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Synopsis

An Angel in the Shadows

 


A year after spending six months in the Amazon
Jungle while returning Belle to the Sky People, Professor Maria
Espinoza now teaches DNA Profiling at a university in Brazil.
Compared to past adventures, seeing and experiencing what few
people on this planet can even imagine, she found her class boring
and unfulfilling. She wondered where her life was going now that
she had lost the man she loves, Captain Santo Martinez.

It all changed when three strangers showed up at
her front door with a generic mystery. She was asked to analyze the
DNA of an ancient finger bone and determine its species. When
discovering that the three strangers are from the Vatican and that
the DNA belongs to an extra-terrestrial species she leaves her job
in search of an alien skeleton hidden in the deepest darkest
catacombs of the Vatican.

She never suspected there was an elite
assassination squad inside the Vatican whose job it was to protect
all dangerous secrets to the faith. Under no circumstances and with
no regard to collateral damage was the world to be shown proof that
the Vatican had known about and collaborated with aliens for
hundreds of years.

With the help of the House of the Nazarene and
once again united with her lover, she and Santo venture deep into
Vatican catacombs to discover the greatest Vatican secret of all,
an angel hidden deep under the Vatican.

Two of the greatest powers on earth, the Vatican and
the House of the Nazarene now become combatants, one wants the
skeleton revealed to the world and the other is willing to risk it
all to keep the bones a secret. The plots twist and turn to the
point where Maria no longer trusts a friend and must reluctantly
turn to who she thought was an enemy for help.

The angel in the shadows kept prisoner by the Vatican
was a live alien.

 



Chapter 1

The Bone

 


What she was doing now was scarier than
seeing a charging lion racing toward her with a mean and hungry
look in its eyes. She stood frozen, afraid to move. Adrenaline was
pumping through her like a fire hose. The stagnant air was cold and
yet she felt beads of hot sweat forming on her forehead and
wondered if her fear was transparent. Could the predators sense her
fear? Right now, all the stalking panthers and snakes of the jungle
seemed inviting, easier to face than this. She began to wonder if
she had made the right decision after all.

 


She remembered the advice of others
victimized before her, ‘they can smell fear, never turn your back
on them.’ Thus her head remained fixed, boldly staring straight
ahead and wondering who would blink first. She understood that
unless she made the first move, they would devour her like a school
of famished Piranha and not even bothering to spit out her bones. A
swallow rasped down her dry throat and she prepared to attack with
false courage.

 


It all happened so fast. As quickly as
pressing a button on the remote control of her life and changing
over to another channel, here she now stood in front of a classroom
trying her best not to sweat. There were those who tried to
dissuade her from taking this teaching position, reminding her how
exciting her life in the Amazon jungle had been. They tried to tell
her that after her thrilling and life-threatening adventures she
would never be able to adjust to this new chapter in her life.
Little did they realize that ‘boring’ was exactly what she was
looking for.

 


As she stood gathering enough courage to make
the first move, memories reminded her of a long ago life. She
wondered what her life would be like had her daughter not died at
such an early age. Although she took no fault in the disease Zasha
was born with, there was no doubt that a ton of guilt was heaped
upon her for not being there when she passed to heaven. She had
finally accepted that ‘being alone,’ was punishment for what she
had done back then.

 


Part of her agonizing boredom here at the
university of Rio de Janeiro stemmed from having to sit at the café
with fellow university professors and listen to their mundane
stories of mundane lives. In the past, her life had been anything
but boring. As a DNA Profile Specialist, she had seen and done many
things not even imagined by the common person. However, she had
signed Nondisclosure Contracts and believed the threats to her life
if she ever disclosed secrets of human evolution. To just sit there
with the academia of the university, sipping coffee and allowing
them their naive belief that the evolution of mankind had been the
result of free will and the fickle finger of fate was the hardest
part of all. Sometimes she desperately wanted to jump up and
contradict what she knew to be false. It tormented her so. She had
no peers in the esoteric secret field that she could talk to. There
was nobody in her life to discuss with or help her through the
emotional problems of knowing secrets that many of the greatest
minds on Earth did not. She knew the people of this planet were not
alone, that others had come and were still here.

 


As she stood in front of her class mustering
the strength to speak, she struggled to cast aside the distractions
of things that once were, and to suffer with what now was. The new
fear in front of her now demanded full attention. With clenched
fists at her side, she steeled and prepared to utter the first
words to the class.

 


She cleared her throat and tried to force a
strong and confident tone to the forefront. It did not work.

“Good morning class. Welcome to the study of
Retro-genetic profiling. My name is Professor Espinoza and I will
be your Professor for this term. Before we venture deep into the
exciting mysteries of Aboriginal DNA tracing, I would like to start
by responding to some of your questions, an effort to get off on
the right foot as it were. Do any of you have a question?”

 


She groaned as a barrage of dreaded questions
bellowed forth.

“How did you get the DNA samples from the
isolated tribes in the jungle?”

“How did you come across the computer program
capable of identifying the specific markers needed to identify and
trace the tribal genetics?”

Then inescapably, the one question she feared
the most,

“Are you the Professor who discovered alien
DNA in Inca bones?”

 


There were many secrets in Maria’s past. She
had always kept secret how she came to discover the chemical
smearing and electromagnetic technique that showed the mysterious
alien Compressed Spirals hidden in human DNA to uncoil and reveal
startling secrets. Would she have gotten this job if she had
confessed that she was also an authority on the forbidden science
of identifying alien DNA? Not likely.

 


Maria Espinoza was one of the few scientists
in the world who understood the mysteries of human DNA, and how
alien genetics were coded into our spirals. No doubt, any
admittance or claim that there was alien DNA in the human spirals
would be tantamount to excommunication by her peers and expulsion
by the University. Thus, not wishing to commit career suicide,
Maria kept her secrets in dark places.

 


Yet the truth was there even though it was
silent. She would dearly love to shout out, ‘Yes, I am the person
who discovered alien DNA in certain Inca bones!’ However, it was
best to stick to her mandate, to teach the conventional evolution
of the ancient tribes through ordinary DNA tracings. After all, she
needed this job. The verbal answer and the one that hurt so much
was, ‘No, I am not that person.’ It was simply another lie and
another bullet through her heart.

 


A year before, when she had her own lab at
BASIC, the Brazilian Army Secret Intelligence Command, she was able
to program and extrapolate DNA from fragmented bones of known Inca
kings. Her ‘Seed Program’ could complete or ‘computer grow’ the
corrupted and missing parts of the spirals of that subject. Once
the complete spiral had been ‘computer grown’ and, using her image
extrapolation program (IEP), she was able to isolate and produce
accurate images of ancient Inca mummies. That was when her troubles
started.

 


At the beginning, and on occasion when she
was trying to extrapolate an image from specific Inca DNA found in
mommies her IEP program ‘froze’ simply stopping mid-way through
producing the image. It did not take her long to realize that the
program only locked up when attempting to create an image from DNA
of Inca kings. Clearly there was something in those spirals that
mysteriously caused the freeze. It was a simple solution. She
broadened the algorithms and convinced the program that it had not
miscalculated and to produce the image regardless. To date, those
images have never been entered into the annals of known
anthropology or scientific protocol and probably never will be.
Thanks to her ‘Imagery Extrapolation Program’ Maria had proven that
Inca kings were of alien origin.

 


While looking into her classroom, scanning
the eagerness of youth, she remained silent and unflinching at the
inference she might be an unorthodox scientist. She knew that if
she remained silent long enough other questions would be asked.
Eventually she heard questions that she could answer.

“How did you come to discover the
mathematical equation for the retrogression of the DNA spirals? Was
it by chance?”

Chance? Perhaps. However, there was no
denying that fate had dealt Maria Espinoza a strange hand.

 



Chapter 2

 


With the first day of class behind her, she
walked back to her Professor’s Residence. Her apartment was on the
top floor of a three-story brownstone building nestled between
others of identical construction. There was a certain aura of
confidence in her walk, the result of surviving her first day.
After a few more questions about who she was and mostly who she was
not, she took control and began the class. Surprisingly, once
finally diving into the water it was not as cold as feared. Once in
her element, teaching what she was very good at, the cold jitters
eventually subsided.

 


She had just come from the campus grocery
store carrying a brown paper bag. After surviving for a year in her
jungle laboratory on canned food, and another six months eating
horrid slimy snakes, retched bugs and disgusting roots, the one
thing that always felt good about civilization was grocery
shopping. The variety of food at the Campus Market made her feel
positively giddy. To her, fresh vegetables from all around the
world and from every season were a true sign of civilization. At
first, she greedily indulged in the luxury of stuffing her small
refrigerator to capacity, but reality soon presented itself by
means of rank, rotten fruit. It was impossible to eat it all, as
hard as she tried.

 


Professor Maria Espinoza was thirty-three
years old. Her difficult time in the jungle and distraught life had
not diminished her great beauty. Although she still bore a few
scars from a jaguar attack, they were thankfully hidden under her
clothing. If there was any benefit to living in the jungle, it was
that you got fit and trim very quickly. She never met a tribe of
fat people. To many students she was the most beautiful Professor
at the university.

 


The path from the grocery store to her
residence was along a serene narrow avenue lined with rows of palms
so old that the roots had forced their way upward and cracked the
concrete. Walking that path demanded attention, lest one caught a
toe on a crack. She risked a tumble by peering into her grocery bag
and pulling out an apple and biting into it.

 


While chewing on it she looked ahead and saw
three young adults, a woman and two boys of probably equal age
standing under a palm tree in front of her complex. It was a
University, so nothing seemed out of place, except perhaps it was
uncommon to see students loitering here. Still, they were given
nothing more than a casual glance. However, it did seem odd that
all three dropped their gaze to their shoes when she approached and
smiled at them.

 


They seemed to be the same age, perhaps
twenty-five. The female’s hair was short, straight and lacked
anything stylish, being cut straight across at the back. She had a
light complexion, possibly European. One of the males seemed to be
darker, more olive toned, and Maria thought there might be Italian
heritage in him. The other male was the same height and stature,
but stood out with red hair and a lighter complexion. She saw a
hint of Western in him, American perhaps.

 


They were well dressed and that was when it
struck her that they were a little too well dressed. The neatness
about them was not synonymous with the usual campus casual. She had
been accustomed to seeing shirts hanging out of faded jeans and
sandals were the footwear of choice. At this university, the girls
were notorious for showing excessive mid-riff, greatly surpassing
what Maria perceived to be the limit of modesty.

 


All three wore black leather shoes, the kind
only seen on Professors and staff here on the campus. She knew they
were not staff. They were all wearing pristine white shirts, neatly
pressed with immaculate collars. The men were wearing blue ties
under brown blazers looking as if they should be at an airport
handing out pamphlets promoting some strange religion.

 


Because their gazes were frozen to their
shoes, Maria ignored them. She turned and walked down the path
toward to her apartment building. She had only gone a few steps
when she felt them staring at her back. One did not survive in the
jungle without a fine tuned sense of danger and listening to it.
Although there was no feeling of danger, it was most certainly a
sensation of strangeness and she knew that her psychic alarm button
was chiming loudly.

 


Just as the urge to walk a little faster had
taken hold, from behind she heard the female call out to her. It
was an innocent voice void of threat and danger.

“Senora Espinoza, may we speak with you for a
moment please.”

It was a strange accent, at least not one
readily heard here in Brazil. Although she spoke Portuguese, there
was no mistaking the romantic Italian accent.

 


Casting aside the strong urge to keep
walking, Maria nevertheless stopped and turned to face them. The
two young men flanked the girl as if they were protecting her
against unseen evil. If it was not for the inconsistency in their
physical appearance, Maria got the feeling that they were brothers
protecting their sister. Maria slowly replied,

“Is there something I can do for you?”

 


As if afraid to step forward, they remained
frozen to the spot. Though it was awkward to talk at this distance,
it became clear they were rooted in the same manner as the palm
trees. She took it upon herself to close the gap, taking hesitant
steps toward them. To her way of thinking, she was showing she was
not afraid. She could not shake the fact that they looked so
angelic that the only things missing were halos and wings. Both
males were casting timid sideways glances at the female as if
expecting her to say something. Finally, Maria projected a stern
voice.

“Well, what is it then?”

 


The girl swallowed hard and finally found the
courage to say,

“I, that is to say, all three of us have come
a long way to procure your help in solving a great mystery that
fate has cruelly cast upon us.”

The two men were nodding. It was as if the
well-rehearsed words came out just as they had written them. The
phrase, ‘a long way,’ confirmed Maria’s ear for accents.

 


The word ‘mystery’ kicked at her hard,
getting the attention of her tedious new life here at the
university. It was as if she had desperately wanted very much to
hear an overture to adventure. She recognized the surge of energy
running through her and thus nibbled at the bait. Not realizing
there was danger attached to the hook, she said,

“Well spit it out then. What is this great
mystery that needs my attention?”

 


The one with the red hair hesitantly reached
inside his pocket and produced a small package wrapped in brown
paper. A neatly tied string kept it from unraveling. Pinched
between thumb and finger he held it ever so gingerly. Maria got the
impression whatever it was, was either fragile or disgusting, and
perhaps both.

 


After the young lady had furtively looked up
and down the street obviously checking for prying eyes or big ears
she took a slow step forward and whispered,

“It is our understanding that you have the
ability to identify DNA and we have in this wrapping a genetic
mystery.”

 


‘A genetic mystery?’ Maria was not aware that
her eyes had greatly widened and was glaring at the small package
as if it were a morning coffee. One of the males started to squirm
nervously. Clearly, they were not spies or secret agents of BASIC
for they were not good at what they were doing. Maria tried very
hard to suppress her eagerness, forcing herself to utter as
casually as possible,

“I see. But there are many labs throughout
the world that can identify DNA strands. What is the mystery? Are
you trying to establish if it is animal, human or a specific age?
What?”

 


The one holding the package also stepped
forward and after he too scanned the street whispered just enough
for Maria to hear something that shocked her.

“We would like you to establish the species
of the DNA.”

Suddenly there was an intense stare down
between him and Maria. She noticed the emphasis on the word
‘species.’ He held his stare for as long as he could but excessive
blinking was telling Maria that he was weakening. The others
remained silent and did not move. After a quickly recovering, she
said,

“But why me? As I said, there are plenty of
labs in the world who would be glad to establish something as
simple as that for you. Why are you coming to me with it?”

The girl replied,

“Because we were told we could trust
you.”

Suddenly that jungle tingle began racing
through her body again. Is it a trap! Does the University suspect
her expertise in identifying prohibited DNA? It was for that reason
she protected her job, shook her head and said,

“I’m sorry but I don’t know what you are
talking about.”

 


The young woman indicated for the suddenly
muted man to put the package away. She then turned to Maria and
with a well-rehearsed innocent look, tilted her head and softly
said,

“We were told by a very close friend of yours
that you are the only person capable of doing this for us and with
the utmost discretion.”

Close friend? An unrequited love galloped
through her heart and, although she tried valiantly to suppress his
image, Captain Santo Martinez ran unfettered from one end of her
memory to the other.

 


However, her galloping heart was no match for
will power. With a fear that it may not be her lost Captain, she
hesitantly fumbled forth the words,

“And just who might this person be?”

Maria held her breath while silently praying,
‘Oh please say his name.’

The young woman again looked to her right and
left, making sure nobody was near enough to hear the secret name.
Once satisfied she whispered,

“Duchess Josephine de Meyer-David.”

 


Maria let out a gasp. Although not the name
of her long lost love, it packed the same punch. Of all the secret
names in the clandestine world of ancient ruling families, hers was
the most powerful of all. She was the current ruler of the
antediluvian and powerful House of the Nazarene. It was she who
helped Maria and the Captain solve the mystery of the secret Garden
of Man.

 


Maria was not sure how long she stood there
with mouth agape, but it must have been a long time. Finally the
girl leaned forward and whispered,

“You do know the name do you not?”

Maria closed her mouth, took a second to
compose herself, and finally said,

“Perhaps this is not the best place to
discuss matters of this magnitude. Why don’t we continue this
conversation in my apartment?”

 


Once inside the small, barren foyer of the
apartment complex, Maria was surprised to see the young lady take
the lead, marching up the wooden staircase. There was no elevator
in the three-story building. As Maria was the newest of the
Professors, her apartment was on the top floor. Maria followed the
girl but felt uncomfortable with the two men behind her as if she
were a prisoner escorted to her cell. Although her footsteps echoed
off the walls, she noticed that all of their steps were silent, as
if sneaking up the stairs. At the third floor, the girl marched
down the hall and stopped at apartment 302. Whoever they were,
Maria understood that they were very well informed. Just knowing
the name Duchess Josephine de Meyer David meant they were also very
well connected. How did they know that she lived in apartment 302?
Adrenalin started to boil.

 


All three waited for her to unlock the door.
Once inside they turned and waited for her to enter. She thought
perhaps that they were just making sure there was nobody else in
the apartment. Strange people indeed. The young lady scanned the
room. It became clear to Maria that, although they might have known
where she lived, judging by their looks of disgust, this was the
first time that they had seen the inside of her residence.

 


The apartment was littered with the remnants
of two breakfast plates and three coffee cups scattered about.
There were clothes tossed on the couch as if discarded rags. Some
were neatly folded and draped over the arm waiting to be put away.
Although Professor Espinoza was an authority in the mysteries and
identification of DNA, she absolutely had no understanding of basic
housework. Undeterred, Maria pointed to the couch and said,

“That’s as good as it gets around here. Sit
down or stand, it makes no difference to me.”

 


The woman and one of the men were fast enough
to grab the clean spot on the couch. The one with the red hair
missed out and, like a loser in Musical Chairs, frantically looked
about for another clean spot sit. With an expression of defeat, he
reluctantly accepted his fate and hesitantly sat on the lounger
facing the TV. Maria was on her way into the kitchen to put the
groceries away but paused in the doorway to observe their
uncomfortable behavior. Shaking her head, she turned and
disappeared.

 


While she was gone, all three sat silently
attempting to display an air of confidence. Each one of them wanted
very much to believe that what they were doing, risking their lives
for, was for the greater good of the entire world. It took courage
to come all this way, to cross the ocean and confront a stranger
asking her to join their holy quest.

 


The redhead that was sitting on the lounger
had his eyes glued to his male partner on the sofa and could not
help but notice he was staring back at him in a most horrified and
startled manner. The redhead’s eyes begged the question, ‘what?’
The man on the couch dropped his eyes to something on the arm of
the chair. Hesitantly the redhead looked down to see what they were
looking at and saw something white draped over the armrest. The
second he realized what it was he swiped at it and jumped out of
the chair. Just as the mysterious object flew through the air,
Maria came out of the kitchen and caught it in mid-flight. Looking
to the startled man, she asked,

“Was it going to bite you?”

 


Obvious by his ghastly expression that was
exactly what he thought it might do. The girl got off the sofa and
approached the terror-stricken man. With all the gentleness of a
doting mother, she directed him over to her safer spot on the sofa,
turned to Maria and said,

“We are from a place where the men are
generally naïve of such matters. It is not our way to flagrantly
display private clothing.”

Maria looked down at the bra in her hand and
with a flippant attitude, tossed it onto the coffee table.

 


Thinking that it might have been a bad idea
to invite such bizarre people into her apartment, she looked at the
woman and asked,

“So, this Countess Jocelyn who claims to know
me, what does she look like?”

Confused, the woman looked at Maria. It was
almost as if she did not know what to say. Finally, she
muttered,

“I believe I said her title was that of a
Duchess and that her first name was Josephine, not Jocelyn.”

‘Okay,’ thought Maria, ‘but anybody could
have noticed that entrapment.’ The woman continued,

“We have actually never met her so much as
communicated through a secure network. Nevertheless, she has
assured us that you would be very interested in what we have.”

Then, as if it just came to her, the girl
quickly added a tidbit to the mystery.

“The Duchess said that if you were proving
difficult I was to ask you how Liana is today.”

 


Liana! The name froze Maria and brought
images of a beautiful twelve-year-old girl to mind. She was the
daughter of the Sky People that Maria had named Belle. She was also
the little girl Maria had sacrificed everything thing for, her
career and almost her life, in order to return her to her parents
in the middle of the Amazon Jungle. Only three people outside that
mysterious tribe knew the name, Liana, herself, Captain Martinez
and the Duchess. There was now no doubt that whoever these three
were, the ever-powerful Duchess Josephine de Meyer-David had
sanctioned their mission.

 


Slowly Maria’s hand extended to the redhead
with the mysterious package. He carefully dug into his pocket and
produced the object of mystery. Maria thought he was handling it as
if a vial of volatile nitro-glycerin, little suspecting that it had
the same explosive power. While she diligently untied the string
and unfolded the paper, they were intently staring at it. The
object was about one inch long and perhaps the circumference of a
little finger. Although black and brittle, she was sure that it was
the remnants of a finger bone. To check for viscosity she squeezed
it. It was as hard as a rock.

 


She then looked hard at her three guests.
Their eyes were glued to the bone as if it were some holy relic.
She thought they were about to drop to their knees and pray to it.
She asked,

“So what is it, an ancient finger bone?”

The woman nodded and said,

“That is exactly what we think it is. We have
come to you in the hopes that you can identify and date it for
us.”

“You mean you simply want me to tell you how
old it is?”

“Yes”, she said, “and as we told you outside,
we need to know its origin as well.”

 


Maria returned her attention to the bone.
Still leery, she asked,

“So tell me a little bit about yourselves and
this thing. Anybody in any country can date it as well as I can. It
is a common procedure these days. Why are you acting so strangely
over something as simple as dating and identifying a mummified
bone? Tell me why I should do this for you?”

The girl hesitantly said,

“Very well. As you must trust us, we must
also trust you. The Duchess has assured us that we can do so with
our lives. And let me assure you Professor, that is exactly what we
are doing, trusting you with our lives.”

 


It was clear that she was waiting for Maria
to confirm that she understood the danger they had put themselves
in just being here. However, none was forthcoming, and Maria simply
continued to stare her down. Finally, the girl started to speak in
a hesitant tone as if being forced to utter aloud every word.

“We are from the Vatican. Within the Vatican
walls exists a council called The Divine Ethics Council. Their
mandate is as it implies, to secure and protect the moral
principles of the faith. The members are varied authorities in
diverse disciplines. The one thing they all share is the
investigation and testing of ancient relics and newly discovered
writings for validity of religious content pertinent to our
religious beliefs. Within that Council there is a secret
collaboration, a faction if you wish, called the Holy Guardians of
the Word. We three belong to the Holy Guardians of the Word. The
difference between the Divine Ethics Council and the Holy Guardians
of the Word is that we are willing to accept new and even radical
ideas pertaining to our faith. We understand that to survive as a
world faith we must adjust to the times and the onslaught of
science. The older members of the Divine Ethics Council do not
subscribe to such radical thinking, preferring the time proven
mandate of traditional convention.”

 


When Maria heard the hated term, ‘traditional
convention’ she nodded. She understood that it translated to, ‘in
time the people will forget.’ Such was one of the most powerful
tools the Vatican possessed to cover embarrassments or errors. Time
would eventually cure all mistakes and the Church would survive.
She also knew something of the Vatican’s bureaucratic structure and
the Divine Ethics Council. They established which of the holy
writings were to be canonized, and which were not. She knew that
this was exactly how the current volumes of the New Testament came
to be. Hundreds of years ago, the Divine Ethics Council reviewed
all Hebrew Scriptures and blessed or canonized the books that
projected or followed the traditional thinking of the time. The
rest of the books deemed disparaging or inappropriate to the faith
were relegated to mere Legends of the Bible or the Apocrypha. Maria
remembered that the Greek translation for ‘hidden’ or ‘concealed’
is Apocrypha.

 


She was not surprised to hear there was a
powerful council behind the thick walls of the Vatican with a
mandate to protect and steer new thoughts along their perception of
‘the proper path.’ She also understood that if these three were
rivals of the Divine Ethics Council, that Council was not about to
bless whatever she was holding. She wondered what was in the bone
that could cause a rift in that ancient council. Again, she felt
the stirrings of adventure and discovery rippling through her.

 


Because of her faith, Maria was often torn
between what she researched, and what God had created. Was she
unraveling DNA spirals to prove evolution, or was she, as she
hoped, simply trying to unravel the secrets of creation, trying to
discover how God created us? That was her bastion for digging into
the creation, not to prove evolution versus creation but simply to
understand how God did it. In her heart, she was trying to unlock
the secrets of God’s creation.

 


However, her faith was rife with
complications and knowledge detrimental to the current Dogma of her
Church. She had never believed that we are here because God had
pulled a rib from Adam. Her secret hope, which arose from the mix
of science and faith, was that God created DNA and cast those
spirals to the winds of evolution and free will. She understood
that these seeds were not only scattered upon the Earth but also
throughout the whole dominion of God, the entire universe. By her
reckoning, that safely explained how God also created
extraterrestrials.

 


It was clear that the young woman was trying
her best to remain strong, maintaining eye contact. Yet there was a
slight trembling in both temples advertising her apprehension. The
two men had their eyes glued to their leader and looked as if they
wanted to run away as fast as they could. Maria noticed something
else about these three and it was not on their exterior, but rather
in their quest. To question their superiors and the very core of
their faith took courage and strength, something she had always
admired.

 


Maria knew that she was holding something
important and holy. That, combined with her ability to extrapolate
an image from DNA, she suddenly realized what they wanted from her.
It was such a shock she almost dropped it. Modern man had never
known the real image of Jesus Christ. The current image of a
saintly-eyed bearded man with long hair and an accompanying halo
had long been the interpretation of artists through the ages. In
fact, there had never been a canonized description of Jesus Christ.
If so, it had never been made public. With a trembling hand she
hesitantly asked,

“Is this a bone from Jesus Christ? Is that
what you want me to do, use my computer program to extrapolate an
image from the DNA of Jesus?”

The woman looked as if struck by lightning.
Reacting in shock she sternly replied,

“Most certainly not! That would be most
absurdly impossible. The Son of our Lord lives forever in the
Kingdom of Heaven. I was assured that you were of our faith and yet
you harbor such blasphemous thoughts.”

 


Maria’s faith was more complicated than that,
and of a slightly different thought. Yes, she believed that Jesus
sat to the right of God. Of that, there could be no doubt. However,
as had so often been debated, did Jesus ascend to heaven with his
bones in tact or in his revered spirit? Were the bones of Jesus
still in this dominion? Casting her fear aside, she asked,

“What then? Is it a saint whose image you
want conjured up?”

The one with the red hair spouted forth,

“We know very well what all of our beatified
Saints look like.”

 


That was as far as she wanted to sink. In an
effort to control the conversation, she gave the bone back to the
startled man. She was hoping she was portraying an act of
indifference and defiance, no longer wanting anything to do with
them. In fact, the mystery was burning deeper and deeper into her
very soul. If not to prove the image of Jesus Christ, or to prove
the existence of a Saint, what did they really want from her?

 


The man slowly started to rewrap the bone.
The woman stepped forward and after a deep breath said,

“Perhaps we did not present ourselves
properly. Let us start again.”

Pointing to herself, she continued,

“For the time being we will use first names
only. My name is Ewa and my two friends here are Giovanni and Tony.
The bone in question was found in a secret chamber under the
Vatican. All we want from you is the genetic profile and image that
you can so expertly provide. This is the reason we have come to
you.”

 


She gave all three a very long and hard look.
Only Ewa was staring back at her. The two men could not meet her
eyes, dropping them to their shoes or inspecting something on the
floor. She understood that they belong to a sect within the Vatican
that cared for the integrity of the faith and by that, she assumed,
they meant the truth of it. However, something else was becoming
evident, coming at her slowly. She could not shake the feeling that
they were lying to her, that there was something else attached to
this mysterious bone. Regardless, she made up her mind to do this
for the Duchess.

 


She held out her hand and with great relief,
the redhead handed it back to her. Maria asked,

“How soon do you need this done?”

Ewa did not fall for Maria’s attempt to pry
more information out of her. As casually as she replied, a clue was
presented nonetheless.

“We have waited over two thousand years, so a
little more time is almost irrelevant. Nevertheless, the three of
us would like a reply within our lifetime. Shall we say as quickly
as possible, perhaps within a month?”

 


Obviously, they had no idea about the
complexity of what they were asking of her. She rebutted,

“No, you don’t understand. I do not have the
equipment here at the university to profile and identify the DNA.
Moreover, it is something that I will have to do on my own time. I
will also need to approach a very secret organization that will not
be pleased to hear from me. Moreover, I am going to have to confer
with the Duchess to confirm your identity. It will all take some
time.”

Suddenly it appeared as if a dark cloud had
encompassed all three. However, Maria saw no negative reaction to
her threat of confirming their identity with the Duchess. What they
reacted to was the realization that it would take longer than they
had hoped. She got the feeling that it was precious time they did
not have.

 


Ewa stepped forward and in a voice draped
with disappointment said,

“Very well but because our enemies are
abundant and our hope for success is tentative at best, we would of
course pray for expediency.”

One word caught Maria’s attention and she
asked,

“Enemies? Just how dangerous to life and limb
is this so called little favor I’ll be doing for you?”

It was Giovanni, the silent one, who blurted
out their true purpose.

“It is not the enemy of physical harm or
danger to our life that we fear. It is the enemy of our soul. We
fear that the devil is winning the battle between good and evil. We
want to know if a creation of the devil has been hiding within our
holy walls. We want to know if this bone is the creation of the
devil.”

Ewa continued with the sudden confession.

“We must be prepared to accept whatever
secret the bone holds. That is all we ask of you. That and of
course the utmost secrecy of our contact with you.”

 


Maria stood at her window looking down onto
the street, the DNA mystery still in her hand. A moment later, the
three odd figures came out of the building and walked into view.
She observed from above as they walked side-by-side to the
sidewalk. Once there they turned to each other as if whispering and
making plans. A moment later, the huddle was over and to Maria’s
great surprise, they dispersed in different directions. One ran
across the street. Ewa went left and the other casually strolled to
the right. When they had disappeared, Maria again looked at the
mummified finger and wondered what she was getting herself
into.

 



Chapter 3

 


The long hall had a high domed ceiling
elaborately painted with cryptic religious adornment. On the
ceiling were twinkling lights as if diamonds or stars in the
heavens. Walking down the great hall was like walking through an
art museum crowded with the works of the great masters, Van Gogh,
Rembrandt, Monet, Renoir, Rousseau. Any museum in the world would
be proud to possess just one of these pieces.

 


There were many who thought these paintings
had been lost to the ravages of wars and the greed of private
collectors. Many had been traded for favors of a kind not talked
about by those who enjoyed the profitable practice of Benediction,
the sinful rich purchasing their way into heaven. Because this was
a private hallway leading to Cardinal Rossi’s private office, it
was a safe place to display the illegal contraband.

 


At the end of the great hall stand two Swiss
Guards, ever vigilant, ever watching for intruders. They are not
guarding the Pope or the fortune in paintings but rather protecting
the secrets on the other side of the door. When they saw a lone
figure approach from the far end of the long hall, they snapped
alert.

 


Monsignor Francis de Cavello was
seventy-three years. He had a hunched back and his old bones had
long ago lost the strength needed to hold the proud man erect. His
eyes had long since lost the ability to focus without the aid of
lenses. His black Monsignor Robe swayed at the hem in time to his
shuffling feet. Even from the other end of the great hall, the
guards recognized his signature sway and hesitant step. The closer
he got, another famous feature became apparent, his great flowing
silver beard.

 


His inherent talent for criminal
investigation had served him well in this organization. However, it
had not escaped him that if he had applied his ability to Scotland
Yard, he would long since have been be retired. It was generally
known that the head of the Swiss Guard, the Commanding General was
the head of security in the Vatican. That was true, but only in the
matter of general security. Monsignor Francis de Cavello was head
of security to the covert operations of the Divine Ethics Council
and Guardian to the Spirit of the Faith.

 


When he finally reached the guards, they
obeyed protocol and snapped to attention. As it was forbidden to
look Vatican Officials in the eye, they looked straight ahead. Both
guards brought their hands up to their chests and pressed three
fingers into their uniforms, the secret ‘three finger salute’ of
trusted elite guards. Monsignor Cavello was supposed to return the
signal but he was aged, and the finger dexterity needed for the
sign was long gone. He was unable to bring his thumb over his
little finger. The guards were ordered to act as if the sign had
been returned. Monsignor Cavello had devised a counter salute. He
simply grunted.

 


There was another procedure of security that
must be met. The guard to the left appeared to be barring the
Monsignor’s attempt to get closer to the door. He refused to move
aside, determined to obey the regulations no matter who stood in
front of him. It was not a question of insubordination or
insolence, but rather a duty of honor. After a grunt, the Monsignor
reached into his cloak and begrudgingly dragged out his ID card,
showed it to the guard and mumbled,

“You do understand Carlos that you can be
replaced with a camera.”

Although it was difficult, protocol demanded
that Carlos remain silent.

 


A hiss of air released the dead bolts. The
Monsignor was not finished with his scolding of the guard,
continuing,

“You’re getting too old for this posting.
Perhaps I should transfer you to a Retired Nunnery detail.”

He then paused and added,

“Hah, you’d like that wouldn’t you, you
sinful old degenerate.”

 


As the oak doors slowly swung open, the
Monsignor shuffled forward. The doors close behind him and
resealed, leaving the two guards in peace. The other guard looked
over to his partner and saw a great silly grin on his face. Yes, in
fact he would like that post. He was not a eunuch, and had not
taken any oath of celibacy.

 


If the opulence of the great hall leading to
the private office of Cardinal Rossi was striking in its wealth and
grandeur, it waned in the magnificence of his office. A twenty-foot
domed ceiling was painted with the great events of the New
Testament to look down at the puny humans below. The Sistine Chapel
would be envious. Frescos adorned the walls like the elaborate
wallpaper of a king’s bedchamber. The teak escritoire matched the
great ego of the owner. The arrogance of the office seemed to imply
that heaven would also be this magnificent, and to copy it would be
complementary to the angels.

 


Cardinal Rossi was sitting at his replica of
a heavenly desk waiting for the report his trusted Head of Security
was now bringing him. Surprisingly, for somebody with a power above
to the Pope, he was not aged. Although it was a closely guarded
secret, some thought he might be between forty and forty-five years
old. His black hair was neatly combed, and short. His jaw was
square and projected the strength he knew he bore. To him, this
adequate office reflected his personality, and worst of all, his
ambition. As the Monsignor entered the office, the Cardinal closed
his laptop computer and pointed to the chair, indicating permission
to sit.

 


Monsignor Francis de Cavello was at that
awkward stage of his life, a crossroads torn between the pleasures
of life and the difficulties they posed. Because his tired old
bones objected to walking, needing to be strong enough to carry a
few extra pounds, sitting was not so much a pleasure anymore as a
necessity. That pleasure presented one problem. It was very
difficult to get up again.

 


After a respectful nod, the Monsignor flopped
into the chair. The Cardinal’s voice was deep, reflecting a
masculine quality, and some wondered if it was not a baritone
feature rehearsed to reflect the confidence of his power. He
said,

“Thank you for coming. And how is your
housekeeper old friend, I hear she is ill.”

As anybody in power or seeking it, it was
always best to pretend compassion for a subordinate’s mundane life.
The old Monsignor knew the strategy, recognized the appeasement,
and pretended to absorb the condescending remark. ‘How arrogant of
the Cardinal,’ he thought. There was a great danger to the Church,
a devastation looming, and he takes the time to play politics. With
a humble nod, the Monsignor played along. In the reply was hidden
contempt for the game. A spear was thrust at the Cardinal.

“It was just a cold. You know how it is when
getting old.”

 


As hoped, Cardinal Rossi recognized the
indignity. How would he know what it was like to get old? Casting
it aside, he replied,

“That is good news indeed. I shall offer a
prayer for her tonight.”

The Monsignor nodded his pleasure and cast
another veiled barb.

“She shall surely heal overnight then”

The Cardinal’s indignation intensified. He
had never gotten a good read on his Secret Security Officer.
Sometimes the old man seemed disrespectfully insubordinate,
outright sarcastic. Was he sincere this time? He shook it off and
asked,

“You have news for me?”

 


As per protocol when dealing in the world of
secrecy and treachery, it was best not to leave a paper trail. All
reports concerning this matter were from trusted mouth to trusted
ears only. The Monsignor took a deep breath and related the bad
news.

“Three of them, a Nun and Two priests made
their way to the train station hidden in a large crowd of tourists.
They were dressed in common clothes and thereby escaped the
scrutiny of our guards. That is speculation only of course but we
know they were seen at a private airport north of Rome and getting
onto a private jet. Inspection of the registered flight path and
destination was vague, as if deliberately scrambled. Because of
other suspicions and information from our infiltrator we deduced
that they were bound for France. Although we put an all points
alarm through our network no communiqué has been returned. It could
be that they changed airplanes. We do not know.”

 


The Monsignor saw that something was
bothering his Holiness so he stopped. Whatever he had just said
seemed to have triggered something. Eventually the Cardinal slowly
asked,

“A private jet you say?”

“Yes your Holiness.”

“To whom is it registered?”

“We do not know yet your Eminence. It all
happened so fast. It did however indicate a well-planned
escape.”

“What is the range of this jet?”

“It was a German built Pentair with a flying
time of five hours.”

 


The Cardinal wearily rose from his desk and
began pacing the vastness of his ornate domain, his powerful
presence blending well with his surroundings. As he stood beside a
priceless tapestry depicting the great resurrection, he put his
hand to his chin and thought aloud,

“A well planned extraction indeed. It means
that there is also planning from outside our walls working against
us. A private jet with the ability to hide its identity certainly
implies these three have an ally of great wealth and wide
resources. This is now no longer a small isolated problem within
these walls, is it my friend.”

 


Because the Cardinal stood, it was necessary
for the Monsignor to obey protocol. Although certainly not wanting
to put pressure on his already tired body, he too struggled to rise
from the comfort of his chair. While facing his Eminence, he knew
enough not to respond to the rhetorical question. The Cardinal
continued with his musing,

“Well, they may have somehow contacted
affluent allies outside, but no matter who or what they are, I am
sure they are no match for our authority.”

A response was expected, and not wanting to
irritate his superior further, he made sure it was a favorable
one.

“No, your Eminence. There is nothing in the
world that can compete with your network. We are a force to be
reckoned with.”

 


It was a very imposing stroll toward the
Monsignor. He did not stop until he was almost nose-to-nose with
his suddenly rigid old ally. Briskly he asked,

“Is there anybody outside of these walls who
we can safely draw into this suddenly complicated web of treachery
that can assist us?”

That was a useless question, for indeed there
was. The Monsignor replied,

“Yes your Holiness. We are allies with the
Rothschild dynasty. They are almost as influential in Europe as we
are.”

“Very well, draw favors from them, whatever
it takes. I must know who these three insurgents contacted, and
why.”

 


As the Cardinal again sat at his great throne
he looked up at the Monsignor with a ‘well what you are waiting
for?’ expression. Hesitantly the Monsignor asked,

“When dealing with the Rothschild dynasty, it
is never a matter of cost, but rather favors. How may I pay for
their services?”

Suddenly the Cardinal lost what little
patience he had. To emphasize the importance of the situation, he
slammed his open hand on the desk and snorted,

“If those three conspirators have discovered
the bone and its secret leaks beyond our walls, then what authority
do we have over our flock? None! If they are not stopped then the
devil has won. Grant the Rothschild family whatever favor they
ask.”

A second authorization was needed.

“And what authority do you grant me to stop
these three rebels?”

“Do whatever is necessary!”

 


The Monsignor stood stymied by the authority
just handed him. The silent question being, ‘what are you saying?’
It seemed inconceivable that murder had been approved. His life had
been devoted to the preservation of souls, to guide the lost along
the proper path to salvation. Murder and suicide were two of the
most unforgivable sins in this holy institution. Yet here he stood
looking into the stone face of his superior and informed that
murder was an acceptable option. He understood that this was not
the first time murder had occurred on holy ground. It was just that
this was the first time such authority had been handed to him. It
was now his turn to sacrifice his soul for the greater good.

 


The Cardinal sat like a statue. His gaze at
the stunned Monsignor was intent, waiting for the full implication
to sink in. He wondered why there was such a stunned look of
confusion about his Security Officer. Did he not understand that
the term ‘Holy Terror’ originated from the warrior Popes of the
glory days? Worse, did he not understand the devastation the
identity of the bone could cause their faith?

 


Weighed heavy by the sudden and mortified
directive, Monsignor Cavello accepted his fate and assumed the
meeting was finished. With respectful compliance to authority, he
nodded and turned for the door. From behind, he heard Cardinal
Rossi ask,

“There is one other thing. The other day I
asked you to procure some personal medical records for me
concerning Monsignor Ronico Julian Francesco. Have you done this
for me?”

 


He turned back to face the Cardinal. Although
not understanding the urgency for the mundane medical records at
this most serious time, he said,

“Yes your Eminence. It has been confirmed
that he has terminal cancer.”

The Cardinal produced a most unusual grin,
not one expected when hearing such horrific news. It was almost as
if the Cardinal was pleased to hear it. Nevertheless, it was not
for the Monsignor to make evaluations or to second-guess the
devices of his superior and so he simply shook it off as strange
and unimportant. He should not have. That piece of information was
a most important part of the Cardinal’s evil plan.

 


The confused Monsignor nodded a mocked
respect and again turned to the door. On his way he heard the
Cardinal add,

“And get somebody onto that old Librarian,
what’s his name, Father Volpi Tavani. I truly suspect that his
friendship to Monsignor Principe has him somehow involved in this
devious plot to undermine our authority over the faith.”

 


As he reached for the door, the Monsignor
hoped he had not been given permission to murder the old librarian
as well. As if reading his mind, the Cardinal curtly added,

“Yes my old friend, him as well. Now you must
surely understand the full scope of this fine web of deceit woven
against us.”

 



Chapter 4

 


Professor Maria Espinoza awoke groggy and
feeling that a few more hours were direly needed to compensate for
her restless night. It took her a long time, almost a year away
from the jungle to abandon the habit of sleeping until noon or even
longer whenever possible. She had never been a morning person. At
one time, she bragged that she could count the sunrises she had
seen on one hand in the year she had spent in the jungle. That is,
aside from the ones she accidentally saw while staggering to her
bed after a full night of drinking with the villagers.
Unfortunately, in this new life her classes started at nine AM.
Thus, the alarm rudely intruded at the ungodly and unfamiliar hour
of seven-thirty.

 


Her bare feet took independent action and
swung out from the warm covers and onto the cold floor. As she
stood and struggled to keep her balance, she remembered her three
mysterious guests from yesterday, the reason for her restless
night. She turned and looked back at the empty bed with two
pillows, one used, and the other lonely. As much as she wanted to
see the Adonis body of a lost lover there, she had sadly reconciled
to the heartbreaking fact that she would never see Captain Santo
Martinez again. Their brief love affair in the Amazon jungle and
adventures while working for BASIC were over.

 


All the while that he was searching for his
lost wife and twin daughters she suppressed her love of him. He was
a man of military training, a man of violence, and thus very much
needing the security of his daughters to balance that hostility in
his life. They were his contact to the real world, his sanity.

 


It was only when Maria realized that it was
not his wife he was looking for, but rather his twin daughters,
that she shamelessly moved into his bed and heart. That was almost
a year ago. As to where he is now and why he had so suddenly
disappeared, she had no idea.

 


Her morning class was tedious and seemed to
drag on forever. Even the wide eyes and enthusiasm of those
wonderful young minds could not stir her this day. She could not
get the finger bone and the implications of it out of her mind. It
was as if her sane mind was yelling at her to stay in a nice safe
job with no danger to life and limb. Yet, her insatiable craving
for adventure was screaming at her to accept the quest, to get out
of this stagnant indoor job.

 


Even as she was explaining to her class the
programs comparing the genetic patterns of a coast indigenous
people to that of a rainforest ancestral tribe, her mind was trying
to rationalize a greater problem. What was making her stomach churn
like that? Why could she not take her eyes off the door? Was she
fighting an innate desire to have the sun above her head rather
than fluorescent lights? Was standing in this classroom somehow in
conflict with her natural instincts? The questions kept circling
faster and faster. As she stared out into the wide-eyed classroom,
her mind was in an intense debate.

 


After class, she could not remember walking
into the main library, only knowing that now, mysteriously, she was
sitting in front of a computer. Her fingers were poised over the
keyboard ready to ignore the pragmatic side of her brain. Before
typing in a secret code, she looked around the library to see the
Head Librarian at the front desk seemingly busy searching indexes
for the young man standing in front of her. At one table on the
other side of the room were five students with their noses pressed
into books. Satisfied that nobody cared that a professor was
sitting at a far terminal, she typed, ‘Isle De Casa
Bromhouser.’

 



Chapter 5

 


There are hundreds of small islands in the
Aegean Sea. On the rippling blue waters were boats of all sizes
enjoying the pleasures of wealth. A lone white cloud drifted
harmlessly above the serene vista, daring to intrude on the
tranquility below. However, nobody cared about just one cloud. It
was only when the sky was full of them that the fishermen looked up
to study their direction and evaluate the safety of venturing out
this day. Nobody had paid attention to a single insignificant cloud
that had never moved for hundreds of years.

 


On one of those islands, atop the tallest
cliff, a castle looked down into the sea far below. It belonged to
the oldest and most powerful family operating in the world today,
the House of the Nazarene. Depending on which civilization ruled at
that time, bygone cultures have had many names for this island.
‘The Fortress of Heaven,’ ‘Isle de Celeste,’ ‘Island of God,’ or,
in modern times, ‘Isle De Casa Bromhouser.’ It was from that lofty
castle that the true power of the world resided.

 


The security room of Isle De Casa Bromhouser
sported uncountable computer monitors. It was a large room dug out
of the volcanic rock and well protected against invasion by
artillery or army. The area was radiant with an eerie green glow
illuminating the people walking about and greatly adding to its
eeriness. The room was a clatter of clicking keyboards.

 


In a far corner sat a uniformed security
officer vigilantly looking at his screen ever on the watch for
‘flags.’ It was the most boring of security assignments, like
waiting for a telephone to ring when nobody knew your number. He
suddenly bolted alert when seeing a flashing box displaying a
properly coded request for an audience with the current ruler of
the House of Nazarene. He printed out the request along with a
verification code word, and left the computer room in haste.

 


In the middle of the castle was a great
gathering room graced with high arched ceilings and filled with
marble statues on pedestals. They were cluttered about as if in no
particular order or reference to date or culture. At first glance,
one might think it to be a museum of antiquities. The statues were
either of Greek or Roman styles Post-common era, and all were of
naked male athletes striking various poses of their particular
sport.

 


A Butler walked through the great hall toward
the large cedar doors. He was an older man, dressed in a
well-pressed black and white uniform with an ancient symbol
adorning the chest of the jacket, two snakes slithering around a
pole. In modern times, it was known as a Caduceus, the crest of
Doctors around the world. That was not the meaning in this House.
Here it represented the original Greek meaning, ‘the Wand of
Hermes’.

 


Hermes was the Greek Patron of ‘those who
crossed boundaries.’ Only to the House of the Nazarene was the true
significance of that crest understood. A long time ago the original
leader of the House of the Nazarene had crossed a great boundary to
be on this earth.

 


The butler seemed to be in a hurry, walking
as fast as his old legs would allow to the cedar doors. His
scuffing heels were echoing off the marble walls. He was very
uncomfortable with the way all those naked men looked at him. With
surprisingly little effort, he pulled the great doors open.
Standing there was the uniformed security officer. Both nodded a
silent greeting and the officer handed him a piece of paper. The
Butler turned, and again hurried back through the forest of naked
men.

 


Off to the side of the great room of statues
was a balcony jutting out over the steep cliff. The Aegean Sea was
hundreds of feet far below. On the balcony was a small glass table
adorned with an assortment of fruits, bread and olive oil. Sitting
next to the table was a handsome young man with shoulder length
black hair. His eyes were a deep blue, the very proof of his
linage. His enemies swore they could pierce into you as hard and
cold as a knife. Many Heads of State, Kings and Queens, had obeyed
him without understanding why.

 


He glowed in the great power and wealth into
which he was born. The cost of his dinner jacket, although old and
worthless to him, exceeded the yearly income of many of his
servants. His name was Gustav Magnus Laurent, and since the
abdication of the Duchess Josephine De Meyer-David, was now head of
the great House of the Nazarene. He sat mindlessly looking into the
heavens, seemingly held captive by that lone white cloud in the
distance.

 


When nearing the balcony the Butler
deliberately scuffed his heels, making sure the Head of the House
heard his approach. Gustav turned around and saw his trusted
servant obediently waiting for the command to approach. With a
smile Gustav said,

“Yes Lexington? Another important message?”
One that couldn’t wait I suppose?”

The Butler smiled a practiced smile and
softly replied,

“As always Sir.”

Gustav dabbed his lips with a handkerchief
bearing the initials ‘GML’ embroidered with golden thread, and
casually cast it aside. Lexington extended the silver tray to his
master. Gustav read the message and replaced it on the tray while
saying,

“My computer if you please.”

 


Waiting for his computer, he returned his
gaze to the wide-open spaces and absently fondled the figs on the
table. How better his life would be if only he could join the
carefree people on the yachts below. He felt the burden of
responsibility and was not happy with it. Finally he understood why
the Duchess abdicated, leaving tons of responsibilities for him to
shoulder.

 


The computer was placed on the table, and he
turned just in time to see Lexington bow and step away from the
balcony. Before entering the codes, he opened the humidor and
reached for a cigar. The box was a gift from the Duchess, a
‘welcome to power’ as it were. The cigars were exclusive to the
House of Levi, a Swiss Tobacconist in Berne. However, these cigars
could not be purchased from anywhere in the world. After lighting
it, he took a long savoring puff, letting the aroma fill his
mouth.

 


A moment later, codes are entered on a
computer that appeared to be nothing more than a thin pane of
glass. Instantly an image of Duchess Josephine De Meyer-David
appeared on the screen. It would appear that he had caught her
having lunch at her favorite patio on her private island she had
christened, Isle Mo Mylac. She looked to the screen and cast him a
wry smile, saying,

“Gustav. What a great pleasure to see you
again. What is it this time? A bank conglomerate will not transfer
funds fast enough for you?”

 


He became slightly indignant, for when it
came to matters of finance, he was omnipotent. Now, thanks to her
abdication he owned the banks, many shipping fleets, coal and
diamond mines, and a few small countries. Smiling an honest smile,
he retorted,

“Retirement looks good on you Duchess, and
may I say that I think a blouse would also. Must you always run
around that little island of yours topless?”

“Why Gustav, I am surprised at you. There are
not many men who would object to seeing me topless.”

“Well I know of three. Two of them were over
here last night and we had a marvelous time.”

“Gustav, I swear you are such a slut. Where
were these men before your rise to power?”

As if he were ready for the question, ready
to embarrass her again, he snapped a retort.

“Underneath me, where they belong.”

 


She shook her head in wonderment. If only she
had such a brazen sex life when she was in power. Her only physical
joy came from old kings who could barely hold anything up and now
here was Gustav with young queens as it were. He asked,

“Is my secret still safe?”

“As always, my dear.”

With personal matters out of the way, she
asked,

“Why do you interrupt my lunch?”

“One of your flags popped up from Satellite
Four. It was correctly coded and bore the correct catchword,
‘Kalian,’ the name of your so-called servant.”

 


Suddenly the Duchess perked up for she knew
the caller and was anxious to converse with her. Nevertheless,
there was a code of conduct, a protocol to be met first. In an
effort to get it quickly out of the way, she rattled off a series
of questions.

“Were all protocols met?”

“Yes.”

“Is it a secure line?”

“No.”

“I want privacy. Have it patched through my
satellite and rotate the transmission through the web of your
orbital satellites as well.”

 


Gustav then showed his worth, reminding the
Duchess,

“That type of rotating security will
oscillate the frequencies producing a flickering image.”

As if she already understood the price of top
security, she mundanely replied,

“Thank you Gustav but I am not that concerned
about my appearance anymore, much preferring secrecy of the
transmission.”

His acquiescence was a casual nod.

 


A keyboard appeared in the glass and his
fingers flew over them. Instantly his security team in the computer
room jumped to alert and accessed relocation codes. Three
geo-synchronous satellites high over the Mediterranean slowly
turned to face each other. They were not the type used today but
rather what the House of the Nazarene had used for hundreds of
years. These satellites were the size of a tennis ball. On one of
them, a door the size of a thumbnail automatically flipped open to
expose a lens. A beam the thickness of a hair shot out to touch
another satellite five hundred miles across the voids. It did the
same, and soon there was a net of rotating transmissions randomly
zipping back and forth between the three communications devices.
Nobody on the yachts noticed that the single cloud high above
slowly drifted to another location.
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