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Synopsis

 


In the continuing
chronicle of The House of the Nazarene, Maria Espinoza has been
asked to solve the code of a mysterious DNA strain obtained from a
secret military laboratory in Spain. Although human, the DNA code
far exceeds that of today’s evolutionary limit. Human DNA is coded
in only 10 percent of the total spirals while this DNA has somehow
evolved into one hundred percent capacity. After finally seeing and
meeting the human with that strange code she is shocked to the
limits of her scientific and religious principles. Who would have
thought that mankind would eventually evolve into something like
that.

A deranged and
massively deformed evil millionaire seeks the Second Creation’s
perfect T-cells as a cure for his deformity and will kill to obtain
it. For the Vatican, any proof of a Second Creation would destroy
their authority over the masses and therefore to protect that
authority has send assassins to destroy what could destroy them.
Meanwhile, for its protection, Maria is determined to return this
perfect creation to its secret location. In doing so she solves
many mysteries within the Human DNA spiral including the shocking
truth of the leader of the House of the Nazarene, Magnus Laurent’s
shocking origin.

 



Book One


Chapter 1

Why Aaron searched for
the truth of the Second Creation.

 


The people
of the second creation evolved to become superior to the evil that
overtook the people of the first creation. In order to improve on
the creation of man, the second creation was given a different DNA
sequence that corrected the Creator’s disappointment of the first
attempt and its destruction in the great flood.

The people of
Second Creation now live in a kingdom that according to their Holy
Book, sits atop a cloud and safe from the evil giants living under
them.

From his youth,
Aaron had struggled with being told that they live atop a cloud.
For the rest of his life he searched for the truth of his
existence.

 


In the Village of the Second Creation

 


Mrs. Myer was an
aged teacher, wearing a drab brown shawl and her hair done up in a
tight bun. The two children sitting up front were brothers, Jacob
and his younger brother Aaron. Both were brilliant beyond the
charts that measure their gift and the pride of Mrs. Myer’s
accomplishments as a grade five teacher. Sitting beside Aaron was a
young girl named Mary. Even at this young age, Mary had eyes only
for Aaron, who in turn found her unwanted attention very
annoying.

 


Though they were
brothers, Aaron had red hair and was thin of frame. His only
redeeming physical features were his exceeding good looks and
winning smile. The older Jacob had long blond hair and blessed with
strength and excellent athletic skills. Because of these genetic
extremes one might be compelled to cast suspicious glances at the
parents. But if truth be told these two brothers were not the only
two genetic anomalies in the forest of the second creation.

Mary toyed with
her long black hair and cast dreamy eyes toward her infatuation.
Aaron noticed but pretended to ignore her.

 



Chapter 2

 


Many years later,
Aaron and Jacob were walking through the village. Because the Holy
Book stated that evil had wings, the village was hidden in the
forest from those searching eyes above. Thus the shops lining the
main street were built with proper camouflage and set tight against
the tall trees. Many shops even gave the appearance of being carved
out of the massive tree trunks. Except for windows and curtains,
one might think they were walking through a common forest of giant
trees. As this was a shopping day, the shop doors were all open and
busy with customers coming and going. Some took advantage of the
busy day by sitting on the convenient shop benches to rest their
weary feet.

 


Jacob, being the
older and more physical in stature was starting to show the wispy
evidence of his proud beard. Though barely evident from a distance,
it was still his pride and joy and confirmation of finally coming
of age. He had noticed that his brother still bore a smooth chin,
the stigma of youth.

 


After passing the
rest of the shops and struggling to ignore the temptation of the
bakery, they stopped at the community’s main intersection. Jacob
knew that his brother was not coming home with him, that as always
he had adventure in mind, and so said,

“I have to go to
work now. Can I presume that you are going to your secret spot
again?”

 


Not wanting to
give importance to his secret meditation spot or lend any credence
to it, Aaron tried to sound nonchalant.

“It’s not a
secret. I just go there to look down at the village that’s
all.”

Jacob knew that
was not true because the forest hid the entire village. Jacob
understood that his brother was different, that he did not fit
perfectly into the mold of the others in the village. He knew that
Aaron was interested in the forbidden knowledge of what lay beyond
the village. Jacob let the lie go and bid his brother farewell. He
turned, and walked down the dirt path deeper into the forest.

 


What the brothers
did not see was Mary hiding behind one of the stores and spying on
them. As she was not married yet, she was dressed in the typical
brown smock covering her from neck to ankle. Because long hair was
a great sign of beauty, hers had never been cut and now draped low
on her back. She followed and watched as Aaron walked out of the
forest and into a barren field of weeds and thorns.

 


In the middle of
the large field was a great rocky precipice protruding so high that
it almost touched the clouds. It was not a mountain, but rather
just a large finger of rock pointing straight up. Nobody knew who
named it, but for generations it had been known as Needle Rock.
Many thought that it was a stairway to a great mystery and so
stayed away from it.

 


Rather than being
repelled by Needle Rock, as anyone with wisdom had been inclined to
do, Aaron was strongly drawn to it. What most people in the village
saw only as a pinnacle of stone, Aaron saw as the answer to a
mystery that had always puzzled him. The answer to that compelling
question was atop Needle Rock.

 


It all started a
few years ago when on a drab, cloudy day Aaron finally decided to
risk life and limb looking for an answer to his quandary. While it
took the better part of three hours, with lots of slipping and on
occasion, questioning what on earth he was doing, he finally
managed to scale the sheer cliff and reach the top of Needle
Rock.

 


At the top he
looked up to see a low cloud slowly drifting by. It was low enough
to be touched, and so standing on tip toe, he waved his hand
through the vaporous cloud. It was then that he finally discovered
the lies that were in the Holy Book. He was not surprised, for he
had always thought so. As in so many other cases, this discovery
only led to many more questions about his faith. From that day
forward, Aaron was a different person.

 


That was a few
years ago and now, like so many other times since then, Aaron once
again prepared to climb atop Needle Rock to meditate on his
forbidden knowledge. He did not know that Mary was hiding behind
the last tree in the forest and watching him approach Needle Rock.
When he had disappeared from sight she dared to run through the
field toward the pinnacle to see what he was doing. When she
approached the cliff wall, she became dumbfounded. Where could he
possibly have gone? There was no cave, no path and certainly no way
to climb the sheer cliff. As if by some magic trick, somehow Aaron
seemed to have disappeared into thin air.

 


Dejected, she
admitted defeat and unhappily turned to walk away. As she did, she
bumped into something and was almost knocked off her feet.
Struggling to stay upright, she realized that she had found Aaron.
Rather than apologize for almost knocking her over, his tone was
curt.

“You are not
allowed to be here.”

She was equally
abrupt in her defence.

“You are not
allowed to be here either you know. Needle Rock has been off limits
since the creation and you know that. So I should be asking you
what you are doing here.”

 


Rather than answer
her question he simply turned and took a step toward one of the
bushes at the base of the cliff. Pushing it aside revealed a
crevice in the cliff wall. Taking a step into it and without
turning to her, he said,

“I like to climb
to the top and look out over the Forbidden Forest.”

Mary was
astonished. With a stunned tone she snapped,

“But it is
forbidden to look at the edge of the world.”

Casting a sideways
glance at her, he retorted,

“That is why I
keep it a secret, and why you should go home.”

 


As he disappeared
into the crevice he expected her to obey. Of course that was not
what happened. She was determined and followed him. He turned and
repeated,

“You will only get
into trouble. Go home.”

“No, I want to go
with you.”

His stern look was
countered by her large, soft eyes, a weapon that easily won the
contest. Begrudgingly he admitted defeat and said,

“I should never
have admitted that I liked you. Very well, come with me if you
dare.”

With the grace of
a proper young lady, she calmly accepted her victory, but her inner
self jumped with joy.

 


After struggling
upward through the tight crevice, it surprisingly opened up to
reveal sunlight. They were now standing on a narrow ledge about a
hundred feet off the ground. When looking straight up she could see
the ledge was hugging the side of the cliff and precariously
winding its way to the top. Although narrow, it was enough that
they could walk upward one behind the other without too much
concern for danger.

 


At what Mary
thought must be halfway up she could already look out into the
distance and see the top of the great forest that concealed their
entire village. This was the first time in her life that she had
seen the top of the trees, and for the first time realized how well
hidden the village was from the evil that occasionally flew high
above. After all, such was the purpose of their hidden village, so
that evil things could not look down and find them.

 


Near the top and
with the cliff scraping her right shoulder, Mary reached forward
for what she hoped would be a good handhold. While not dangerous to
her balance, the rock came loose and ended up in her hand. Because
Needle Rock was basically one solid piece of rock she thought it
odd that a loose stone would be there. After curious inspection,
she saw that the rock was blocking a small hole in the cliff.

 


As she brought her
head closer, she discovered that a slight gust of warm air was
blowing out of the hole. Interested, she struggled to look inside
the small cavity but it was too dark to see anything. Her curiosity
only led to a greater mystery. The warm air smelled like fresh
baked bread. Her interest was cut short when Aaron yelled from
above for her to hurry up. Thinking no more of it she let her
strange discovery pass and hurried to catch up to Aaron. If she had
the same thirst for mystery as Aaron, and had searched for the
source of the smell of fresh baked bread, she would have discovered
the greatest secret to their existence of all time.

 



Chapter 3

 


The top of Needle
Rock was too rocky to support trees and therefore was only covered
with soft moss. As Mary and Aaron stepped onto the carpet of moss
she was exhausted, and while wanting to keep it from Aaron, had
been trembling with fear. With the danger of the very precarious
ledge behind her, she stood and struggled to catch her breath. She
was keenly aware that it was her stubbornness and love for Aaron
that had lured her here.

 


Aaron dropped to
his knees at the very edge of the precipice, and then onto his
belly. He then peered out over the great vastness in front of him.
Puzzled at what was holding his attention, Mary scanned the vista
in all directions. To the north, as far as the eye could see was
the forest of three other concealed villages. To the east were the
low mountains, where six other family groupings lived in elaborate
caves and hidden tunnels. To the south was the great lake where the
two tribes of the Lake People lived. Those eleven tribes and the
single one in the forest far below made up the twelve tribes of the
second creation. Only on the summer solstice did all twelve get
together for celebrations and Marriage Festivals.

 


Mary looked down
at the prone Aaron and realized that he was looking to the west,
toward the Forbidden Forest. Nobody lived among those dark trees,
and in fact to enter was prohibited by the Holy Law. It was
inevitable that through the generations a few had broken that law
and dared to venture into the gates of the unknown. Even fewer had
come back to tell dreadful stories of the noises and moans and
groans of what the Holy Book said were the lost and tortured souls
of those who dared to disobey the holy edict.

 


Above the trees of
the Forbidden Forest, she could see far into the distance, into
what she thought must be to the very edge of the world. Far beyond
the forest and mountains, she could see the top of the thick clouds
that the Holy Book said were the clouds this kingdom floated
upon.

 


Fearing a strong
wind might blow her off Needle Rock, and wanting to get close to
Aaron anyway, Mary lay beside him and asked,

“What are you
looking at? What do you see?”

He pointed and
said,

“See those clouds
past the Forbidden Forest and how we can look down upon them?”

“Yes, the clouds
that our kingdom floats on.”

Aaron then
revealed something most dire to Mary, something that he had never
even confessed to his brother.

“I have never
believed that”

 


She shuddered at
his blasphemy and became nervous. Filled with reverence for the
Holy Words she said,

“But it says so in
the Holy Book. How can you not believe what is written?”

“Because I have
discovered that a kingdom cannot float on a cloud.”

Mary was adamant
in her belief and snapped,

“I will hear no
more of this sacrilege.”

He was not
surprised that she wanted the last word on the subject.

“Best you never
tell anybody else of the evil thoughts in your sinful head.”

She had discovered
a side of Aaron that she did not like.

 


Though not wise in
the complexities of a woman’s feelings and their apparent ability
to manipulate men to their wishes and desires, he was alert enough
to understand that he had hurt her. He wisely waited a few minutes
and then changed the subject.

 


He reached down
beside their close bodies and blindly groped for her hand. Even
though she considered that maybe an evil one was showing her
affection, she accepted his silent apology and tenderly embraced
his fingers in hers. Once the affection had been accepted Aaron
asked,

“Should we leave a
note for the Priest of the Temple asking if we can join?”

It was not a
romantic marriage proposal but Mary took what she could get. To
equal his nonchalance she casually replied,

“I suppose
so.”

 


Knowing that it
would take most of the afternoon to get back down Aaron, without a
word to Mary, stood and walked toward the narrow ledge. Considering
that she was willing to accept him as her husband, she thought he
should have been a little more gracious, perhaps offering her his
hand. She made a mental note that if they were allowed to marry,
she would teach him some manners.

 


They were now near
the bottom of the pinnacle, or as Mary was pleased to discover, now
near the safety of flat ground. It was then that Aaron got
reckless. Oblivious to the danger, he started taking quicker steps.
From behind, Mary noticed him throwing caution to the wind. Before
she could scold him for showing off, it happened.

 


Aaron’s foot came
down hard onto a weakened section of the ledge and it crumbled
away. Mary’s scream did nothing to prevent him from stumbling and
falling over the cliff. Thankfully they were almost down and Aaron
miraculously missed the sharp rocks at the bottom, falling into a
thick bush. By the time Mary had squeezed through the crevice,
Aaron had already struggled out of the shrubbery and was sitting on
a rock holding his right arm in great pain.

 


Mary forced his
hand from the injury and discovered a deep gash in his forearm. She
was surprised to see him cringing in pain. She was also aware that
panic could sometimes make one forget what they had been taught in
school. In a stern voice she chastised,

“Stop that
moaning. Have you forgotten your teachings already? Tell the pain
to go away.”

 


Aaron’s eyes
slowly rose to meet hers and a confessed,

“I have never been
able to stop pain with my mind like we were taught.”

Surprised, Mary
said,

“But we all
learned to do that. Why can’t you?”

Sheepishly he
admitted,

“I don’t know. It
just never worked. I just pretended it did.”

 


Mary let that
pass. After all it was certainly not the strangest thing about him.
She asked,

“Well, can you at
least close up the wound?”

He produced a
sheepish grin and said,

“Yes, I am very
good at healing.”

Pressing down hard
on the gash, he closed his eyes and concentrated. After only a
moment he lifted his hand to see that it had healed with not so
much as a scar. There was no sympathy from Mary as she said,

“Honestly,
sometimes you can be such a baby.”

 



Chapter 4

One year later

 


On a warm and
sunny morning, patchy rays of sunshine streaked through the forest
canopy lighting the ground below as if it were a stage with a
multitude of spotlights. Aaron and Mary were walking hand in hand
through the broken sun beams and intervals of shade. She was
wearing a ceremonial ring of Marigolds like a crown and there was a
glow about her.

 


His brother Jacob,
along with his obviously pregnant wife, Eve was right behind them.
In the clearing just ahead, basking in the sunlight was a lone tree
standing tall. Under the umbrella of spreading branches was a large
circular wall of canvas, their destination. It was the tent of the
Holy Announcements, the home of the Holy Man.

 


As they
approached, a pudgy old man with a beard draping down over his
great girth, and wearing a long brown robe, appeared in the entry
of the tent. He greeted them with a bow that was returned by all
four. In a crackly voice he asked,

“As your brother
had come many months before asking permission to take a wife from
the same tribe of the Forest People, you now come to ask for a wife
from the same grouping as well.”

What he said next
hurt them all to the heart, especially Mary.

“I would be
surprised if it is allowed.”

He then looked
sternly at Mary and in the same curt tone asked,

“Is this the man
you have chosen?”

Afraid to speak,
she simply nodded.

 


The Priest then
reached into his robe and brought out two blank pieces of white
paper. What scared Mary the most was what came next. A sharp
ceremonial knife was drawn from the holy man’s robes. He said,

“Then let us
begin.”

Obediently Aaron
held out his hand, and without hesitation the Priest nicked his
finger. The paper caught the escaping drop of blood. Because Eve
had assured Mary that it didn’t really hurt too much, she bravely
offered her hand for the same procedure. Judging by the grimace of
pain on Mary’s face, it was clear that Eve had deceived her. It
hurt a lot.

 


The priest then
looked at both pieces of paper and seemed pleased that the two red
dots were sufficient. Without a word, he turned and entered the
Tent of Holy Announcements. Knowing that under penalty of death
none but the Holy Ones may enter the tent, all four patiently
waited outside. Eve then stepped up to Mary, took her hand into
hers and gently placed it over the small cut. Though Mary accepted
Eve’s sympathy she still cast her a harsh look and said,

“You tricked me.
That really hurt.”

Eve smiled and
said,

“Yes, it hurt me a
lot too. Just make it go away.”

 


Inside the tent,
the Priest held the blood-stained papers in each hand as reverently
if they were holy relics. He walked through the open air courtyard
to a smaller tent in the middle. With the nudge of his shoulder,
the flap was swept aside and he entered the most Holy of Holies,
the inner sanctum.

 


In the middle of
the Inner Sanction was an altar with two golden angel figurines
kneeling on top and facing each other. Their wings were
outstretched and opened hands almost touching as if expecting
something to be placed on them. Although angels, there was a
mystique about their heads, each with elongated skulls and large
staring eyes.

 


The Priest stopped
in front of the altar and started mumbling a prayer. When the
strange supplication was finished, he placed the blood stained
paper in each of the outstretched hands. With the ceremony
complete, he lightly pressed down on each hand and took a step
back.

 


As had happened
many times in the past, the last time with Jacob and Eve, the dark
eyes of each statue started to glow. In perfect unison, a red laser
beam shot out of the orbs onto the blood stained papers.

 


The High Priest
naturally assumed that it was the eyes of the Creator. He did not
understand that the DNA in the blood samples was being computer
analyzed for compatibility and making sure that there would be no
genetic conflict with the joining of Aaron and Mary. Within seconds
the DNA sequencing was complete and the altar began to glow in a
series of flashing colored lights. The Priest understood the
message, turned and left the Inner Sanctum.

 


Outside, all four
waited nervously for the results. Mary was squeezing Aaron’s hand
tightly. Not wishing to show weakness at this particular moment, he
struggled to accept the pain as nonchalantly as possible. Aaron
hated pain. Jacob was nervous because he knew that permission to
marry within the village was not always given. After all, was that
not the purpose of the annual Harvest Celebrations and Marriage
Festivals between the villages?

 


When the flap of
the outer canvas wall was finally swept aside, all eyes immediately
darted to the old priest who was awkwardly lumbering toward them.
When he took a second to catch his breath, Mary had trouble
containing her enthusiasm and unwittingly squeezed Aaron’s hand
harder. This time Aaron visibly wrenched in pain. After a deep
breath, the High Priest announced,

“The marriage will
be allowed.”

It was only then
that the blood again flowed into Aaron’s hand. Eve hugged Mary and
Jacob shook his brother’s sore hand. And with that short
unceremonious ritual, Mary and Aaron were married.

 


Knowing that there
was more news to come, good or bad, they eagerly waited for the
rest of the announcement. In a priestly drone he said,

“In two years you
may have one daughter and two years after that another daughter and
that is all.”

 



Chapter 5

Ten years later

 


Jacob and Eve’s
house was characteristic of the houses in this small corner of the
village. Along with the fifteen other houses in the area, it was
built with the help of the whole community. The roof of logs had
long been overgrown with moss and weeds, making it virtually
impossible to detect from the air. It was a two story unit with the
bedrooms downstairs, making them the cooler rooms. The kitchen and
fireplace were upstairs.

 


This was the
morning of the Winter Solstice, the morning of a Holy Day. Eve rose
early to prepare her finest dress and clothes for Jacob and their
two boys. While she was sitting in front of her mirror fussing
meticulously with her long hair, she turned to Jacob and said,

“Go check on the
boys and make sure they are getting dressed.”

He discovered that
they were only half-dressed and nowhere ready to go. In a stern
parental voice he commanded,

“Come, hurry. We
cannot be late for the Holy Day.”

 


An hour later the
whole community was strolling toward the Tent of the Holy
Announcements under the large tree in the middle of the glade. All
the shops were closed. All the farmers made sure that their flocks
could survive the day without them, and the fishing boats were
securely tied to the docks on the great lake. There was no work to
be done on this day.

 


The grassy knoll
was littered with picnic tables, frolicking children and busy wives
setting up their tables for the meals they had prepared. Most of
the husbands had gathered in small groups to discuss whatever came
to mind. Except for a lone cloud high above, the sky was clear and
blue. As the day heated up, many realized that once again they were
overdressed.

 


Like so many
others, Jacob and Aaron moved two tables together for the joining
of their families. Eve and Mary were pleased with the food they had
produced and took pride in their skills at baking and cooking. It
was time to eat, and so the children were called in from
playing.

 


After a great deal
of the food had been devoured, it was time. The whole community sat
patiently at the tables waiting for the signal. Suddenly a
frightening blare of trumpets from within the Tent of the Holy
Announcements broke the serenity of the morning. It was the signal
that the Maker was about to appear. As per demand, heads were
lowered, all eyes were closed, and prayers were mumbled aloud in a
strange tongue.

 


With all eyes
tightly sealed, the Maker appeared over the top of the Forbidden
Forest, and slowly drifted over the heads of the praying villagers.
The Maker was not a saintly angel glowing white with magnificent
wings and a radiant halo. What hovered above the lowered heads was
a round metallic object glistening in the sunlight.

 


To make sure all
heads were bowed in respect, the walked through the crowd
vigilantly. Only the High Priest was permitted to see the Maker for
fear they might set the image atop an altar and pray to it. As the
silver orb slowly drifted toward the tree and the Holy Tent, birds
scattered in all directions.

 


The Maker lowered
and disappeared behind the tent. A few minutes later a softer, more
harmonious trumpet was blown, and the Maker rose from behind the
canvas wall and lifted high.

 


Even though it was
forbidden to look up, Aaron had connived a way to honor the Holy
Edict but still manage to see the Maker. With his head down, like
all the others, he furtively reached into his pocket and brought
out a small mirror. Holding it close to his right eye he scanned
skyward and eventually found the object of his forbidden
curiosity.

 


His gasp and rapid
heartbeat was the result of both fear of breaking the holy law, and
what he was seeing in the mirror. His bewilderment was not in
seeing the Maker, but rather what the Maker was doing. He knew it
to be as impossible as a mountain floating on a cloud. How was it
possible to fly without wings and feathers?

 


Because the Maker
was slowly drifting over his head, Aaron was able to keep the image
in the mirror. He smiled when seeing where the Maker went. It was
as he had suspected all along, the Maker lived in the Forbidden
Forest. After it had disappeared amongst the trees, the mirror was
slid back into his pocket.

 


A moment later the
High Priest clapped his hands announcing permission to end the
prayers and open their eyes. He then turned to the canvas wall and
swept the flaps aside. There, in the courtyard of the outer temple
was what the Maker had provided. For the housewives who had prayed
for metallic pots and pans, there they were in the heap of
supplies. For the baker, there were spices and yeast. Two of the
farmers had requested axes and one more plow. Manna had fallen from
the sky.

 


After it had all
been properly distributed, it was time to once again return to the
festivities of the Holy Day. Children, not as awed at the miracle
as the adults, bolted from the tables and returned to the fields to
continue playing. Most of the adults again continued eating. Some
men gathered in circles to discuss the holy event and the power and
wonder of the Maker.

 


But not Aaron. He
remained at the table and exhibited a strange excited glow. As Mary
cleaned the table, she looked at him and wrongly thought that he
was smitten by the miracle of the day. She had been concerned for
his state of mind lately, fearing that he was losing his faith. But
now he seemed so at peace that she too glowed. But Aaron’s glow was
not in reverence for the Maker. Aaron had discovered the truth of
their kingdom and knew what he had to do next.

 



Chapter 6

Some Years Later

 


The morning in the
land of the second creation was warm and sunny. Jacob was walking
down the main street of the community with a letter in his hand. He
walked past the shop keepers who were hanging out their signs and
opening their doors for business. Others were busy sweeping their
entrances. As the Keeper of the Town Records, as well as Births and
Deaths, Jacob was wearing his official red hat with the wide brim
turned down at the back. Though he struggled to conceal it while in
public, there was dignity in his step. After all, when appointed
Keeper of the Records, the 60 year old Jacob was the youngest to
have ever held that position.

 


As he neared the
second from last house at the edge of the village, he spotted Mary
in the yard lovingly attending to her vegetable garden. She looked
up and saw Jacob approach, wiped the dirt from her hands and met
him at the gate. He was not surprised to see the great look of
concern about her. After all, such was the main subject of the
letter. He had read that she was very worried that something was
wrong with her husband. There was despondency in her tone.

“Thank you for
coming Jacob. He is at it again.”

 


Jacob knew that
Aaron was upstairs in his den. He walked past the bedrooms and up
the wooden stairs. Because there were no doors in the house, once
upstairs he could see his brother down the hall sitting at his desk
with his back to him. Because his footsteps were silent and Aaron
was lost in what he was reading, Jacob was able to approach from
behind without being detected.

 


Looking over
Aaron’s hunched shoulders, Jacob saw that his brother was
concentrating on the words of an ancient document of rustic paper
frayed on the edges. Jacob put his hand on Aaron’s shoulder and
that startled him. Quickly recovering, Aaron realized that the
scroll he was reading was in plain view and so awkwardly fumbled to
hide it with both arms.

 


Immediately
suspicious, Jacob cast his eyes to the fragile paper but since only
a glimpse was managed, he was not able to determine the content or
reason for the awkward secrecy. So he asked,

“What do you have
there brother? Why is your wife once again so concerned for
you?”

Aaron looked up at
his brother and cast him a guilty look.

 


Knowing that he
had been caught red-handed, Aaron took a deep breath and meekly
admitted.

“Many years ago I
found this journal in the Forbidden Forest and it has consumed me
ever since.”

Jacob was
astonished that his brother had dared to break the law and enter a
taboo area. He sternly asked,

“But why did you
break the law and go in there?”

 


Aaron told his
stunned brother about the time he smuggled a mirror to the holy
festival and not only saw the Maker but where it went. He
explained,

“Although it was
many years ago, I could not get it out of my head it must be where
the Maker lived. Ever since then, I just had to know what the Maker
looked like. Then, one day while enriched with courage and daring,
I found the strength to enter the forest. I was only a little ways
in when strange noises and scary shadows urged me to turn back. The
Maker lives in a very scary place. It sounded as if the trees
themselves were howling at me, warning me to turn around.”

 


Jacob cut in,

“And yet you
persisted in being disobedient to the laws and disrespectful to the
Maker, the very authority that has supplied for us and made us what
we are.”

Still holding the
Maker in high esteem, Aaron was not repentant at his defiance of
the Holy Laws. It was what was written in the Holy Book that he had
issues with. He could not bring himself to believe that this land
floated on a cloud. From atop Needle Rock he had seen that cloud in
the distance with his own eyes. There was something in him that
could not accept that this kingdom was floating on it.

 


Jacob cast a harsh
eye to the documents that his brother was still struggling to
conceal and sternly demanded,

“What is it
brother? What has caused you to lose your faith?”

Turning back to
the journal Aaron said,

“I have not lost
my faith. I simply question the interpretation of some of the Holy
Words. That was the curiosity that compelled me into the forest.
But as I said, it was a scary place and fright pushed me back. On
my way out I chanced upon a tree that had fallen over with its
roots sticking out of the ground. Entangled in the roots was a
metallic box, and in the box was this journal. It was obviously
hidden at the base of the tree for centuries, and when the tree
fell over it became exposed. It was as if I was meant to find it.
It’s an old journal written by an ancient one called Abraham. It is
his account of how he had dared to venture beyond the Forbidden
Forest and discover a land of giants living under our cloud. He
wrote that they were men like us, but four times taller. He tells
of how ugly and vicious they were.”

 


Jacob
interrupted,

“Tales of horrors
and nightmares that exist in the forbidden land are no more than
children’s stories designed to keep us from going there. There are
many marvels in the Creator’s kingdom, but there are no such things
as giants.”

Aaron
interjected,

“Yes, of course,
but even if what he saw were not giants, does it not imply that
there is something under the cloud that the Holy Book says we must
not see?”

 


Jacob shook his
head. His brother had always allowed illogical reasoning to confuse
the teachings. If the teachings said that we were floating on a
cloud, then instead of accepting the wonder and miracle of such a
glory, a gift from the Creator, Aaron applied logic and concluded
that mountains could not possibly float on clouds. Jacob tried to
reason with him.

“It is by the
miracle of the Creator that such a thing is possible. If you
believe the teachings then you must therefore believe that by the
hand of the creator anything is possible.”

 


Jacob wondered if
his brother even believed the stories of the Creator and whose
image they were created in. How could there possibly be giants four
times taller living below the clouds? How could there possibly be
life under the clouds? It all seemed so impossible. Jacob was
stunned that his brother would accept the words of an ancient
document and reject the words in their holy book. Jacob understood
that his brother was weakening to the temptation of the journal. He
knew that Aaron would eventually venture into the Forbidden Forest
in search of the Maker. Foolishness had now captured his brother’s
mind.

 


Jacob had always
shown support for his brother’s cravings for adventure, as reckless
as they sometimes were. When Aaron was once told that angels had
wings, he was captivated by the thought of flight. Once he almost
died when jumping out of a tall tree while strapped to make-shift
wings made of feathers. He was only saved by landing in a bale of
hay. Then, all those years ago, when looking into a concealed
mirror and seeing that the Maker came to them in a round metallic
bird with no wings or feathers, he fumbled to make what he thought
was a copy of the Maker’s transport between heaven and earth. When
he sat inside the contraption and rolled off a cliff expecting it
to fly just like the Maker, many people thought that it was only by
the intervention of the Creator that he did not die.

 


Jacob feared that
rash thoughts of adventure were once again marching his brother
toward foolishness and harm. It was for that reason he kindly
asked,

“And what else do
these foolish words say?”

Glad that his
brother had finally shown an interest in his discovery, Aaron
returned his attention to the ancient journal, pointed and
read,

“It says here that
he followed the river through the ancient forest. After three days
he came to a place where the mountain drank the river.”

Aaron looked back
up at his brother and explained,

“I suspect that he
was writing in code, perhaps aware that he was doing something
forbidden.”

As Aaron returned
to the journal Jacob added,

“Or maybe he had
lost his mind and was simply rambling. As I hope you are aware,
mountains do not drink rivers.”

 


Ignoring his
brother’s rejection, Aaron found the place where he had left off
and continued,

“He said that
after climbing down the cliffs and through the clouds he eventually
reached a land where giants lived. The forest he wandered through
was not like the forest we have here. He wrote that the trees were
thicker around than many of our buildings put together and so tall
he could not see their tops.”

 


Not wishing to
show support or encouragement, Jacob said,

“Perhaps the air
down there can play tricks with the mind.”

Ignoring the
ridicule Aaron persisted,

“What about the
terrible giants he saw?”

Again Jacob tried
to bring his brother back to reality by quoting their Holy
Book.

“Does it not say
in our Holy Words that evil dwells beneath us? Perhaps Abraham was
simply creating a metaphor for the truth of our Holy Words. Is it
not more reasonable to assume that the story of evil that resides
underneath us is simply a warning not to enter that domain? Is it
so hard to believe that if evil is beneath us then we are in the
upper dominion of the Creator?

 


Because Aaron was
consumed by the possibility of some kind of truth hidden in the
Forbidden Forest, he had turned from the spiritual logic of his
brother to the methodical possibilities of a different truth.
Changing the subject with the intent of pulling him away from
thoughts not allowed, Jacob gently put his hand on his brother’s
shoulder and said,

“Come. Mary
promised to make my favorite breakfast if I came over and talked to
you.”

 


Before Aaron could
figure out that his wife was the mastermind behind the conspiracy
to talk sense into her husband, Jacob tugged Aaron’s shoulder. The
tug and hunger pangs joined to pull him away from the journal.
Although they left the room, the sacrilegious

pages stayed open
on his desk.

 



Chapter 7

Many years later

 


Not far from the
village, across a field of corn and on top of a small rise, was a
large tree with massive overhanging branches supplying shade. Now
in his later years and considerably heavier, Aaron could no longer
squeeze into the narrow gap at the bottom of Needle Rock. He blamed
that failure on his giggling wife by claiming it was her fault for
overfeeding him. This more accessible shady location had become his
new favourite spot to sit and reflect on his forbidden
thoughts.

 


This afternoon
found Aaron sitting under the giant tree in a rickety chair. As he
was lost to various thoughts, he only occasionally remembered to
enjoy a puff from his long stem pipe. His focus was on the
Forbidden Forest in the distance. As wafts of smoke escaped his
lazy lips, and with his eyes still glued to the forest, he started
to absently nod.

 


A movement in the
distance distracted him from his thoughts and his eyes drifted in
that direction. Jacob was slowly walking toward him. As there was
only one chair under the tree and it was currently occupied, Jacob
put his back against the trunk and slid down into a sitting
position beside Aaron. After a few minutes of silence Aaron finally
said,

“You seem
determined to deny me my contemplations brother.”

Lighting his pipe,
Jacob said,

“That is because I
know the sinfulness of your thoughts.”

“And so you have
come once again to save me from them, is that it?”

A billow of soft
aromatic smoke escaped Jacob’s silent lips.

 


Another moment of
silence passed and then Aaron said,

“Are we going to
have that incessant conversation again?”

Jacob countered
with a question of his own.

“Are those
thoughts still in your head?”

Regrettably Aaron
admitted,

“Yes.”

Also regrettably,
Jacob replied,

“Then yes, we
shall continue where we left off.”

“Again and again
you try to dissuade my path and turn me back to your idea of the
proper thought.”

Jacob replied,

“As I am your big
brother it is my obligation to save you.”

 


A deep sigh of
hopelessness escaped Aaron. Again and again the moral conversation
continued. To be fair to his brother, Aaron understood that he was
only trying to save his soul like any good brother would do, but
lately his efforts had become tedious. To set the conversation onto
a different path Jacob asked,

“What else has
been on your mind today?”

Knowing that
keeping secrets from his brother was as impossible as commanding
the wind to stop, or winning a stare-down contest with his wife, he
conceded and admitted,

“The same as
always brother. My head swims with questions that will not go away.
As each passing year burdens us with age, another weight is added
to my memory of Abraham’s venture to the underworld.”

 


Through the smoke
of his pipe Jacob solemnly gazed at his obviously haunted brother.
He saw the heavy drain that the journal had on Aaron and felt his
deep pain at being cursed with prohibited curiosity. Though Jacob’s
intent was to console, his words did little to help.

“You have to
forget about things like that. It drains you. Look at the perfect
world we live in. Why can’t you just live within the laws imposed
on us?”

His reply was far
too pragmatic for blind faith to accept.

“There are flaws
in the Holy Words. It is impossible for a mountain to float on a
cloud.”

 


Jacob had no
problem with the laws and was content to live within them. His only
concern was that his brother had been prompted to question them.
Aaron had found a reflective tone in his voice and shocked his
brother by admitting what seemed impossible.

“Jacob, I have
touched a cloud.”

Sceptically Jacob
responded,

“How is that
possible brother? Clouds pass by us over head, far out of reach and
pass below us, again, far out of reach. You could not possibly have
touched a cloud.”

 


Aaron was not
surprised by his brother’s scepticism, in fact anticipated it. He
knew how foolish such thoughts were to those who accepted the laws
with blind faith. He casually pointed to Needle Rock far in the
distance and said,

“In the years of
my youth, when I was able, I spent much time atop there. Once, a
lone cloud drifted low and I was able to reach up and put my hand
into it. I discovered clouds are soft and could not even hold the
rock I threw atop it. It fell through.”

Jacob had been
sure that the accursed pinnacle and the ancient journal were going
to be his brothers undoing. How right he was.

 


Recognizing the
futility of reasoning with Aaron’s fanciful thoughts, Jacob shook
his head. Aaron ignored his brother’s seeming contempt, and
returned to the pleasure of his pipe. But Jacob was not willing to
concede to the silent treatment and therefore said,

“What is your
intention then brother? Are you thinking of making a long rope and
climbing down to the cloud that holds us up?”

Recognizing it as
a taunt Aaron let it go. Besides, that idea had already been
considered and deemed impossible. And it wasn’t like other ideas
had not been considered, like a ladder for instance.

 



Chapter 8

Beginning of the End
Time

 


Many years later,
a very much older Jacob was sitting on his front porch absently
stroking his great beard and enjoying his mid-afternoon pipe. In
the distance he saw Mary walking toward him. She too was much older
but there was still a great beauty about her as well as an aura of
energy. As Jacob had so often noticed, for all of her life she had
been graced with a fetching smile. As he all too easily noticed,
she was not smiling today. She sat in the chair next to him and
said,

“I am worried
about Aaron. He was not in our bed last night and did not have
breakfast.”

 


Knowing that his
brother had been filled with dangerous and forbidden thoughts, he
understood Mary’s distress. Fearing that Aaron might have finally
succumbed to a lifelong need to know the truth of both the
mysterious clouds and the Maker, he too joined Mary in mutual
concern. Wanting to ease her anxiety he voiced what he only hoped
was true.

“Not to worry, he
probably just fell asleep under his tree.”

But Mary was
having none of it.

“Don’t you think I
know my husband by now? I know something is wrong.”

Regretfully he
struggled out of the very comfortable chair and said,

“I suspect I know
where he is.”

 


Jacob went into
his kitchen and packed water and a few biscuits into a sack.
Jacob’s wife, Eve was standing in the doorway watching him prepare
for a long trip. While approaching her husband she asked,

“What is wrong?
Why are you packing for a long journey?”

Turning to face
her he regrettably admitted that he knew where his foolish brother
had gone and that he must go after him.

 


In the back of
Jacob’s mind was a more important reason that he wanted to go after
his irrational brother. He did not want his brother to die in a
forbidden land where the Creator might not be able to find his
soul. So, to save not only his brother, but also his soul, he threw
the sack over his shoulder and pointed his footsteps in the
direction of the Forbidden Forest.

 


At the edge of the
corn field, and under Aaron’s favorite shade tree, Jacob saw that
the chair was empty. At the base of the chair was an accumulation
of pipe ashes. He bent down and felt that they were still warm. It
was evidence that not too long ago Aaron had been here. Jacob knew
Aaron had probably been sitting here all night and most of the
morning to gathering courage for his illicit adventure.

 


It took the rest
of the day before Jacob finally reached the edge of the forbidden
zone. As he stood there staring at the thick forest, it was as the
rumors had always stated, it was a dark and sinister place. But the
love of his brother was strong and so after three deep breaths for
courage, he took his first step into the forest. With the same
trepidation as walking into a nightmare, Jacob disappeared into the
daunting shadows of the unknown.

 


Rather than the
Creator judging him for the sin of disobedience to the Holy Laws by
entering the forest, Jacob hoped that he would be judged by his
love of his brother instead. It was not only how he would be judged
that was slowing his step, but also what was written in Abraham’s
ancient journal about strange sounds and demons lurking in the
shadows.

 


As had always been
the case, fear hid in the darkness and ambushed the bravest mind to
create terror. Jacob’s imagination was no exception. The deeper he
ventured into the forbidden zone, the darker it got and the more
his imagination stirred. As he struggled over dead branches and
squeezed between tight trees, his imagination was creating monsters
and evil behind every tree. Every branch that touched his hat
suddenly became a devil’s hand reaching out to grab him. Fear
became the partner of sanity, and both screamed at him to turn
back.

 


It was now getting
dark. As the tug of war between fear and a desire to save his
brother was waging, he chanced to look deep into the dark forest to
see a glow of soft light. If there was one thing that could push
terror aside it was the enticement of a warm fire. Hoping that it
was Aaron’s fire he trudged deeper into the forest and hopefully
closer to the safety of the light.

 


From behind a
tree, Jacob saw his brother in the distance sitting by the fire. He
was stirring a pot of stew with one hand and keeping his long red
beard away from the fire with the other. When Jacob stepped out of
the surrounding doom and into the light Aaron looked up and
said,

“I knew you would
be hungry so I made food for us both.”

 


After the meal
they lit up their pipes. While exhaling smoke through their
nostrils, each was lost to their own reflective thoughts. Finally
Jacob broke the silence and said,

“Is it because you
are getting older that you brave this forbidden adventure? Is the
satisfaction of knowing the truth worth risking your life?”

Aaron’s reply was
only another puff of smoke and so Jacob continued,

“You are here
because of that cursed journal you found years ago, I know that.
But you have to accept that the words are evil and from Abraham’s
fractured mind.

 


As another puff of
lazy smoke billowed out of Aaron’s flared nostrils he flippantly
cast the dire warning aside. With defiance in his tone he said,

“It is a true
story. There are giants living under our cloud.”

Jacob snapped an
angry reply,

“No Aaron, such
stories are only meant to scare us, to keep us on this side of the
forest. For the hundreds of years, even thousands of years since we
were given this land the foolish ones who had broken the law and
ventured into this forest had never been seen again.”

 


Aaron countered
with,

“That is not true.
Abraham, the writer of the journal returned to tell his tale.”

“No, the journal
is a lie. Why do you suppose that he hid those words in a box under
a tree?”

Aaron had no
answer and so only stared deep into the fire.

 


Aaron slowly
raised his head to meet his brother’s eyes and said,

“What you are
doing is foolish. Think of your children and many grandchildren.
Think of your beautiful wife.”

Again Aaron pursed
his lips and a billow of smoke escaped. He retorted,

“Mary is not that
beautiful anymore.”

Jacob sneered and
said,

“Can I assume that
you have not looked in a mirror lately?”

 


Aaron agreed that
he too was getting old. At this point of his life his back ached.
Whenever he sat down, strangely a great belly appeared on his lap.
The difficulty of sitting down was now equal to the task of getting
back up. Before dying and entering the shadows of another place he
desperately wanted to understand the mystery of the clouds. As the
shadows of the dark time nibbled at his feet, he needed to
know.

 


Jacob could think
of no more to say and so each eventually prepared to spend the
night in a terrible place. The only sounds in the forest this night
were the crackling of the fire and all the creepy noises of a scary
forest. There was no primeval comfort in a fire this night

 


Because the forest
was thick with trees and an overhanging canopy, the gloom of the
forest made it difficult to tell if it was morning or still night.
All Aaron knew for sure was that after waking up, he was hungry.
After a few bites of sweetbread and swallow of water he packed his
bag and prepared to continue with his ill-fated journey into the
unknown.

 


As he was
gathering his courage for the first step, he turned to Jacob and
with a quizzical tilt of his head, asked what he was going to do.
Fact of the matter was that he wanted Jacob to come with him, to
lighten his fear, but also understood his apprehension in breaking
the sacred laws. That was the very reason Jacob wanted to go home,
he was torn between that comfort and a duty to protect his brother.
Unfortunately for Jacob, the ties of family won the battle and he
followed his foolish brother deeper into the forbidden land.

 



Chapter 9

The Land at the End of
the World

 


That afternoon
they finally broke past the grasping branches that Jacob was sure
were trying to catch and devour them. Now, finally at the other end
of the Forbidden Forest, they came to the edge of their world. Only
a few feet from the last tree their land abruptly dropped straight
down to the clouds far below. For different reasons both stood
stunned gazing outward into the far horizon. They looked down at
the clouds below and it was clear that their world rested on top of
them. Here it was for all believers as well as sceptics to see with
their own eyes. Their world indeed sat atop a giant cloud.

 


Fearing that he
might fall over, Jacob lay on his belly with only his head poking
over the precipice. He rejoiced in the sight, proof positive that
the Holy Words were true. Aaron lay down beside him and gazed out
into what he had always thought was impossible. As Jacob’s faith
intensified, Aaron’s was cast into the breeze. How could this be?
In defiance of the Holy Words Aaron uttered,

“It is not
possible.”

Jacob, celebrating
in his faith, countered,

“And yet you see
it with your own eyes.”

 


After a few
minutes of conflicting thoughts, one confused and the other
contented, Jacob voiced the miracle in front of them.

“The words of the
Holy Book are true. The cloud holds up our kingdom. We rest atop
the miracle of our Creator.”

Confronted with an
impossible truth, Aaron remained defiant, responding,

“If you truly
believe that those clouds are solid and can hold up this kingdom,
then by that belief you should be willing to jump off this cliff
and onto the cloud. You should believe that they are solid and you
will not fall though.”

 


Jacob looked down
the sheer cliff to the clouds so far below. He muttered,

“It is a long way
down.”

Aaron tasted a
small victory and retorted,

“Since when have
you been afraid of heights?”

Feebly Jacob
answered,

“Since now.”

 


Aaron stood,
picked up a stone and with all his might tossed it outward. Both
observed the long fall and to Jacob’s disbelief it did not bounce
off the cloud but rather disappeared through it. Aaron smiled. It
was just more fuel added to the fire that questioned his faith and
the validity of the Holy Words.
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