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The Creation Reboot
Program 

Synopsis

The most devout of any faith
never suspected the Creator incorporated a failsafe Creation Reboot
Program into the first creation. When the program finally
initiated, the planet went mad. Ten-ton blocks of stone levitated
off the Giza Pyramids and gently floated down to the sand. A bomber
lost during the Second World War mysteriously landed with a
confused crew in present-day Thailand. A hundred feet below a
Sahara sand dune dated to be thousands of years old, archaeologists
discovered a 1966 Russian Soyuz space capsule with the Cosmonaut
still inside. And so it went all over the world. It seemed time was
running backward.






From a mysterious crystal Maria
had discovered came an enigmatic clue to the Reboot Program, ‘what
once was must be again’. It was a horrific divine warning
foretelling the end of creation on the planet Earth. 






Determined to stop the
‘Creation Reboot Program’ and prevent the destruction of the
creation, Maria followed the clues to a mysterious space station
orbiting Venus. It was there she discovered Edward, an enigmatic
man she met years before. Edward explained to a devastated
Maria, 

“Yes, humans will no longer
exist but be not concerned for the human extinction. There will be
no death, only no life.

The only way to stop the
Creation Reboot Program and save humanity was with a ‘Delete
Program’ hidden in another dimension. However, retrieving the
program came at a horrible price for Maria.

A daring escape from the doomed
satellite sent her back to Earth but with no idea if the Delete
Program had time to load and save the world until---. 






The Creation Reboot Program


Chapter 1

The Nightmare Prophecy






He sensed her agonizing pain as
if it were his own. As he leaned over to comfort her, he felt her
bone chilling shiver as if sleeping on ice. With great concern, he
softly whispered into her ear a question he already knew the answer
to.  

“Was it the nightmare
again?”   

It was the middle of the night.
The bedroom was dark but Santo knew by Maria’s trembling and
moaning she was suffering another frequent and horrific nightmare.
When he reached over to feel her forehead his gentle touch
confirmed the intensity of it. Not surprisingly she was drenched in
sweat.  

 

When feeling his touch, she
slowly woke and understood it was the same nightmarish dream as so
many times before. After a few deep breaths, her racing heart and
heaving lungs slowly returned to normal. As much as she wanted to
deny her plague of recent bad dreams, there was no denying
something was wrong. Her soft but shaky voice responded, 

“Thank you honey, I’m okay now.
It’s gone.” 



As a lifelong soldier, Santo
well understood the suffering of night terrors. Despite it
happening years ago, he occasionally agonized over horrendous
visions from a drug lord’s torture. The grisly and clear vision of
seeing his men killed while pursuing Maria and the daughter of the
Sky People through the Amazon jungle also bathed him in sweat and
bolted him awake. 



He understood his nightmares.
He knew their origin and much to his annoyance knew they would
curse him for the rest of his life. The difference between his
nightmares and Maria’s was his training to control the horror of
his occupation. To Santo, his nightmares were nothing more than a
terrifying memory of his past. Maria however, was a scientist and
not hardened to accept the horror.    

 

Despite being a product of
violence, one of the many things he learned from the woman he loved
was compassion. After suffering one of her many nightmares, he knew
what he had to do. To calm her, he gently slid over and offered
warmth and contact with a hug. His intent was to remind her it was
over and she was now safe in the real world. She accepted his
comfort and slid into him. This was the place she wanted to be,
safe in his arms.  

   

A few minutes later, he felt
her calmness and a return to what he hoped was peaceful sleep. It
was not the same for him. He knew it was always the same horror as
so many times before but did not know what caused it or what
happened in it. When he suffered his nightmares, she was always
there for him with a soothing voice convincing him to talk about
it. She was right. It felt better to unburden. It felt good knowing
she was always there and cared about his pain. 

  

Yet, whenever he asked what her
terrible dream was about, encouraging her to talk about it, she
always denied his desire to comfort her. She continuously and
dismissively claimed, 

“It was nothing, just some
silly dream.” 

It bothered him he was not
allowed to reach out to her. Why did she always push his support
aside? What was so terrible about a nightmare romping through her
unguarded mind that it could not be discussed? 

 

Her heart rate and breathing
now settled to the point Santo thought she was fast asleep.
However, her mind continued to race in furious circles. On her side
and facing him, she tried hard to push the residual of the
nightmare to the dark corners of her mind where all bad memories
and fear belonged. 

 

She knew she denied him his
desire of comfort and to talk about it but her silence was the
lesser of two evils. She could not stand to burden him with the
horrific events of a nightmare that she felt was a horrific
premonition of things to come. She knew the difference between a
whimsical dream and a prophecy.

  

As improbable as it was, she
knew one day she would be cursed to see Santo die a horrific death
in the jaws of a dinosaur, an animal lost to this Earth millions of
years ago. What hurt the most was not losing her lover but that he
sacrificed his life to save her. The horror was seeing him torn to
shreds by the massive teeth of an extinct animal. How could it
appear so real when death came from the mouth of a dinosaur? It was
impossible.   



Many times she tried hard to
push the repeating premonition deep into the basement of her mind,
turn off the light and lock the door. However, an unknown power
forced her to experience it to the bitter end. How could she
possibly tell the man she loved what she knew was fated to be his
cruel fate? For the rest of the night sleep did not return.







Chapter 2

The Sahara Desert

 

Though Professor Maria Espinoza
always denied it, she ignored the fact she was addicted to coffee.
Nothing opened her eyes wider and faster than the first few gulps
of the savoured nectar. A craving for the needed fuel was always
what got her out of bed and stagger into the kitchen. This morning,
after the cruel effects of the nightmare had passed, the fuel was
desperately needed.  






As the leader of the House of
the Nazarene plus her hectic research schedule in the lab, sleep on
a regular schedule was impossible. Meetings with numerous
laboratories around the world meant suffering a diverse range of
time zones. At times, when she was ready for bed, an emergency
meeting in a distant time zone demanded an hour or so of her time.
If she were lucky, she could be locked in her laboratory for hours,
even days without realizing it. The laboratory was her coveted ‘me
time’.  

 

Albina oversaw the kitchen. For
years she never knew whether to make breakfast or supper for her
boss. With an apron up over her bulging stomach, she was jolly and
loved her job. The main reason Maria hired her was her permanent
smile and pleasant demeanour. The large mole on her nose was not a
deterrent.     

 

The problem of when to put the
coffee on was solved by a brilliant low-tech communication system.
Whenever Maria staggered out of bed, day or night, before a shower
and getting dressed, she opened the bedroom door and yelled down
the hall to the kitchen, 

“Coffee!” 

With warning given, Albina or
whoever was on shift at that time snapped to action. It might have
been supper time for those with the luxury of a regular schedule
but quickly the aroma of coffee, toast and eggs filled the
kitchen. 

 

Albina’s kitchen would make
five-star restaurants blush with envy. Stainless steel pots and
every electrical appliance known to man hung over a long marble
counter. The refrigerator was massive. When Albina first saw it,
she thought it was a walk-in. The large oven was equipped with a
rotisserie. She was positively giddy when Maria hired
her.    

  

Routine was unknown in the
secret House of the Nazarene. Over two hundred brilliant scientists
worked in separate laboratories on projects relative to their
genius. The trap of brilliance managed to push aside common factors
such as what time or even what day it was. With unlimited funding
and no fear of researching far from accepted academic circles, or
what convention referred to as ‘Pseudo-Science’ all her scientists
relished the freedom and lack of pressure for deadlines. In the
next building over, the House of the Nazarene cafeteria served
breakfast, lunch or supper no matter the time of day or
night.  

  

After hollering for coffee
Marie dressed in sweatpants and Santo’s old shirt, one he thought
was thrown away long ago. She ran fingers through her long black
hair and tied it in a ponytail. So easy! So fast! A quick check in
the mirror confirmed this was as good as it was going to get. With
bags under her eyes that Albina could take to the store and fill
with groceries, she staggered into the kitchen. As Maria sat in the
kitchen staring dismissively at toast and eggs, she only coveted
coffee. To her annoyance, a computer on the table lit up and a
voice snapped her alert. 

  

Because of Albina’s security
level, Maria did not hesitate to activate the hologram display. It
was Nada, the Inner House of the Nazarene Communication
Receptionist. Although plump, Nada preferred to think of herself as
having excessive areas of concern offset by others of perfection.
In a voice all too irritating for Maria, Nada said,

“The one you refer to as the
Sandman, you know, the one digging up an alien civilization in the
Sahara Desert called and wants you to call him back at your
earliest convenience.”  

  

Maria understood the pressure
that new employees suffered with rules and strict security
limitations. She knew it must be intimidating to sign
confidentiality papers keeping secret whatever was heard or seen in
the highly secretive organization. Though Nada was good at her new
job, Maria hated her constant flippant tone. Of course she knew who
Mario Amato was as well as his secret project. Who did Nada think
hired him and financed the expedition? After a quick gulp of
coffee Maria said to Nada,  

“This computer is not secure.
I’ll have to come over to you.” 

Nada, with what Maria thought
was a mouth full of gum snipped, 

“Kay, if that’s what you
want?” 

  

It was Maria’s strict policy
that all incoming communication to the House of the Nazarene must
be coded through a series of communication satellites controlled in
India by Presha Bhat. Although this computer met some of the
security criteria, it lacked all of them. Though it was an
inconvenience, she gulped down her toast, grabbed the coffee and
prepared to leave the manor she had named ‘Lady of the Manor’.
Before they moved into it the name was translated from Bulgarian
to, ‘Witch of the Manor’, a name she could not live
with.   

 

The second she stepped out of
the manor and under the shelter of the carriageway, much to her
chagrin she discovered it was raining. It was only a short dash to
the Communication Cottage but it was pouring rain and she did not
want to get soaking wet. She turned back to the foyer, grabbed an
umbrella and braved the short trip under the protection of a
shield.   

 

She was one of the few people
on the private grounds of the House of the Nazarene who did not
mind the rain. Yes, it was an inconvenience but at least to her it
was what she always liked about the weather, it changed from day
today. As far as she was concerned, her time on Ile de Celeste
before the destruction of the island, at least with respect to
weather, it was mundane. Every day with rare exceptions, it was
sunny and hot. At least here on the coast of the Black Sea, there
were seasons and variety to the weather. 

  

It was a quick dash through the
garden path and a jump up a single step to the front door of the
Communication Cottage. The building was a clone of the other twelve
that were once luxurious lodges given to the House of the Nazarene
by King Rhymen. They were once hunting lodges for his stellar
guests. On the porch, she leaned the dripping umbrella against the
wall, wiped her feet and blew into the sensor receptacle on the
wall. As soon as the computer identified her unique carbon dioxide
biomarkers, the door buzzed and she entered. 






Though the cottage gave the
outward appearance of a rustic cabin nestled in the forest, the
inside was a contradiction of appearance. In the entrance hall,
Maria walked through a red laser beam scanning her from head to
toe. The sensors were not checking for guns but rather
decontaminating her of outside viruses. The cottage was a sterile
and hygienic environment protecting computers far beyond the latest
technology of current science. They were a gift from the original
rulers of the House of the Nazarene, the tribe of alien Great
Grays.   






Nada was at her desk doing what
communication officers do, taking and directing calls. Considering
the importance of her position, she was a young woman, no more than
twenty. As most local Bulgarian females, her hair was black and
plentiful. Maria often associated Nada’s personality akin to a
statue, gloomy and not pleasant to look at. Many wondered if her
stone face was carved from granite. When Maria approached her from
behind, she said, 

“You have a call for
me?” 

Without turning around Nada’s
abrasive attitude shone through, 

“Well yeah, that’s why I
contacted you.”

Exasperation lifted eyes to the
ceiling.



The one thing Nada was good at,
what won her the job was not her pleasing personality but rather
her ability to memorize the communication codes of the Nazarene
orbiting satellites. After her fingers flew across the keyboard
entering a long series of Nada announced, 

“A secure call is ready if you
want.” 

“Good,” said Maria, “transfer
it to the computer in the small office over there.”  

As she walked away, Nada
responded, 

“Okay, if that’s what you
want.”  

It was only in her imagination
that Maria slapped Nada across the back of her head but it felt
good nonetheless.

 

On her way to the other room,
she passed Ming-Lo’s desk. Since the destruction of Ile de Celeste
and the death of hundreds of top scientists, Ming-Lo was one of the
lucky survivors. Born in China but raised by computer scientists
working for the House, she has been here ever since. She was the
House Accountant or as she preferred, Master of the Books. It was
her job to pay hundreds of scientists, fund the budget and
supervise the many international businesses owned and operated by
the House of the Nazarene. Because of an inherent skill and the
power of the Great Gray Tribe advanced computers she quickly became
an expert at hacking into the most secure international banking
codes in the world.  

 

As Maria passed her desk it was
as she always suspected, there were eyes in the back of her head.
Without peeling eyes from the screen, Ming-Lo said, 

“Ah, boss lady show up. What
Ming-Lo do for you this morning?” 

A bit of hope and a singing
quality appeared in Ming-Lo’s tone. 

“Maybe I hack into the Russian
Military Black Budget and commandeer a few million dollars just for
fun maybe.” 

 

Smart enough to keep walking
Maria struggled to suppress a smirk. Ming-Lo loved hacking into the
military codes of the superpowers and pulling out a few million at
a time. Ming-Lo added, 

“It easy. They so massive and
out of control a few million a day never be missed. One department
never knows what other is doing.” 

Continuing her way to the
office, Maria said, 

“No. Sorry, not today
okay.” 

Ming-Lo hung her head in
disappointment and continued with whatever she was
doing.           



Now in the small side office,
she sat at the desk and activated a secure computer. As the glass
on the desk shone bright, a hologram flashed above the pane and the
face of Mario Amato came into focus. Wrapped around his forehead
was a red scarf keeping windblown sand out of jet-black hair. With
olive skin, there was no mistaking his Italian heritage. He was
Maria’s trusted specialist and historian on alien archaeology.
Physically he referred to himself as short and sprinkled here and
there with an abundance of well-relaxed
muscle.   

` 

For the past few years Maria
had funded Amato’s excavation of this ancient alien city in the
middle of the Sahara Desert. Although the desert is currently
covered with sand, once far into Earth’s history it was green and
teeming with an alien civilization. Now, the once alien city
suffered the ravages of climate shifts and became lost to sand and
time. He nodded and said, 

“This is not a progress report
or yet another plea for additional funding. I’m contacting you
because of an important discovery I think you should be immediately
informed about.” 

  

Despite it being only a
three-dimension image hovering above the computer, Amato’s eyes
pierced deep into hers. As he spoke, she felt his
excitement.  

“As it turned out, this dig was
not a small alien community as supposed but rather a large and
multi-tiered city occupied by numerous alien species over a period
of perhaps thousands of years. The more sand we clear away the more
of the civilization we discover. Ground penetration radar indicated
the expanse of the community was close to five miles across and to
date we have only cleared just over two miles of it.” 

She understood the extent of
the project and had already approved millions more to his budget.
She hoped this was not another request for an already far too
expensive excavation. She said, 

“I am pleased with your work
Amato, is that why you called, for more money or appreciation for a
job well done?”






When his sudden hard stare dug
into her, she instantly regretted her indifference to his
enthusiasm.  

With a sharp, “No!” he added,
“I already have a puppy who appreciates me, thank you
anyway.” 

“I’m sorry Amato. I had a rough
night.” 

With a quick change of tone,
trying to copy his level of enthusiasm, she asked,  

“So, what have you got for
me?”







Chapter 3



Because the Sahara Desert was
only a few minutes flight from Bulgaria and over the Mediterranean
Sea, Santo saw no discernable advantage to piloting the D-wing high
into the stratosphere to take advantage of the Earth’s rotation.
Besides, apparently Mario Amato strongly suggested they learn a bit
about the Sahara Desert before coming to him.  

 

With the radar avoidance and
cloaking programs set, Santo programmed the coordinates into the
computer and said to Maria, 

“I don’t know why we have to go
to him. Why couldn’t he just tell you what he discovered over a
secure line?” 

Though Maria agreed, she
confessed, 

“I don’t know. You know he is a
strange man. All he said was he discovered something that will
shake our history to the core and change everything. Apparently, he
did not want whatever it was to be transmitted even through our
secure satellites.” 

 

After hearing a grunt from
Santo, she reached for the control panel and turned on the computer
audio. Both heard, 

‘Some seven million years ago
what is now the Sahara Desert was home to a vast sea called Tethys.
Eventually, the movement of tectonic plates creating the
Mediterranean Sea and the Alps sparked the drying of the Tethys
Sea. According to the latest computer simulations of Earth's
ancient climate, this is what it resembled at that time. A picture
appeared on the screen.   

  

Both were stunned to see the
Sahara resembled the Amazon Jungle. Greenery, lakes and rivers
flowed through land now barren desert. The computer continued to
spill out data. 

‘The Sahara was exposed to
intermittent bouts of humidity and aridity. The fluctuations were
caused by slight wobbles in the tilt of the Earth's orbital axis
which in turn changed the angle and the degree of solar radiation
penetrating the atmosphere. Even up to 6,000 years ago, what is now
the Sahara Desert was a wet environment’. 

 

Santo voiced an
observation. 

“I guess it’s hard for us to
comprehend what this world looked like so long ago.” 

Maria agreed but indicated for
him to remain silent so she could hear the rest. 

‘Today, in many places, the
sand is only a thin layer atop gravel sub-strata. In other spots,
the shifting sands have in fact laid bare the gravel base. It is
estimated that overall, the Sahara is 30 percent sand and 70
percent gravel’. 

 

To her annoyance, Santo again
interjected, 

“That’s a surprise, the desert
is mostly gravel.” 

The computer readout
continued. 

‘Though North Africa is
currently covered by the world’s largest non-polar desert, what
once was home to civilizations, Sabre-toothed cats and Giant Hyenas
is now uninhabitable sand.’   

 

As the D-wing entered the edge
of the Sahara, with the aid of a Radar Avoidance Program they
traveled undetected over Libya. Within minutes, they reached the
coordinates of the secret excavation site in the middle of the
desert. From the cockpit of the D-wing and looking down on
countless sand dunes, Maria saw only a vast desert. With no
evidence of a massive archaeology dig below, she turned to the
computer read-out to confirm their correct
position.  

 

Santo knew she had never been
here before, understood her bafflement and explained, 

“You are looking at acres of
aluminum canvas with sand spread on top. As far as satellite
imagery is concerned, the area is just a continuation of mundane
countless sand dunes.” 

Maria asked, 

“What about satellite ground
penetrating radar and infrared heat detection?” 

He replied, 

“No problem. Our computers
scramble all those frequencies. The site is secure and undetectable
by spy satellites.” 

 

As he enlightened her on
security procedures, he hovered over what appeared to be a
nondescript spot in the dunes and entered approach codes. There
were strict approach procedures for the security guards under the
roof. With the ‘all clear’, Santo lowered the D-wing and hovered
alongside what she thought was simply a sand dune.  

 

Maria was not always at the
forefront of security procedures and secrets. The Head of Security
was Santo’s job. What she saw below not only amazed her but also
produced a smile. Magically a door in the sand appeared and Santo
steered for the invitation to enter. No wonder the project
budget was so high.

 

Under the sanctuary of the
complex as vast as a football arena, a framework of piping held up
the massive domed top. Santo guided the D-wing over to the landing
pad and set down next to two helicopters and another D-wing. When
the cockpit opened, both were hit with a blast of desert heat. She
turned to Santo and said, 

“Apparently the dome does
nothing to stifle the desert heat.” 

He ruined her day when
saying, 

“Just wait till we get to the
bottom of the dig.” 

 

As they approached the guard
sitting at a desk across the floor, both felt the touch of the
scanning red laser beam frisk them. The guard was a skinny young
man with a long neck resembling a stork. Checking the result of the
scan, he saw the AK special sidearm hidden on Santo’s belt. Yet, he
knew who Santo was and approved the entry. The security guard
smiled and greeted both with respect. 

“Good afternoon
Captain.” 

Then to Maria, 

“It is always nice to see our
leader on the site Professor.” 

He then pointed to the elevator
cage and added, 

“Mister Amato is on his way up
and will be here momentarily”    

` 

As she looked high at the
lattice of the roof and then scanned the elaborate chamber, she
cringed at the enormous budget of the excavation. It was then she
heard the guard say, 

“Would you like some
refreshment Professor?” 

She replied, 

“Not unless you have a
Starbucks here.” 

She was pleasantly surprised to
hear,  

“Knowing you were coming, the
mess hall brought up fresh coffee for you.” 

She snapped around and saw an
urn on a table not far away. He was about to get up from his desk
and walk over to serve her but she beat him to the table. After the
first sip, she admitted perhaps the exorbitant budget might be
worth it after all. 

   

After a few minutes, they heard
the clunk of metal and the elevator cage open. Amato stepped out to
greet them. He wore army boots, shorts and a sweat-stained shirt.
The red bandana was wrapped tight around his forehead. Sweat
indicated how hot it was in the lower levers. Maria was already at
the brink of sweating and knew it was only going to get worse.
  



After handshakes and a few ‘how
do you do’, the cordial greeting quickly ran its course. Amato did
not want a social visit but rather a meeting to show them his
Earth-shattering discovery. Maria too was anxious to see what it
was. Putting her empty coffee down, all three approached the
elevator cage. 

 

He proudly indicated for both
to enter and after pressing a button and hearing another ominous
clunk they were on their way deep into the sands of the Sahara
Desert. Maria asked, 

“I gather what you found is at
the lower levels.” 

“Yes,” he said, “but we are
going to my office first.” 

The lower they descended, the
hotter it got. It was akin to walking into a sauna. Thankfully,
with a clunk and a jolt, the steel elevator stopped and they
exited.  



Even Santo, who was here years
ago, was amazed at the massive extent of the cavernous excavation.
There was no doubt Amato and his team had uncovered an ancient city
long since abandoned and overtime buried in sand. It was strange to
walk through the streets and look up and see a roof of
sand instead of blue sky.  

 

Amato led them through sandy
pathways that were once wide streets walled on both sides by
derelict buildings. Maria was amazed at the massive excavation. It
did not take much imagination to visualize the drab buildings in
their glory. It must have been akin to walking through a bustling
downtown business district of any large city in the
world.  

 

Along with unmistaken wonderful
alien architectural designs, she wondered what type of vehicles
drove through the streets. Ahead she saw numerous archaeologists
walking back and forth all busy examining and unearthing more of
the mystery. Filled with amazement, she said, 

“Judging by the decay of the
buildings, everything here is obviously ancient.” 



As they rounded a corner and
walked down another street, there was pride in Amato’s
reply. 

“Yes, compared to a human
timeline, it is ancient indeed. We radiocarbon-dated a few
artefacts as well as the age of the composition of the concrete
through our laboratories in Scotland and so far the consensus
brings us as far back as 60,000 years. It is interesting to note
that way back then, when aliens constructed these tall buildings,
humans made huts with mud and sticks.” 

Stunned, Maria suddenly stopped
and blurted out, 

“But that can’t be right. Alien
history on Earth doesn’t go back that far.”  

Amato turned to face the
disbelieving Maria, produced a crafty grin and said, 

“As I said, we have discovered
something quite unbelievable and what you see here is not
it.” 

  

As Amato continued down a
narrow path with tall excavated buildings on both sides, Santo was
more concerned with the ‘why’ rather than the ‘when’. He
said, 

“This was not some simple alien
settlement was it?” 

“No,” replied Amato. “Judging
by the variety of building designs, the height of doorways and
steps, we estimate at least a million aliens of various species
must have at one time occupied this city.” 

Santo let a whistle escape and
asked, 

“Wow! Why do you think it was
abandoned? Might it have been something to do with the climate
change we learned about while coming here?” 



Maria thought she knew but
allowed Amato to answer the question regardless. As they continued
walking down ancient streets, he said, 

“It is possible the Earth’s
tilting axis brought an end to the fertile land and sand took over.
We don’t know. We will learn more as we continue the excavation.
There might be another reason though yet to be confirmed. We
discovered microscopic traces of beta decay in the sand.” 

 

Maria’s eyes suddenly went
large and round. She explained to Santo, 

“That’s proof of iodine-135, a
product of nuclear fission.” 

He caught on right away and
said, 

“You mean whoever lived here
might have used nuclear energy?” 

Amato added,  

“Or they suffered the
devastation of a nuclear war. As I said, it’s a possibility and
something we are continuing to
monitor.”    

 

As they cleared another street,
far ahead Maria saw a modern metallic structure resembling an old
airport hangar and assumed correctly it was Amato’s work area. As
they entered, she was stunned by its abundance of computers. At
first impression, she thought they might be in a modern office in
Rome complete with overhead florescent lighting and a massive desk.
Pictures and graphs hung on every wall. She was compelled to
confirm their location and asked,  

“How far under the surface are
we?” 






As he approached his desk, he
proudly said, 

“Approximately six hundred
feet. Because of these sensitive computers, air conditioning keeps
my office relatively comfortable. You don’t feel the humidity and
excessive heat in my office as out there.” 

He smiled and added, 

“This is air conditioning that
you generously paid for.” 

She again started to understand
the scope of the budget.   

 

As he rounded the desk, he
indicated for them to sit which they did. Santo’s folding chair
supported him but hers greatly protested. She hoped the disgusting
‘moan’ came from the chair and not her. Both sat filled with
anticipation of the startling discovery he was so anxious to show
them. If Amato’s news regarding the age of the city was not what
would set the world history back on its heels, what possibly could?
Maria asked, 

“If this amazing lost city and
its age is not the reason you sent for us, then what
is?”  

 

Like a proud new father, Amato
glowed with pride. He reached for and opened a box on his desk.
Between his pinched fingers, he brought out a small glass vial of
what both thought to be unremarkable sand. Knowing it could not
possibly be the item of amazement, Maria blandly asked, 

“So? What is that?” 

With a beam of pride, he
responded,  

“Sand.”  

To which she suspiciously
replied, 

“Is that what is supposed shock
and change the history of this world, common desert
sand?” 

With his glow of accomplishment
intact, he nodded and said, 

“Yes, that is part of
it.” 

 

With a tilt of his head, Santo
expressed the confusion of both. 

“I’m lost here. How can a small
sample of sand radically alter Earth’s history?” 

As Maria nodded in approval of
the question, Amato explained. 

“As I am sure you are both
aware, whenever an archaeologist discovers an ancient city, in some
cases when digging under them older cities are occasionally
discovered.” 

Both were aware sometimes it
happens one civilization would build on top of an ancient one and
even use the building material of the older.  

  

Amato proudly pinched the
strange vial tighter and added,   

“These sand particles are
remnants of a city located under the one we are currently
excavating.” 

Maria was quick to understand
the significance and blurted out, 

“You mean an alien settlement
older than 60,000 years?” 

Amato’s expression was akin to
a smug Cheshire Cat. 

“Yes, much older. This sand is
only one of the great mysteries and the reason I called you
here.”   



When Amato passed the tube to
Maria for closer inspection, Santo’s curious eyes never left the
container. As she scrutinized the contents, Amato
explained, 

“This was excavated forty feet
below this present structure.” 

Confused, Maria questioned
something that did not appear right. 

“So, you are claiming this sand
is older than 60,000 years.”   

“Yes, much older and it is not
sand.” 

 

Santo wanted an explanation and
therefore said, 

“Mister Amato, neither of us
are archaeologists. To me, what you are implying doesn’t seem
possible. Perhaps an explanation in simple language might be in
order.” 

Amato understood, nodded and
said, 

“Like I said, it is not sand
but rather degraded concrete powder. For concrete to degrade that
much, it must be at least a half million years old.” 

 

So far, Santo was oblivious to
the date. Maria however, the consummate scientist knew it to be
impossible, shook her head and said,

“There must be a mistake.
Nobody made concrete that far back in our history.” 

“That is correct Professor, but
let me add, ‘no humans’ made concrete that far back in our history.
I assure you, there has been no mistake. The material is much too
fine to be Carbon Dated but a laser abrasion system developed by
your laboratory in Russia proved it to be that old.” 

 

Santo now got a glimpse of
Amato’s astounding claim and asked, 

“So, you are claiming there was
once a city built of concrete under this one perhaps a million
years older?” 

“Yes, and may I reiterate the
Professor’s observation, no humans were capable of doing such a
thing so far back. What this proves is a million years ago, there
existed on this planet a high-tech civilization and obviously it
was not ours.” 

Seeing Maria shake her head in
disbelieve, Amato defended,   

“We are just following the
evidence.” 

 

Amato added, 

“What we discovered in this
sand is not however the Earth-shattering discovery I asked you to
come and see.”   

As far as Maria was concerned,
so far it was good enough. What else could possibly top the
discovery of aliens living on this planet over a million years
ago?  

  

Amato continued, 

“I don’t want you to panic or
be concerned over what I’m revealing about the concrete particles.
Keep in mind there is no danger to us.” 

Suddenly Santo bolted alert.
Too many times he heard, ‘no danger’ and yet there always was.
Amato said, 

“There is no danger of
contamination but there is compelling evidence of Xenon 129 in the
concrete.” 

Though meaning nothing to
Santo, Maria could not shake the possibility of nuclear war. She
was quick to realize it did not have to be a war but perhaps
nuclear contamination from a leak. Nonetheless, she was stunned to
realize nuclear technology was used on this planet so long
ago.    

  

Though it sounded impossible,
she was reminded of the terrible Great Earth War between the alien
Rama tribe in India and the Anunnaki in Mesopotamia. That war
quickly escalated to other alien cultures throughout the world and
the eventual disappearance of various alien tribes. Those who
survived either left the planet or stayed here to assimilate into
human society.

 

Her head reeled from the
discovery of a 60,000-year-old alien city in the Sahara Desert.
Making the frenzy more puzzling was the terrible possibility a
million years ago there was another alien community below this
timeline. She could not wait to hear what Amato considered even
more startling.   

 

It was clear by his awkward
smirk he was waiting for one of them to ask the question, ‘so what
can be more startling than all this’? Maria knew even without
asking that it was impossible for him to hold it back. He would
eventually burst and she was willing to wait a few extra seconds
for the revelation. Santo was not. He fell for the ploy and
asked, 

“If all of this is not the
Earth-shattering discovery, then what is?” 

Amato slowly got up from his
desk and said, 

“I thought you would never ask.
Follow me.” 







Chapter 4



As they followed Amato out of
his office and down another sandy path, each inquisitively stared
at the other. As they entered a nearby nondescript building the
archaeologists had already cleared of invading sand, Amato
said, 

“To stress the importance of
this discovery and impact on the world, I’ll remind you we are
approximately a hundred feet under the dunes. For the past 60,000
years or so, everything down here has been covered with sand, dirt
and gravel.” 

  

Understanding, but not the
reason for the reminder, they continued to follow him through what
was once a cavernous main lobby of an ancient high-rise building.
The ceiling was at least eighteen feet above them. They stopped at
a steel door both understood was a recent addition and watched
Amato insert a key into the large steel lock. After a vigorous
turn, the lock released its grip.   

 

After opening the door Amato
flipped a light switch revealing concrete stairs leading deep down
into a basement. Despite being risky, Amato bounded down with no
apparent concern. It was not the same for Santo and Maria. They
experienced far too many near-death experiences with stairs leading
down into an unknown to make this a casual journey. The overhead
string of lights showing the way did not halt
apprehension.  

  

At the bottom in what Santo
thought to be a storage area was another steel door held tight by
another secure lock. After unlocking it, Amato turned and
said, 

“Just to remind you, we are a
hundred ---” 

Unfortunately for him, Maria
was exploding with anticipation and snapped, 

“Yes, yes we are a hundred feet
underground and in the basement of an ancient building nobody has
seen in 60,000 years.” 

Disappointed he was unable to
continue with his boast he shrugged and opened the
door.  

  

Once inside, Amato flicked
another switch and except for one startling thing, the room was
empty. With a point of his finger, he stood proud and pointed their
attention to it. In an act of unity, both dropped their jaw. With
bulging eyes, they stood stunned. When Santo let out a soft
whistle, Maria uttered, 

“No, this can’t be
real.” 

Amato smirked and
said,  

“But it is real.” 

 

Maria blurted out what Amato
already knew. 

“That’s an early Russian Soyuz
space capsule.” 

There was no doubt about the
origin. Russian lettering on the side translated to ‘Soyuz’ and
Santo knew it belonged to the Russian Space Agency.  

“Yes,” said Amato, “one of the
earliest space capsules launched into Earth orbit back in the early
sixties.” 



As astonishing as it was, there
was another reason for disbelief. They could only see half of it.
The other half was embedded in the wall and merged into the ancient
concrete. It hung there similar a piece of bizarre wall art. With a
discerning eye to what he knew was obviously faked, Santo stepped
closer to it. Amato quickly warned, 

“Look but don’t
touch.”  

Thinking it was only some
strange oddity of archaeology, he nonetheless nodded
compliance.  

 

After a close inspection he
accepted the inexplicable capsule was real. He turned to Amato and
asked the obvious question. 

“How did it get
here?” 

Amato simply shrugged and
said, 

“We have no idea. That’s one of
the reasons I called you for answers.” 

In a soft voice laced with
doubt, Maria said, 

“If it’s real, clearly from
somewhere in outer space it entered some kind of space anomaly and
was transported here.” 

 

Amato was not a privileged
member of the House of the Nazarene’s inner circle. Unlike Santo
and Maria, he never experienced dimensional travel or time loops.
He never actually saw an alien such as the Great Gray Tribe, the
original creators of the House of the Nazarene. He knew nothing of
the Atlantis aliens in the Siberian Triangle, the Snow Monks in the
Alps, the Dropa people of Tibet, or any of the other aliens still
on this planet.

 

Maria turned to Amato and with
a firm tone demanded, 

“Get some of your men down here
and dig it out of the wall. I’ll send over a team and have it
transported to our laboratory in Switzerland.” 

Strangely Amato lowered his
eyes and reported, 

“Well, that’s just it. You see,
most of my crew do not know we are excavating an alien city. It’s
all part of the secrecy of this place. Of those who know, after
this discovery, they will not come down here.” 

 

Understanding the discovery
could easily prompt fear of the unknown, Maria revised her
command. 

“I’ll bring in my own crew
then.” 

Amato then said, 

“Well no, that’s not it. You
see, it can’t be dug out of the wall.” 

In a firm voice, Santo
commanded, 

“Explain yourself.” 

Amato’s best explanation came
with a wave of his hand and said, 

“Go ahead, try to touch
it.” 

  

With a curious frown, Santo
took a few steps forward and reached out for it. As soon as his
hand touched it, he suddenly snapped it back and examined it for
damage. Curious, Maria demanded, 

“What’s the matter? What
happened?” 

“I don’t know. It felt like a
tremendous electric shock.” 

Nodding, Amato said, 

“Some of my trusted men tried
but couldn’t get close to it. There is something perplexing with
the entire wall. You understand of course something like this
generates superstition and various ancient curses.” 

 

Intently staring at the
capsule, Maria was lost to thoughts. Both men looked at each other
but neither dared interrupt whatever was racing through her mind.
Finally, she turned to them, pointed to something on the floor and
said, 

“Pass me that stone
there.” 

Because her tone implied a
sharp command rather than a polite request, Amato snapped into
action.  

 

She now held in her hand an
ancient stone about the size of a baseball. With a slow underhand
lob, she threw it at the mysterious capsule. As she suspected when
the stone touched the capsule it passed right through it. Santo
looked at Maria, who nodded her approval of her discovery and
said, 

“As I suspected. It’s a
dimensional anomaly held in place by goodness knows what. I always
suffer headaches when near those things and I have a slight
headache now. Out in space the capsule must have interacted with
some sort of time warp and ended up here.” 

 

At a safe distance, Santo stood
on tiptoe, peered into the capsule window, and
asked,   

“Do you suppose there are
cosmonauts in there?” 

Maria nodded and
replied, 

“That’s what the Russian Soyuz
space program was all about, sending men into space.” 

She then added a dire
conclusion,  

“If there is, certainly, they
are all dead by now.” 

 

She turned to Amato and
said, 

“Take some pictures of the ID
numbers and send them to my Nazarene office.” 

Amato’s answer confused
her. 

“We can’t. I already tried and
all we got was a bright flash.” 

Not to be denied she
suggested, 

“Okay. Get me a hard copy of
it.” 

Seeing his confusion, she
snapped the obvious,  

“A pencil and paper.” 

Suddenly getting it, he snapped
alert and said,    

“Yes, of course. I’ll locate
those items right away.” 



Thinking that was all, Maria
then prepared to leave when she noticed something held Santo’s
attention on the wall. She asked, 

“What is it? What do you
see?” 

Pointing, he said, 

“There. That looks like a
tether extending from the capsule.” 

She saw a short cord extending
from the hull, the type used by astronauts when out on a spacewalk.
The shocking surprise was there nothing on the other end. Amato
confused both when saying, 

“That might explain what is in
the other room.” 

 

They followed him around a
corner and through a door to a room on the other side of the wall
holding the captured Soyuz capsule. Because both were already in a
state of astonishment, what they saw in the middle of the room did
not shock them. There, suspended in mid-air was a Russian Cosmonaut
dressed in a full spacesuit and helmet. As if caught in a world of
no gravity, he was slumped over on his back with arms dangling
down.  

 

Not wanting another vicious
electrical bolt, Santo carefully circled and inspected the anomaly.
He reported, 

“There is a man in there and no
doubt he is dead.” 

Maria reported, 

“Judging by the antiquated
space suit, whatever happened to him it was at the beginning of the
space race between the United States and Russia. The big question
is how the hell he and the capsule got here.” 

 

After a thought, she repeated
her previous speculation, 

“It must be some kind of space
anomaly.” 

Santo asked, 

“Do you think perhaps even
millions of years ago the aliens understood warping of space-time
and used it to travel here?”  

“Maybe? I know it sounds
impossible but all this points to it. You and I have experienced
space-time warping before. Remember when we were caught in the
dimension of the Sky People for maybe an hour or so but when we
finally escaped, two years in this world had passed.” 

Santo added, 

“And you think maybe this poor
cosmonaut got caught in something similar and here he
is?”  

With a casual shrug, she
said, 

“What else could it
be?” 

 

Proving ancient curses and
superstitions evolved through his ancestors, Amato stood a great
distance from the floating cosmonaut. With great concern, his
trembling voice said,  

“We are monitoring the room
with camera and sound. Strangely, we can discern voices but not the
language. Suffice it to say, whoever is talking, judging by the
panic and fear, they are in a frightful place.” 

 

Maria turned to him and
asked, 

“It must be Russian. Have you
run it through our Russian translator program?” 

“No,” he answered, “I thought
that should be your responsibility.” 

Nodding, she agreed that there
might be something here not for the ears of his men. She
complimented him with, 

“Good move Amato. We have
programs to translate every language in the world including some
alien languages.”    

 

At the mention of hearing there
were strange voices coming from thin air, Santo’s mind returned to
a different time. This was exactly what happened to them in the
Earth time-loop tunnels at the third vertebra of the Ayers Dragon
in Australia. The tunnels led to various places on Earth,
Antarctica, Mexico and inside one of the Egyptian pyramids. It was
in those tunnels Maria also heard strange and scary disembodied
voices. He wondered if there was a connection here. 

 

Pointing to the cosmonaut,
Maria said, 

“Also get me a copy of his ID
number on the spacesuit and any essential information I can use to
discover what happened here.” 

As she walked out of the room,
in a firm tone both heard her say,  

“I want answers.” 

Following her out, Amato
said,  

“I will do that myself. I have
quarantined this area to all except myself.” 

She added, 

“That’s a good call. Keep this
area restricted, the fewer who know about it the better.” 

She then added, 

“Whatever it takes, budget be
damned. If this place is well over 60,000 years old and with an
active space-time portal running through it, I want to know about
it.” 




Chapter 5



After another clang and jolt,
the elevator came to an abrupt grinding halt. Santo marched
directly to the D-wing while Maria made her way straight to the
coffee urn. Once inside the D-wing, Santo entered the required exit
codes into the computer. With the intention of giving it back
later, Maria sat beside him with a full cup of coffee. It was House
of the Nazarene property anyway and with the millions she poured
into this project, how could they possibly make her give it
back? 

 

With the acceptance of the
departure codes, a computer slowly opened the massive domed
camouflaged roof. With skilful hands Santo manoeuvred the D-wing
through the gap, lifted high and away from the Sahara dig. After
setting Nazarene Laser Location Satellite coordinates, the NLLS,
for a return to their Nazarene Headquarters, he sat back and
reflected on Amato’s strange discovery. Maria’s eyes were to her
coffee but not because of savouring it, rather to thoughts of the
mystery.    

  

With the computers overseeing
the flight, Santo turned to Maria and saw her sitting silent. He
knew her head was filled with impossible evidence that there was
now proof that a million and a half years ago this planet had
hosted aliens before the coming of humans. How farther back in
Earth history had other aliens come to populate Earth? Was it
possible fifty, or even a hundred million years ago they built such
cities here?

 

With the intention of softly
drawing her attention, he faked a cough. She saw his sly grin and
promptly asked,   

“What?” 

That was all he wanted to do,
draw her back to this world and so said,  

“I was just trying to think of
a million and a half years ago. I guess our thought processes
cannot comprehend or accept such an impossible length of time. It’s
hard to go back that far and yet at that time rests the truth of
our history. Plus, how will our history books read after proof of
this discovery is shown to the world.” 

 

Maria nodded. It was an
impossible truth to accept. It was then a heavyweight slammed hard
into her. This discovery cannot be revealed to the world. A
long-ago memory about a difficult conversation with Pia sprang to
the surface. At that time, Pia was a young prodigy working in the
Spanish Nazarene laboratory as the best alien toxicologist and
diagnostic expert in the field. When Maria brought her to the
Nazarene headquarters, she was only sixteen but appeared twelve. As
a young woman filled with naivety, she insisted Maria reveals the
truth of the alien DNA encoded in human DNA to the
world.  

 

Maria’s thought was based on
practicality. The world was not ready to believe and accept there
was an alien code hidden in human DNA and so kept the harsh
discovery to the chronicles of the House of the Nazarene. She was
aware of the consequences and wanted to wait for a better time,
hopefully far into the future. Pia’s attitude strongly favoured
‘truth be damned’. To this day, it remains a strong contention
between them.  

 

A few minutes later they were
interrupted by an announcement from the computer. It was from the
House of the Nazarene main security cottage. 

“Captain, as ordered we are
reporting they are at it again. Please advice.” 

Turning to Maria, Santo
asked,  

“Well, she is your daughter
too. What do you want to do about it?” 

Shaking her head, she
said, 

“They must know we are aware of
their secret.” 

“No,” said Santo, “I don’t
think they are. I say we let the little rascals proceed. I’d be
interested in the story they fabricate when telling them we know
all about their dark little secret.” 

  

Maria was not one for keeping
parental secrets or playing games with Belle but decided to let it
go this time. She said, 

“Okay, leave them alone and
let’s see what they are up to this time.” 

Santo answered the security
room, 

“Take no
action.”  

 


Chapter 6 

  

Waldorf and Helga lived in an
equally massive apartment across the upstairs landing in the
mansion. Helga’s kitchen was also modern and colossal. Long marble
counters were always stacked with pots and pans but unlike Albina’s
neat kitchen down the hall, Helga’s was stacked with dirty dishes.
She loved cooking for her family but hated cleaning up. Often
Waldorf would talk about hiring somebody for the chore but she
always declined the kind consideration. Her reasoning was simple.
She did not need help in the kitchen.  

 

As a criminal caught with his
hand in the cash register Robert nervously sat at the kitchen
counter. He knew both parents were in the other room talking about
him and by his nature, knew it could not be good. He was sixteen
and thanks to a steady exercise routine he was fit. Because Waldorf
was always well dressed, he too preferred slacks and fine white
shirts.   

 

When his mom and dad entered
the kitchen, to his reckoning, they marched far too quickly and
directly to him. When fake innocent eyes gazed up at them, he was
not surprised to see they were staring down at him. He wondered
what he and Belle had been caught doing this time. There were
multiple choices and he was ready to confess to everything going
wrong in the world. 

 

When he glanced at his shoes,
Helga knew something was about to be confessed. Waldorf, retaining
his stern expression missed the ‘tell’ and kept to the reason for
the interrogation.  

“So, we can trust you not to
get into trouble then?” 

Suddenly recognizing that he
was not in trouble, a great weight lifted from his slouched
shoulders. Crime and punishment were not what this meeting was
about after all. Pretending to take offense, he
proclaimed, 

“Dad, I’m sixteen years old. I
don’t need a babysitter.” 

 

Waldorf turned to Helga and
said, 

“Well, I guess that’s it then.
With Santo and Maria helping, what trouble could he possibly get
into?” 

After a derisive ‘tsk’ she shot
fretful eyes to the ceiling. Has Waldorf learned nothing about his
son’s foolish indifference to rules? She understood Robert was a
teenager learning the hard way but at the same time, he was also
supposed to have learned the wisdom of mistakes and ‘thinking it
through’.  



Helga did not want to go to
Thailand and holiday in a private beach resort on a coral island
called Coconut Beach. For one thing, it was exclusive adults only
and understood Waldorf’s romantic motives. Her idea of a relaxing
holiday greatly differed from his. His idea of romance was spending
the whole month in bed with her. Conversely, she cherished visions
of horseback riding on the beach, jet-skiing, sailing and perhaps a
romantic candlelit dinner now and then. 



Understanding she was losing
the ‘romantic vacation’ battle she conceded and reluctantly said to
Waldorf, 

“Fine,” and then sternly to
Robert, “but if there is a problem, you will be in a lot of trouble
young man. I’ll be asking Maria to keep an eye on you.” 

Knowing they were not caught
and with a sense of accomplishment, Robert ran out of the kitchen
eager to tell Belle the good news. As Waldorf smiled at Helga, she
snapped, 

“Wipe that stupid grin off your
face. We are also going sailing and horseback riding.” 

  

For close to twenty years, long
before the destruction of the island Helga and Waldorf were a
loving couple. As her name implied, she was of German descent. When
they first met, she was a housekeeper to Duchess Josephine de
Meyer-David on her private island. Helga retained her elegance
through the years, still beautiful with dark short hair and
bangs. Waldorf’s last name, Hismanal pointed to his proud
Arabian heritage but much preferred going by only his first name.
His jet-black hair was tinged at the sides with a splash of gray.
Once vanity attempted to dye it but Helga insisted it made him
distinguished.  

  

Between the two luxurious
upstairs apartments was a large landing leading to the grand
staircase. As Waldorf left his apartment, he chanced to bump into
Maria on the landing. She was on her way downstairs to her
laboratory. As both walked side by side down the massive staircase,
she said to him,  

“So, I gather you won the
battle of Coconut Beach and leaving Robert here with us
huh?” 

 

Waldorf understood there was no
chance Helga could have told Maria about the victory that fast.
Trying to produce a face of nonchalance, he asked, 

“We were just talking about it.
How did you find out so fast?” 

Maria produced a coy smile and
said, 

“Well, that stupid grin on your
face was the first hint. Then, Robert running into our place and
joyfully reporting to Belle about his month of freedom was
another.” 

 

Sensing embarrassment Waldorf
wanted to put distance between them. As he took a hurried step
ahead, to catch up so did she and added, 

“It’s all good. For the month
they have off school it will be a pleasure to look after
him.” 

After a gracious ‘thank you’,
his steps got faster and added,  

“I’m sure they will be no
trouble at all.” 

From behind he heard Maria
laugh. 

 

Later that day, ten in the
evening, Robert watched the private House of the Nazarene jet
disappear into the sunset with his mom and dad on board. Beside him
stood Belle, his partner in most of the crimes he was unjustly
accused of instigating. Santo and Maria stood behind them, joined
hands and Maria said, 

“Come on kids, it’s getting
late.” 

As they turned to board the
golf cart back to the manor, neither parent saw the kid’s gaze of
mischief or the secret fist pump. Robert nodded his understanding
of their secret meeting at midnight.







Chapter 7






A few minutes before midnight,
Santo was once again the only one in a lonely bed. As usual, when
Maria was in her laboratory, she was oblivious to the time. Her
spider web, the one trapping and holding her there was her
overpowering desire to unravel the great mysteries of the human DNA
code. She wanted to know why there were codes in the upper spirals
unrelated to human evolution and why they were coded in a different
DNA language. All Maria wanted to do was discover how God created
man. That was the overpowering perplexity leading a genius down
many dark and twisting paths.  
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