleeves.

 


It was then
something strange happened deep inside Aki’s curious mind. Although
her eyes were sealed, a forbidden desire invaded her. She tried
hard to fight it but an insatiable curiosity eventually won the
day. Her artistic obsession for seeing things in their true form
needed to see God.

 


Artists need to
understand the substance of all existing things. God was right
above her and she needed to see the glow, otherwise how else could
she paint the true glory of the angels? Aki simply needed to know.
The only question was which was the strongest, her curiosity, or
her fear of the law forbidding open eyes during the ceremony?

 


It had to happen.
Of all the other times she was true to her faith and obeyed divine
laws, it now ended. When they lived in heaven, they were told if
they obeyed the law they would be looked upon with favour. They
would be protected, fed and clothed as long as they obeyed
them.

 


Many nagging
thoughts prevailed however. Why was it necessary to honor those
laws when no longer living in heaven? Was God a male or female? Was
God of human appearance as stated in the holy book, ‘And God
created man in his image.’ Was there something above her to see at
all? Her biggest fear was God might be invisible and she would
never be able to paint the power and the glory.

 


There now came
from above what sounded as a blare of trumpets and she knew God was
now hovering over the tent. Her stampeding curiosity made it
difficult to obey the law. Why were they cast from heaven? Why were
they placed here in this valley? Why could they not leave the
Garden of Man? What was on the other side of the Forbidden
Mountains? Her curiosity swelled and spun as a mad tornado with the
same destructive result.

 


The hair on the
back of her neck bristled. She knew there was something above her.
Something magnificent was hovering over the tent of the holy place.
She could not help it. With head still low, she slowly raised her
eyes in the sockets as high as she could. Despite the furtive
transgression, she only saw the flapping sides of the tent. It was
not good enough. She needed to see more and understood it was now
or never. She bravely pushed fear aside and with the same curiosity
that killed the cat, she raised her head to the sky. Aki saw God
and was shocked to the depth of her soul.

 


She knew something
was wrong. Multiple spinning blades above the body of the metallic
bird produced a roaring sound and created a terrible wind storm.
Never in her wildest dreams did she imagine this image. What
hovered above the tent was not in the image of man. The power,
glory and majesty of the heavens had no eyes, no arms and no body.
Yet how could this be? Powerful seeds of doubt now took root inside
Aki’s fertile mind.

 


After landing
behind the tent, a few minutes later the image of God again wildly
spun its wings above the metal body and rose high. It flew away in
the direction of the far forbidden mountains. Again, Aki was
confused. Why did God not fly up to heaven? Why did God fly toward
the Forbidden Mountains? Did the angels live on the other side of
the mountains?

 


A stirring within
the crowd snapped her out of the quandary. The wind died down and
the tent walls again settled down. This was the signal the people
of the Garden could open their eyes and raise their heads.

 


Because almost all
members of the Garden of Man were older, many struggled to get off
their knees. When everybody was on their feet, Aki was still on her
knees and staring at the far mountains. Hero looked down at his
wife and saw wonderment and glory in her eyes. While helping her
up, he misunderstood the bewilderment in her eyes.

 


When they pushed
aside the flap, Aki saw two bewildered and confused people standing
frozen and staring at the crowd in front of them. Except for the
fact they wore strange clothes and were of a dark complexion, there
still existed a collective commonality to the others already in the
Garden of Man. They were an older couple, man and woman each with
jet-black hair. They were dressed in black and wearing what Aki
thought might be leather boots coming up to their knees. The most
common feature about them was they were scared to death.
Instinctively the man raised his hand in a halting fashion
indicating for the crowd to stay away from them.

 


Aki remembered
what the crowd did to make her and Hero feel at ease, for there was
no danger among friends. She started to clap. Almost instantly, the
rest of the people in the Garden of Man followed the example. There
came to the valley a thunderous applause welcoming the newest
members to the Garden of Man.

 


Aki was the first
to approach the two newcomers and through the divine signs started
to signal,

“Welcome to the
Garden of Man. Be not afraid of what you do not understand. We are
all friends here.”

Slowly, but still
filled with fear, the man signaled,

“Where are we? Who
are you people?”

Hero stepped
forward and signed,

“You are in the
Garden of Man.”

Aki no longer
believed they were in the Garden of Man.

 


Making sure nobody
saw her, she peeked deeper into the tent looking for children but
saw none. All she saw inside the hallowed ground was food coming
from heaven they called manna. The only thought coming to her,
‘again no children.’ Nonchalantly she released the flap and it fell
back into place. The man with the eagle feathers in his hair and
bow and arrow slung across his back signed to her,

“Best to step
aside.”

 


Everyone in the
valley grew food and traded for other skills. The ground however
will not grow all the essentials. The Hopi Indian and the man with
the Turban began to dismantle the tent walls to expose gifts from
heaven. As the women disappeared with the still confused newly
arrived couple, the men distributed the foodstuff to their fellow
man. The Hopi, whose name was Kitche, picked up a sack and handed
it to eager waiting hands. Rashi did the same. There was no arguing
over who got what or how much. All knew what they were getting.

 


Because rice was
hard to grow in this climate and because of its importance to the
staple of many in the Garden, the angels supplied it. Tea was also
a necessity and so sacks of black tea were handed to those desiring
it. On the fifty-five pound sacks are written words none in the
valley understood except Rashi and his wife. It read,

‘East India Tea
Company.’

On the sacks of
rice was written;

‘Singapore White
Rice.’

For further
information, E-mail Singaporewhiterice.

 


Roy and his wife
tended to the cattle and a specific grain. On these sacks too were
strange writings neither understood. In big English letters were
stamped,

‘Macintosh Feed
and Grain. The cleanest grain this side of the Wyoming River.’

 


Crates of various
canned goods bore the labels of suppliers throughout the world.
Bagels and Lox for the couple from Israel were labeled,

‘Abram’s Deli and
Wholesale specializing in Kosher meats.’

176 King David
Ave. Haifa, Israel.

Cheese from the
Netherlands for the Dutch couple and so it went until all blessed
food from the heavens was distributed and gone from the holy
ground. All returned to their homes with what was theirs by holy
edict.

 



Chapter
6

 


The next morning
Hero woke to find Aki missing from his side. While still in bed, he
grew confused by her absence but then remembered their fight the
previous night. Because it was the first time she was not at his
side, he knew he should go look for her. As he dressed, it came to
him she would be in her favorite place painting the Bonsai trees
and all the other strange things from the strange mind of an
artist.

 


From the front
door, he looked toward the Bonsai trees but she was not there.
While taking a step outside he looked to his right. There she was
sitting on her favorite log staring out toward the Forbidden
Mountains.

 


Feeling that the
reason for her need of tranquility was over zealousness in his
amorous ways last night he sat on the ground beside her but said
nothing. Knowing what he needed to do, he swallowed and with due
sincerity softly said,

“It is my hope
that my wife can find it in her heart to forgive my rude and
unacceptable behavior last night.”

Unfortunately, she
said nothing and continued to stare toward the mountains.

 


He understood she
needed time to herself and as he stood to make his own tea, she
asked a shocking question,

“Why are we not
allowed beyond the mountains?”

The question
greatly shocked him. Caught unawares, he sat back down and replied
in the only possible way.

“Because it is
forbidden.”

“But why?”

“Because the
angels have said so.”

Aki’s reply was
blasphemous.

“I’m going to find
out what’s on the other side of the mountains.”

 


He was stunned.
How could she contemplate disobeying holy demands? She
continued,

“Today I leave the
Garden of Man to see where God lives. Today I shall walk over the
far mountains and return to the heaven we were cast from. I am sure
it lies on the other side of the forbidden mountains. That is where
I saw the angels go after they dropped off the food supplies.”

 


He gently took her
by the hand and with a soft tug and supportive voice he said,

“Come. I shall
make the tea this morning and we will discuss this nonsense over
pleasant aromas.”

To his delight,
she rose with him. As he turned to enter the house, she dropped his
hand and bend over to pick up her valued possessions. She neatly
folded her drawings and pushed them inside a leather bag.

 


Hero watched in
bewilderment as she slung the parcel over her shoulder and without
so much as a good-bye kiss, she turned and walked toward the
forbidden mountains. Hurt and confused, he did not know what to do.
He finally exercised his only option, the only thing he could do.
No matter the insanity, he needed to protect his wife and go with
her. Before they reached the Terii Gate, she asked,

“Where is
Kamituko?”

 


It was a wise
question from a wise wife. How could he protect her without his
grandfather’s trusted sword? He was embarrassed for he traveled to
heaven and back with it and now was about to leave it behind. While
she kept walking, he made a mad dash back to the house. With his
grandfather’s sword slung over his shoulder, he caught up and
silently walked beside her.

 


At the edge of the
Garden of Man was a field of clover and everybody knew this was as
far as they were permitted to go. Aki stopped and calculated it was
probably only an hour’s walk through the clover toward the bottom
of the mountains. As she stepped into the forbidden field, to
Hero’s delight her feet did not disappear. Seeing his wife was
still alive and getting smaller the farther she ventured into the
wrath of God, he reluctantly hurried after her. The love of a woman
does not take precedence over the law of heaven. Aki was now on a
path for the truth, a path that led out of the Garden of Man
forever.

 


It was late
afternoon when they stood facing a cliff of solid rock a thousand
feet high and blocking their escape. Hero became relieved. At least
now she can end this foolishness and come back home with him. She
glowed with a strange satisfaction and mumbled,

“This is it.”

She then turned to
him and asked to hold his ancestral sword. Although thinking it a
strange request, he handed it to her. With it in her hand, she
turned her back on him and again faced the insurmountable sheer
cliff. Suddenly a painful bright light blinded Hero. When he
recovered from the sting, he saw Aki walk into solid rock. As
impossible as he thought it was, it was not the first time he saw
something impossible. He dutifully followed her. Aki was now on her
way to discover where the angels lived and why there were no
children in the Garden of Man.

 



Chapter
7

 


As Maria Espinoza
left her dead husband’s apartment, woeful memories weighed heavy on
her mind. Something she saw in the box of bad memories gave her the
strength finally to go to her daughter’s grave. She had no
recollection of leaving his apartment and did not even remember if
she locked the door. How she managed to get a cab in the middle of
Rio was a mystery in itself. She did not remember hailing one.

 


It was just over
an hour drive across town in heavy rush-hour traffic but the time
was a blank to her. All she remembered was shelling out a fortune
for the ride. Before getting out of the taxi, she rolled down the
window, saw the graveyard and froze. A soft and hesitant voice
asked the driver,

“Can I sit here
and wait just a little longer please?”

Her reply was a
stern eye from a scary driver.

“Okay, thank you
for the lift then. Keep the change.”

 


The eerie
graveyard was located on top of a hill and the dark clouds above
accented the dreariness of the unkempt graves. A single dead tree
struggled to stand and cling to withered branches at the gate
resembling a decrepit guard. Dead branches reaching over the rustic
stone arch gate was a warning to those who dare come visit the
dead. Death was on one side of the gate and hopelessness on the
other.

 


It was small
wonder only the brave visit this pauper’s grave. This was where the
children’s hospital buried all unclaimed children. With hope,
perhaps from here they can discover the glory of heaven’s gate and
finally some love and happiness. A gentle sea breeze whispered
through the boney branches and gently combed the limbs as they
swayed back and forth. She watched as the cab disappeared down the
winding road. How she wished she were still in it. Why did she even
leave the cab?

 


Atop the archway
was a sign, ‘A home for those called by God.’ Not wanting to take
another step, heavy feet hesitated. An invisible hand pressed hard
on her back however and pushed her slowly under the gateway. She
felt the path winding up to her daughter’s grave was paved with
thick sticky tar, each step heavy and resistant to her effort.

 


Despite the urge
to run, to flee once again from pains of the past, she struggled
onward. She needed to do what she knew was right. She labored to
bring each foot forward. Her heart was racing. Holding her breath
until the lungs burst she swallowed a great and painful lump in her
throat.

 


The grave was near
the top of the knoll overlooking the ocean. It felt awkward
standing by the gravestone looking down at a small mound of dirt.
She tried to ask forgiveness for something she now understood was
unforgivable. It was too late to earn compassion for a daughter
born and denied a life. It was Belle who while in the jungle
convinced her forgiveness could only come when one forgives
oneself. Therein was the crutch. There was no forgiveness for the
terrible thing she had done.

 


Without warning,
her knees gave out and she knelt beside the small gravestone.
Etched in cold stone were the warm words, ‘Zasha Carlos. God loves
little Angels.’ Also etched in the stone was the image of a little
girl with wings flying to heaven. A soft wind blew through her hair
and she wondered if it was Zasha standing by her side. But then
again, why would she?

 


When she married
Professor Juan Carlos it was agreed for the sake of their
professional careers they would keep their names. Zasha’s full name
was Zasha Espinoza Carlos. Even on the gravestone, she was
separated from her little girl.

 


When it was time
to go, it was hard to get off her knees. With her back to the
grave, she looked out over the ocean. Blue waters topped with white
caps perpetually rolled along without a care in the world. She
stared at the birds so effortlessly riding the wind. Fighting back
tears, she envied the free soaring spirits and wondered how long it
would take before she could soar as freely as they could.

 


The walk back down
the winding path leading to the stone arch gate was easier than the
entry. Somehow, the breeze helped push her along. Perhaps it was
the spirits in the graves wanting her out of a place she did not
belong. Looking toward the archway signifying the end of the
hallowed ground, she saw a man standing in the shadows appearing to
wait for her.

 


She slowed her
step and from a distance looked at him. The setting sun was behind
him so all she could make out was his silhouette. He appeared
harmless enough. Perhaps he was nothing more than the Grave Master
in charge of the holy ground. Maybe it was time to lock the gate
and she was the last one out. Defensive eyes lowered to his hands
and she saw that thankfully they hung harmlessly at his side and
empty.

 


Because a stone
wall surrounded the graveyard there was no other way out save the
passage he was blocking. After everything that happened to her in
the past year, the jungle and the trauma, bravery now comes easier.
To stave off confrontation there was once a time she might have
turned and walked the other way. She now steeled herself and
continued toward him. Getting closer, she refused eye contact and
kept her attention to his hands. Now only six feet away, she still
bravely approached. For her to get out of the grave yard he would
have to step aside but he did not move.

 


Because she was
now closer, she was able to discern more features. He was
well-dressed, expensive shoes, pricey slacks with a dark blue,
almost black trench coat. If she took another step toward the
statue she would bump into him. She understood if he did not move,
his intentions would be ominous. She took another step but he did
not move.

 


With
determination, she raised her eyes to his and curtly asked,

“Do you mind?”

He looked down and
smiled at her. Suddenly her fear raced away and arms flung around
him in a great bear hug. Both almost tumbled to the ground. Slowly
he placed his arms around her and returned the affectionate
hug.

 


Knowing he would
turn away from it, she knew she could not kiss him. Comforted in
his arms she longed to slide her cheek across his and have their
lips meet. As guarded as it was, she would accept his affectionate
hug. He got an extra squeeze but it was not returned and she did
not expect it. She just wanted to let him know she was glad to see
him.

 


Not since the
early years with her husband had she felt so comfortable in the
arms of a man. After the divorce, the frivolous trysts with men
whose names she could not remember nor care to were only adequate
for their desired purpose. How cruel her fate to find a man who
filled the void but refused her. Curse her luck for finding a
married man devoted to his family. She eventually released her grip
and limp arms slide down her side. She caught one of his hands in
hers, pulled back and said,

“Hello big boy,
I’ve missed you.”

 


There was that
smile again, the one she hated when they first met but now meant so
much to her. She stepped back, eyed him from top to bottom and
paused at his eyes. He was just as she remembered him and bought
back many memories too. During their escape from the jungle, they
slept together many times but to her chagrin the term ‘together,’
took on a different meaning. To him it simply implied something as
cold as sharing the same pile of straw. While he slept, she
imagined.

 


Although shunning
her affection, he was aware of her feelings for him and kind to
them. He smiled and said,

“You still look
good too. How are you?”

She blushed,
swallowed and refrained from saying what was in her heart.
Instead,

“About as good as
can be expected. How the hell did you know where to find me?”

“It wasn’t that
hard. I’ve been following you all day.”

She resisted the
vanity of thinking her charms finally lured him closer.

 


Surprisingly he
kept her limp hand in his strong fingers and walked down the path
to the road. She followed as easily as a lamb and asked,

“So why have you
been following me? Are you turning into a voyeur now?”

She was hoping the
reply would be amiable, more ammunition for her teasing ways but
her high hopes were soon dashed.

“I needed to know
your mental state. Has all this been too much for you? Have you
recovered from the trauma of the jungle, the death of your husband
and daughter?”

 


She accepted the
fact she was foolishly hoping for any other answer, a romantic one
perhaps. Nonetheless, her grip on his hand remained strong. She
said,

“So did I pass the
test or do you need to commit me to some institution?”

When he did not
answer, she took it as a bad sign. A moment later, he finally
said,

“Are you
hungry?”

 


Because the grip
was tight, she stopped dead in her tracks. Annoyed she said,

“Well aren’t you
the big detective. You were following me around all day. You know
I’ve been to my dead husband’s apartment and you know I came up
here. You must know damn well I haven’t eaten all day.”

 


He turned to
continue their walk down the path. After a few steps, she kept on
doing what she was good at.

“Is that the best
pick up line you’ve got?”

He was tolerant,
looking straight ahead and with determination replied,

“It isn’t a date.
I just asked if you were hungry, that’s all.”

“But you knew I
was hungry, so why did you ask?”

He too was
persistent.

“That’s all.”

 


His car was parked
at the bottom of the hill and while walking to it, she never let go
of his hand. As they approached the black limo, she knew holding
hands was an awkward moment for him. She also knew his driver was
watching. She did not care and there was no way she was going to
release him. So what if he was a military man more used to hiding
his feelings than showing them. She saw him kill a man with a hand
now so warm and comfortable in hers.

 


As they approached
the car, to no doubt save face with the chauffeur she twice felt
him attempt to break free of her grip. It was a tight grip and not
going to work. Despite his Herculean muscles and rugged strength,
her desire for comfort was obviously stronger than his desire to
save face.

 


When the timing
was right, the chauffer jumped out of the car and with all the
grace and flair of an experienced servant, he ran to the rear
passenger door. He looked young to be a driver for the elite
Brazilian Army Secret Intelligence Command. She immediately noticed
the bird of a feather similarity. He was chiseled and no doubt,
military trained. He bore what she thought might be a trade mark of
the secret organization, jet black hair combed straight back.

 


To her great
delight, the young chauffeur noticed the handholding and discreetly
averted his eyes. Adding to her pleasure, Santo again tried to
separate himself from the embarrassment. His mortification was her
delight and right now she could use a little delight in her
life.

 


With both seated
comfortably in the back, the Chauffer returned to his driver’s seat
and prepared to follow instructions. After a minute of silence, he
wondered if he was going to get directions. Thinking something was
wrong, he committed the greatest sin of all. Chauffeurs never turn
around to look at their clients, never. When he did, Captain
Martinez barked the name of a restaurant she never heard of and the
car sped away.

 


It took a few
minutes for the limo to get off the gravel road and join the main
highway into Rio de Janeiro. During that time no words were spoken,
each apparently lost to their own thoughts. Maria finally
asked.

“Do you ever think
about her?”

As was so usual
about him, he looked straight ahead and tried his best to act as
stone. But this time there was a hint of compassion in his answer
and she knew he meant it.
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