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In previous House of the Nazarene books


Book One

Daughter of the Sky People

 


In the first Nazarene book, ‘Daughter of the
Sky People’, Professor Maria Espinoza was a DNA Profile Specialist
at the University of Rio de Janeiro. After the mysterious death of
her infant daughter, and to get away from a bad marriage, she
convinced the university to finance a study of Amazon tribal DNA.
She would establish which tribe was related to who and their place
of origin. One day a runner, one of the many local men she had
hired to bring back DNA samples from the distant tribes returned
with a mysterious little white girl he had kidnapped from a distant
tribe.

 


Through Maria’s ability to identify DNA, she
discovered that the girl was not human but rather alien. When a
secret organization called BASIC, Brazilian Army Secret
Intelligence Command discovered the existence of the alien girl,
they sent their best agent, Captain Santo Martinez to Maria’s
laboratory to recover the alien girl. They wanted to dissect and
discover the source of her amazing extraordinary abilities.

Learning of the BASIC kidnap attempt,
determined to return the lost girl to her own kind, Maria ran deep
into the jungle with her. Captain Martinez gave chase. After
difficult months in the jungle trying to evade capture by the
Captain and unfriendly tribes, finally the girl that Maria had
named Belle was returned to her strange tribe of Sky People. With
the quest over, Maria realized that she was stuck in the middle of
the Amazon jungle with no way of getting back. In their mutual
struggle to return home, Maria and Santo finally learned to
tolerate and trust each other.

 



Book Two

The Garden of Man



Maria, now working as a scientist for BASIC,
it did not take long for her to fall in love with Santo. Painfully,
at least for her, it was unrequited love. Santo liked and
considered her a friend and partner but he was married, although
unhappily. One day, an unusual Japanese woman was captured and
brought to BASIC for study. She possessed an exceptional ability to
draw maps and soon Maria realized they were accurate maps of
another world.

 


By her knowledge of DNA, Maria confirmed that
the woman was human but from a far distant past in Earth history.
She learned that woman had lived for many years on another planet
and returned to Earth when she was too old to bear children for
that alien race. Maria discovered there was a depository of such
humans hidden somewhere on the planet that the Japanese woman
referred to as The Garden of Man. When the Captain and Maria set
out to locate this Garden on Earth, they discovered many alien
secrets and locations including a warp tunnel in Australia that
within only a few steps, led to different places on Earth.

 


In the course of their quest to locate the
Garden of Man, they were introduced to a powerful ally, Duchess
Josephine de Mayer-David who was head of a powerful secret
organization, the House of the Nazarene and enemy of BASIC.

When Santo’s wife and twin daughters left
him, Maria finally moved into his Villa and bed.

 



Book Three

An Angel in the Shadows

 


After a year of sharing Santo’s bed, he had
suddenly disappeared leaving her heartbroken and confused. Maria’s
only logical conclusion was that he was dead, killed in one of his
many secret missions. Despondent and alone, she accepted a
Professorship at the University of Rio de Janeiro teaching DNA
profiling. After working for BASIC and learning unimaginable
secrets, plus her adventurous missions for the House of the
Nazarene, with classroom walls slowly squeezing in on her, Maria
craved adventure and open sky.



It all changed when three young people came
to the university asking her to secretly identify the DNA in a
mummified bone. After learning that the three mysterious people
were from the Vatican and discovering that the bone was alien, the
House of the Nazarene asked her to infiltrate the Holy Grounds and
bring the truth to the world, that the Vatican knew about and had
harbored aliens for hundreds of years.



Although wanting to bring excitement back
into her life, she explained to the House leader, Josephine de
Meyer-David that she could not do it alone. It was then, through
the conniving of the House that she was finally re-united with the
love of her life, Captain Santo Martinez.



After being smuggled into the Vatican, Santo
and Maria discovered many secrets that the Protectors of the Faith
would kill to keep secret. The greatest secret of all was the
discovery of a live alien kept prisoner in a deserted castle on the
holy grounds. During their escape through Italy with proof of the
damaging secret, Maria discovered lies and treachery. It was then
that an enemy became a friend and a friend turned out to be the
enemy. Although still working for the House of the Nazarene, it was
now with a new leader, Gustav Magnus Laurent.




Book 4

The Alien code

 


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

While digging into the mystery of alien codes
she discovered a key that opens a portal to the world of the
enigmatic Sky People who were the aliens responsible for the Inca
Empire. It is while in that world she uncovered the amazing truth
of Gustav’s heritage and what the alien DNA code hidden in human
genetics was doing to the original creation.

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

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

 



Book Five

The Second Creation

 


Marie is now Head DNA Profile Scientist for
the House of the Nazarene, specializing in the identification of
alien DNA. She lives on an island in the Aegean Sea with Santo.
Santo is now Second-in-Command of the House of the Nazarene.

 


As predicted by a friendly alien source,
Maria became pregnant and gave birth to a girl. She named her
Belle, after the little alien girl she and Santo had reunited with
her own kind in the Brazilian jungle, the Sky People.

 


Through events, one day a strange man named
Aaron, was brought to the House of the Nazarene for study. Maria
soon discovered an anomaly in his DNA. He is human but the DNA
spirals are strangely pure and advanced. Where 90% of human DNA is
non-functional or storage DNA, his spirals are just the opposite,
having somehow evolved to function at 90%. With the help of another
great and secret worldly power, the House of the Second Creation,
Santo and Maria learn that after Noah’s Flood, when God destroyed
the first creation, all the relatives of Adam and Eve, there was a
second creation, Aaron and his people.

 


It was then that the dark side of the Vatican
became apparent. Protectors of the Faith brought in assassins to
kill what they do not want the world to know, that there was a
second creation after Noah’s flood. A deranged and physically
deformed multi-billionaire learned of this perfect human and would
stop at nothing to obtain Aaron’s perfect T-cells to make himself
whole again.

 


Dodging Vatican assassins who want Aaron and
his whole community dead, plus the billionaire’s efforts to capture
him alive, Santo and Maria finally managed to safely return the
Second Creation to his people’s secret location.

 



Book Six

The Sentinel Satellite

 


Because Santo and Maria are to attend a
conference in Christ Church New Zealand, Belle, their five year old
daughter was to stay with her adopted grandparents, both alien Sky
People in a secret location of the Amazon jungle. When it was time
to return to the House of the Nazarene, Santo and Maria arrived
just in time to see the island bombarded and destroyed by alien
technology, the Sentinel Satellite. With the island wiped off the
map and half the scientists dead, Santo moved the survivors to a
secret location in the Highlands of Nepal.

 


It now becomes a race to discover how the
House of the Nazarene was destroyed and who had the advanced
technology to re-program the Sentinel Satellite. The second target
was to be the Vatican. For the first time in their long combative
history, what was left of the House of the Nazarene and the Vatican
now joined forces to stop the deadly Sentinel Satellite from
blowing up the Vatican. Who was responsible for the annihilation of
the House of the Nazarene sent shock and disbelief through the
House.

 


Now safe from the alien attack, and the
traitor to the House captured, the remnants of the once powerful
House looked for another secret location for a base of operations.
With the help of a king from an ancient empire that the House once
helped re-build, the survivors of the House of the Nazarene now
operate out of a secluded estate in Bulgaria.

 



Book seven

Earth Before Man

Synopsis

 


What Professor Bartow Asker discovered in
Turkey on a knoll in a field referred to by the locals as the Field
of the Black Spirits eventually led the House of the Nazarene
investigating an ancient cave filled with alien technology.

Professor Maria Espinoza, as the new leader
of the House of the Nazarene was hopeful that her much needed alien
DNA samples could be recovered from the alien equipment and
spacecraft found in the cave. However, the discovery of an alien
plot to assimilate all of humanity soon exposed the true deadly
extent that the aliens would go to guarantee their Passive Genetic
Re-colonization of Earth. With the reluctant help of the Great
Grays and secret societies here on Earth, Maria set her sights on
eradicating what aliens had done to human genetics.

 



Chapter 1

The Stone

 


On top of an isolated knoll in Turkey,
Professor Bartow Asker stood absently looking out into the distant
rolling hills. It was a serene view capable of melting away
anxiety. For numerous reasons it was not working for him today. He
could just about feel the binoculars pressing hard into his back. A
soft breeze fluttered his long black hair and wafted an aroma of
wild flowers dotting the barren landscape. In the picturesque
valley far below was a large shimmering mountain lake.

 


He was not admiring the view or reveling in
the aromatic mountain breeze but rather was deep in thought. He was
perplexed and did not know what to do. After a long while of
weighing options, he finally turned around and saw his camp in the
distance. As calm as he tried to look, his head was reeling with
options. He cautiously raised his eyes and pretended not to see the
two Turkish Antiquities Police officers behind a knoll past the
camp keeping a close eye on him through binoculars.

 


In the Professor’s forty years of archeology
specializing in ancient Turkish antiquities, he had never found
anything as puzzling as what was hidden in the large mountain shrub
only a few feet in front of him. He knew that it was unworldly. As
casually as possible, he started slowly walking toward his camp.
Although his eyes were blank, his mind was whirling with activity.
How could he investigate the discovery without arousing the
suspicion of the Antiquities Police?

 


He understood their purpose was to protect
all historical and ancient archeology discoveries. He knew that for
century’s grave robbers and thieves had stolen and sold valuable
Turkish historical artifacts to foreign museums and private
collectors. The police were only trying to preserve their precious
history. Though Professor Asker was a noted and respected
antiquities lecturer, he understood that this astounding discovery
had to be kept secret, at least for a little while before being
entered into acceptable historical archives.

 


Keeping it secret was a major problem but
there was still another dilemma to be reconciled. How was he going
to convince the Antiquities Police that he had not discovered
anything important today? How could he make them think that he had
spent another useless and tiring day exploring another rolling hill
looking for historic and important antiquity? While still
pretending to have interest only for his camp, a solution slowly
came to him. His plan was feeble with little hope of success but
with all this pressure, it was all he could come up with.

 


This late in the day, he was betting that the
two antiquities police officers were just as tired as he was and
wanted nothing more than to get back to the village and pour vodka
down dry throats. He calmly bent down and picked up a small rock.
After pretending to inspect it, he turned and in a pretended fit of
anger threw it as far away as he could. Then, with brave steps, he
casually walked past the mountain shrub concealing the anomaly.
Although he dearly wanted to look at it just to confirm the
impossibility of what was there, he nevertheless forced his eyes
straight ahead. He understood that if they discovered what he had
chanced upon, his permits would be evoked and there would never be
an opportunity to investigate it. This discovery had to be for
appropriate eyes only.

 


Continuing past the shrub, a short distance
later he was at his camp. Looking only at his equipment, he started
packing. While taking down the tent he covertly brought out his GPS
and made a note of the location. With all his gear crammed into the
backpack, he turned and tried his best to fake walking away in
frustration. When he reached a far knoll, he took a chance and
calmly looked back at the abandoned campsite. He was hoping they
would follow him but to his dismay, they ventured over to his
abandoned camp.

 


After finding nothing of interest, they
walked dangerously close to the shrub. He held his breath and only
started breathing again when they continued past the hidden mystery
to the spot that he stood looking down at the lake in the valley.
After pointing and saying something, they turned and walked away.
To Professor Bartow Asker’s great relief, they crossed the bluff
and started following him. After a slight smirk, he too turned and
continued his journey off the mountain and back to the village of
Alakati.

 


The Turkish mountain village was an eclectic
gathering of huts, and an array of bright colored stone houses. At
any given time there were more sheep and goats than local villagers
casually meandering through the narrow dirt streets. The smell of
dung hung heavy in the breeze, as did the odor of cooking from the
indoor fireplaces.

 


As usual, whenever the Professor returned
from a day of exploring, looking for proof of ancient
civilizations, a herd of local children gathered round him hoping
to catch the single Euro he always cast to the wind for them. His
return to the village seemed to be a highlight of activity for the
kids. As their attention was to the coin flipping through the air,
none noticed the great look of concern about him.

 


In a small room rented from an old widow
woman, he drew a blanket across the window and lit a candle for dim
light. After sitting at the small wooden table, he accessed his
computer and entered a secret contact code. When the email
connection came onto the screen, another dilemma faced him. He knew
that the Antiquities Police would be hacking into the email and so
the problem arouse of what to say. He understood that simply saying
what he had discovered was not an option. To get his contact’s
attention and interest regarding the discovery, he knew he would
have to choose his words carefully. Therefore, as not to rouse
suspicion, he also knew he would have to make the message sound
mundane enough to not concern the antiquities police, yet greatly
interest those whom he was sending the message. After thinking
hard, he slowly typed what he hoped would be understood as a
significant discovery and yet seem frivolous to snooping eyes.

 



Chapter 2

 


Since the destruction of Ile de Celeste, a
year was torn off the calendar. It was a hectic year for the
surviving members of the House of the Nazarene. With many
scientists killed and still many missing, not all survivors
voluntarily returned to the new location. The destruction of Ile de
Celeste in the Aegean Sea was officially reported as a sudden
subduction, one tectonic plate slipping under another and snapping
under tremendous pressure. The ensuing earthquake literally
swallowed the whole island. Very few people knew what really
happened. It was time for the survivors to look for a new base of
operation. With the help of an old ally, King Krassimir Rhymen,
their base of operation was now in Bulgaria, on a thousand acres of
pristine forested estate.

 


On the estate were seven houses and one large
ancient mansion. It was so massive that it served as headquarters,
living area, and Maria’s new laboratory in the solarium at the
back. On first inspection, Maria was far from pleased with the
gloom and darkness of the gothic manor. She said that it looked
evil, a perfect home for vampires or whatever evil lurked in this
forest. Belle looked forlornly at her mother and whispered,

“People have died here.”

However, as Santo had defended,

“We will clean it up. With fresh paint and
furniture, it will soon become a home.”

 


After a few weeks, hiring the locals as
laborers, the manor magically transformed from a menacing scowl to
a friendly face to be called home. The massive fortune the Duchess
had amassed after escaping the planet of the Great Grays was
confiscated and used to rebuild the House of the Nazarene that she
had destroyed. Santo referred to it as irony. Maria had insisted on
one more change. She hated the name of the manor, ‘Witch of the
Manor’. It made her wonder just who the great Grandfather of King
Krassimir Rhymen had married in those bygone days. With her
insistence, it was changed to ‘Lady of the Manor’

 


As the new leader, Maria had introduced a new
mandate for the House of the Nazarene. No longer would the Great
Gray Tribe direct and guide human fate to fit their alien
philosophy and purpose. She now directed the resources of the
House, albeit a greatly diminished resource, to search the planet
for evidence that at one time there was an ‘Age of Aliens’ on Earth
before the ‘Age of Man’. It was her intent to unearth a true
history of the Planet. The House now searched worldwide for how
humans became what we are. Now, no longer will truth be erased or
altered to fit religion and governments. If the truth hurts, so be
it. The truth of the Age of Aliens on Earth before man shall be
entered into history books.

 


Now that Maria led the House, the rebuilding
had unfortunately torn her from many of the things she loved. One
of the most hurtful was family time at the dinner table. The glue
that held the family together during better times, before the
destruction, was insisting on all three sitting at the dinner
table. Now, after a year of hard decisions and practically
impossible demands for her time and energy, dinner with Belle and
Santo was practically impossible and regrettably a rare occurrence.
However, seldom had she missed tearing herself away from the lab to
run upstairs and kiss Belle good night. The hardest thing for her
to accomplish was getting up in the morning to dress and get Belle
ready for school, a chore that she insisted belonged to her.

 


Often and for long periods, Santo slept alone
wondering if he still had a lover. Demand for devotion to duty
created an almost unbearable separation of mind and body. It was
difficult for both. Often he would come into the bedroom early in
the morning from a long night of duty to discover a cold bed. Maria
had already gotten up and sent Belle to school. Frequently she
would come to bed at midnight just in time to see Santo get up and
tend to his new position as Head of Security. Like Maria, he
understood that it was a whirlwind time and hoped they would soon
again discover that elusive ‘family time’.

 


After Waldorf Hismanal had recovered from a
serious injury to his leg, he sat back, reflected on both his age,
and dogged commitment to protect not only Gustav, but the House of
the Nazarene as well. Now that both were gone, something changed in
him. When Helga was also seriously injured in the attack and almost
died, he realized he wanted to spend more time with her in his
arms. In addition, now he had an instant family. When Robert,
Belle’s best friend lost his parents in the attack, Waldorf and
Helga willingly and gladly adopted him. Now they spend most of
their time travelling and uniting as a close and loving family.

 


Because the mansion was massive, everybody
agreed that Maria and family should occupy the upstairs west wing.
Waldorf and Helga have plenty of room in the upstairs east wing.
All of downstairs with the massive fireplace and equally large
family living room with sofas and loungers scattered about became
the well-used common area for both families.

 



Chapter 3

 


Today was a special day in the new
Headquarters of the House of the Nazarene, an anniversary of sorts.
Maria invited all the department heads to the mansion to celebrate
one year since the destruction and their first year in the new
location. The help, the servers, and chefs worked feverously for
days to make it a success. For the first time in over three hundred
years, the mansion was host to a large gala. Twelve department
heads sat at a long table filled with wine and food. Maria, in an
effort to make everybody feel important to the House of the
Nazarene refused to sit at the prestigious head of the Table. It
was an honor reserved for both children, Belle and Robert, the
future of the House. After a commemorative toast to those lost in
the attack, food and drink became priority number one.

 


There was one empty chair. Apparently, Zak
Zander was too busy for mundane social festivities and therefore
remained in his study. He was a slave to the translation of ancient
Sanskrit scrolls. Kirk Waller and Jessika Reynaldi sat together.
Although they had attempted to keep their relationship clandestine
at the beginning, living in tight quarters soon defeated that
purpose. Because of his loyal and brave service to the House, young
Kirk was promoted to Santo’s old position, Second in Command of
Security. Although the beautiful Jessika Reynaldi still had one
annoying habit of constantly swiping dangling blond hair away from
her eyes, because of her brilliance with computers that bordered on
scary, she was now Head of the Computer Rooms.

 


Sitting at the head of the table, Belle and
Robert were busy enjoying their place of importance and eating as
if it were a race to see who could eat the most. Belle was now six
years old, or as she so many times boisterously stated, “Almost
seven.” Like her mom, she sprouted long silky black hair and took
pride in combing it herself. Much to Santo’s delight, she has his
eyes and smile. Like her father, she hates getting dressed up for
special occasions. Understanding that tomorrow was a school day and
allowed to stay up a little longer, she begrudgingly accepted the
humiliation of a dress.

 


Although both children were birds of a
feather or as both parents thought, partners in crime, Robert did
not care what he was wearing. Moreover, unlike Belle who took great
pride in her hair, he liked the messy uncombed look. This caused
his nanny no end of frustration. She took great care to comb it but
by the time he ran down the stairs, somehow it got all messed up.
With two front baby teeth missing and a permanent ‘devilish’ look
about him, it was no wonder both parents were always on the alert
for mischief. Helga sat to the left of Robert much like an
arresting police officer dutifully stands by a prisoner ever alert
for an escape.

 


The rest of the Department Heads were
occupied with the celebration. Sitting proud at the middle of the
table were Santo and Maria. Although it was not a private romantic
dinner, she nevertheless reveled in his winks and concealed frisky
touching. With important matters of business put aside for the
evening, she was hoping that it would end in more than just
concealed playful hands under the table.

 


There was one strict rule at the table this
evening. Because it was an edict from the boss, all obeyed. Under
no circumstances was the conversation allowed to bend toward
shoptalk. Unless of utmost and sever circumstances, perhaps the
world coming to an end, nobody was to mention satellite imaging
technology, dimensional statistical impossibility or mathematical
improbability. A special emphasis on the demand was aimed right at
the talkative Jessika, who aside from Kirk, seemed to have only one
interest, universal computer pulsation processors. So far, all was
going as Maria had hoped. Until, ---

 


Giddy from wine and Santo’s antics, Maria too
immersed herself in frivolity and laughter. A slight dent infringed
on her cheerfulness when seeing Jessika’s assistant, a young man
with red hair and a face full of freckles enter the dining area.
Knowing that he was not allowed to bring matters of business into
the room, there was a touch of hesitation in his approach toward
Jessika. Maria’s sharp eyes noticed the folded piece of paper in
his hand. Furtive eyes followed the assistant to Jessika, who
accepted the paper. Trying to be casual, that it was probably
nothing, she nonchalantly unfolded and read it. Maria saw that
Jessika seemed unimpressed with the contents. Jessika then handed
the note back and indicated for the assistant to give it to
Maria.

 


After delivering the note to Maria, the
assistant turned and left the room. Because of the edict of no
shoptalk at the table, Maria hesitated to read it. Santo had not
missed the note entering the room either. Maria casually looked to
Jessika who nodded. She watched as Maria slowly unfolded and read
it. The seal on the top right of the page indicated that it was a
printout from an email correctly coded and coming through
legitimate channels. It was from Turkey, a Professor Bartow Asker.
A quick scan of the note produced the same nonchalant shrug as
Jessika. She then passed it to Santo who also quickly read it. He
thought it seemed like a routine message that an agent in Turkey
had simply checked in. He therefore wondered why the computer room
would attach importance to it.

 


Santo saw Waldorf’s attention and dutifully
passed the note to him. However, as he was no longer Head of
Security, it pleased Helga to no end when he declined the offer and
pointed to Kirk. After all, Kirk was now second in command and
certainly capable of handling what appeared to be a mundane note.
Curious, Kirk also read it. However, instead of a casual shrug of
indifference to the content, they were all surprised to see a great
look of concern suddenly come to him. Obviously, there was more in
the note then just an agent routinely reporting in. They watched as
he neatly folded the paper and put it in his shirt pocket.
Curiosity was clawing at Maria but because of her own edict of no
shoptalk, she forcefully stifled a deep desire to know what had
concerned Kirk.

 


Later on, during the course of the
celebration, unfortunately it was over all too soon for two of the
participants. Two older women, Ivana and Monika, each wearing the
uniform of maids entered the great hall and approached the table.
When Belle saw the two invading women, she knew that fun and frolic
had ended. Belle’s jostling elbow into Robert’s side also drew his
attention to the bad news. Sudden forlorn looks indicated both knew
what was going to happen.

 


Ivana, resplendent in the glow of a typical
frumpy grandmother approached Belle with a wink. Belle Frowned. The
other woman, Monika was the mirror image of Ivana, as all twins
should be. Showing her experience in handling Robert, Monika went
to the left of his chair to stop his escape. He always tried to
make a mad dash to the left. One of these days he will figure it
out but for now, it was her counter attack. Helga might have felt
Robert’s pain but it did not show. After a reluctant kiss goodnight
for mom and dad, Robert was unwillingly marched out of the room and
upstairs to bed.

 


As if being marched to her doom, Belled also
begrudgingly submitted to bedtime and sauntered past her mother.
Maria apparently had no remorse for her daughter’s bedtime, only
offering a weak condolence.

“I’ll come up soon and kiss you goodnight
okay.”

Santo saw the whole sad thing but was
helpless to offer a condolence for her cruel fate. He merely made a
fist and offered it to Belle who sadly fist pumped the offering
without breaking stride.

 


The cheerful evening passed all too quickly
and everybody thanked Maria for the festivity and went home. The
table was empty and chaotic with leftover food and dirty dishes.
Perhaps not surprisingly, all the wine bottles were empty. From out
of nowhere, an army of servants appeared to clean up the mess.

 


Up in the master bedroom of the West Wing,
something happened that had almost been forgotten. Two lovers were
in bed at the same time. Thanks to wine and good food, not
forgetting built up passion, Santo and Maria finally ended up in
each other’s arms, each trying hard to catch their breath.

 


In another bedroom, in one of the many
cottages on the estate, two other lovers were preparing for bed.
Jessika was already in bed and hoping for a pleasant culmination of
the wine and festivities. Yet, Kirk was strangely indifferent to
her seductive eyes and what she was wearing, rather what she was
not wearing. She was trying hard to get his mind to focus on her.
Apparently, it was elsewhere. Fully clothed, he sat on the edge of
the bed with the mysterious note in his hand.

 


Accepting bitter defeat, sensing something
was wrong, she ran lazy fingers up and down his spine and softly
asked,

“What’s the matter? Was there something in
the note that bothered you?”

He slowly turned to her and for the first
time noticed her desire. Apologetic, he kissed her on the forehead
and said,

“Yes and it could be important. I’m sorry
honey but I have to go to the research department and figure
something out.”

Although she did not mean it, she asked,

“Is there anything I can help you with?”

As he got up and stroked her long bare leg,
he said,

“Yes, stay right here just like that and I’ll
be back in flash.”

 


Jessika was no fool. She knew her man well.
With her head deep in the pillow, she pulled the covers up tight
and wrapped herself in a cocoon of rejection. Ever since Kirk was
promoted to Second in Command of Security, he eagerly dove into
that position. More often than not, she woke up alone and often ate
supper by herself. She accepted that while he was second in
command, at least she was first in his desire.

 



Chapter 4

 


Zak Zanders was the House of the Nazarene’s
expert on alien culture before the time man took over the Earth.
After so many years bent over ancient scrolls or cuneiform clay
tablets, the old man’s posture naturally conformed to a hunched
back. As Maria always thought, his glasses constantly seemed to be
in danger of sliding over the tip of his bulbous nose. To those who
dared accept it, his diligence and genius in translating ancient
parchment had proved alien involvement on this Planet.

 


He had proven that Odin, the ruler of Asgard
and his son Thor belonged to a northern alien tribe called the
Aesir. He also proved an alien existence to the mysterious Atlantis
tribe. There was also the Dropa Tribe in Tibet and the Wandjina
Tribe in Australia. He proved through ancient text that the
Anunnaki were an alien tribe living among the Suma people, the
Sumerians, in the land of Mesopotamia. The Tribe of the Great Rama
as claimed in the Bharatavarsha ruled in a land that later became
India. The Great Grays came to a land north of Mesopotamia where
they eventually started the House of the Nazarene. Maria had
personal dealings with the Sky People who greatly influenced the
Vatican’s Holy Book as well as later developing the great Inca
culture.

 


It was by oral legend and written records
that Zak Zander knew various aliens had been on this planet. In
most cases, the scrolls and ancient text of the various humans
described the aliens by definition of their culture. How they saw
them befitted their cultural understanding of them. However, Zak
had only proven that aliens were on this plant and involved with
human history but did not know what planet they were from or what
they really looked like. Some writings claimed that they were
angels but it was not a proper description of what the people at
that time did not understand.

 


Zak knew that the aliens involved with the
North American Navajo and Hopi tribes, the Ant People could not
have looked like ants and thought the name derived from where they
preferred to live, underground, in caves and such. As the newest
leader of the House of the Nazarene, Maria wanted to know and
understand what all of those different tribes and their culture had
done to human evolution.

 


Zak had greatly complicated her determination
to get answers when stating that those were only the alien tribes
he knew about so far. It was his theory that hundreds of different
alien cultures inhabited this planet before the humans took over.
Maria wanted to understand why so many alien species came here. Did
they come here and settle in lands not already claimed by others or
was there a central authority allotting various lands to various
visitors? Mostly, she wanted to know why they all left, or as Zak
had theorized, many never left at all and are still among us.

 


She was also determined to understand why the
Tribe of the Great Grays tampered with the human DNA code. That
hunger became her prime research project. Thanks to Zak’s discovery
of different alien tribes coming here before the time of man on
Earth, she was determined to catalog alien DNA and image them
through her new and powerful computers. However, it did not take
long to realize how difficult that task was. Zak had also proven
that in the Fourth Dynasty, Egyptian pharaoh Khufu, also referred
to as Cheops, like most pharaohs, was an alien or at least
demi-alien. Cheops did not build the pyramid, but simply for the
sake of his god, repaired it. However, without DNA, it was
impossible for Maria to identify or computer-grow their image and
prove who the ancient gods of Egypt really were. It was the same
for the Rama aliens in India and the war they had with the Anunnaki
in Mesopotamia. All she could identify for sure was the DNA of the
aliens she had been personally involved with, the Sky People and
the Great Grays.

 


Maria had in her computer files unidentified
DNA strands from two other alien species discovered in the Grand
Canyon treasury that Greg Red Cloud, a Navajo spiritual Elder
showed her last year. They were the two DNA strands that she was
currently trying to develop an algorithm for, allowing her to image
them. When attempting to identify alien species, she was saddened
when remembering that before the Duchess destroyed the House of the
Nazarene, Gustav had a DNA depository of all aliens who came to
Earth. Now, with that depository gone the way of the island, she
had to start all over again.

 



Chapter 5

 


It was late at night but Kirk knew where Zak
was going to be. While there was no obvious animosity among any of
the surviving members of the House of the Nazarene, if the truth
were known, Kirk was afraid of Zak. His cantankerous antisocial
behavior greatly advertised his desire to be left alone with his
research. When disturbed, he had a propensity to express his
displeasure in rather colorful inappropriate language. At least to
him, living far back in history among the ancient civilizations was
a far better place to be than in the hectic present. Zak Zanders
dreamt of living a more serene uncomplicated life in the past and
objected to being jolted back into the chaotic present.

 


Maria once told Kirk that Zak was actually a
pushover if one only knew how to handle him. It seemed that coffee
and compliments was the key to getting onto his good side. In
addition and most important of all, when he was talking, never
interrupt him. Maria laid heavy emphases on the word ‘never’.
Acting on Maria’s advice, Kirk stopped by the mess hall that
thankfully never closed and walked out with a mug of steaming fresh
coffee.

 


When Kirk approached Zak’s desk, he saw him
bent over an ancient manuscript. He knew this was a bad time to
approach somebody enjoying a vicarious existence in another time
and place. However, needing to understand the mystery of the note,
it had to be risked. Accepting his cruel fate, realizing that there
was never a good time, he advanced and gently tapped him on the
shoulder. With a jolt, Zak was rudely brought back to this reality
and in frustration snapped a pencil in half. Stern eyes bolted over
to meet the intruder. Before a barrage of angry salty expressions
could spew forth, Kirk quickly presented the sacrificial
appeasement to the altar, the coffee. Without invited to do so, he
swallowed hard and quickly sat next to him.

 


Although Kirk did not expect a friendly
greeting, Zak’s piercing eyes and scowl wrote a whole book on the
meaning of displeasure. It sent chills through him. In a pacifying
tone, Kirk tried his best to sound brave. It did not work. He
meekly said,

“As an expert on alien history on ancient
Earth, I need your help on an enigma.”

The attempt did nothing to dim the harsh
glare of aggravation piercing into him. He pointed to the coffee on
the desk and tried to sound appeasing.

“I brought you a fresh coffee.”

 


Slow eyes broke the stare, drifted to the
coffee and then back to Kirk. Zak snorted,

“What do you want?”

Greatly relieved that he had at least gotten
some words from Zak, he began,

“Because you are a world authority on ancient
mysteries -----”

Zak rudely stopped the false praise,

“That only works on me when Maria says it.
What do you want?”

Composure was not easy but Kirk tried his
best and pressed on.

“It’s this letter.”

He held it high for Zak to see.

“It came to us through proper coded channels
generally only reserved for very secretive messages. Yet, it is a
letter containing a common message. I can’t shake the feeling that
an important communication is hidden in it.”

 


A mystery? There was nothing more enticing to
Zak than a mystery. Slowly his hand reached out for the letter. Zak
read,

‘I have been in Turkey looking for lost
civilizations this past month with no luck. I was so disappointed
that in anger, I picked up a vitrified rock and threw it as far as
I could. I will stay in the ancient mountain village of Alakati for
a few more days and then move on. Contact you soon.’

Putting the letter down he looked sharply at
Kirk and snapped,

“Did you want me to explain to you what a
vitrified rock is?”

Although Kirk already knew, it was the reason
he suspected there was a hidden message in the note. He was wise
enough to say,

“Yes please.”

In keeping with his foul mood Zak
snapped,

“Of course a vitrified rock is important to
the message you fool. It’s the whole intent of the letter.”

Kirk tried his best to sound commanding but
in the face of a greater force failed miserably. Instead, it was a
weak reply.

“Please explain that reasoning to me.”

 


After guzzling fresh coffee, Zak seemed
slightly pacified and his reply was not quite as terse this
time.

“Simplistically, vitrified refers to stone
that through intense heat has turned to glass. As a contemporary
interpreter of biblical and antediluvian legends, I have come
across this phenomenon many times. It is something that cannot
happen by natural occurrence. For it to happen, stone has to be
heated in excess of 1,000 C and kept at that temperature for hours.
As far as I am concerned and many scientists agree with my theory,
in those days there was only one way ancient stone could be
subjected to such extreme heat and that is by a nuclear
explosion.”

 


Of all the years Kirk had been with the House
of the Nazarene, he had learned not to shun such outrageous
statements. He had seen aliens, specifically the Great Grays.
Although he does not understand it, he had experienced time
dilation. He was there when Santo and Maria disappeared for two
years in what to them were merely a few minutes. However, the
possibility of a nuclear war thousands of years ago was enough to
cause a look of skepticism nonetheless.

 


Certainly Zak noticed it, indeed, expected it
and continued,

“Ancient human history on this planet is full
of stories pertaining to the Great Earth War between two alien
tribes before the Time of Man. I have translated Great Gray
chronicles attesting to it. It is a well-known fact, at least to us
unburdened by traditional convention that the Mahabharata and other
sacred writings are not legends but rather a detailed chronicled
history of the Great Earth War between the Rama tribe in India and
the Anunnaki tribe in Mesopotamia. They tell of a terrible nuclear
war.”

 


Kirk sat stunned and Zak seemed to revel in
his look of amazement. After another gulp of coffee, he paraphrased
examples of the nuclear war to the stunned Kirk. He said,

“See if your technical mind can understand
what people of lesser technical knowledge saw and why they
described it that way.”

Kirk understood what was asked of him. He had
often wondered how ancient people would have described a UFO in
those times. Perhaps fiery globes, flying shields, sky boats, or
however they could relate it to their cultural knowledge.

 


Zak again swallowed coffee and said,

“It said in the Mahabharata, that a powerful
Vimana ---,”

He closed one eye, looked at Kirk and
added,

“That is to say, a great destructive force
that they referred to as the Iron Thunderbolt was hurled against
the cities of Vrishis and Andhakas. It was a single projectile
charged with all the power of the Universe. An incandescent column
of smoke and fire as brilliant as ten thousand suns rose in its
entire splendor. The gigantic messenger of death reduced to ashes
the entire race of the Vrishnis and Andhakas.”

 


He again paused and said,

“Did you get it?”

“Yes,” replied Kirk. “It was an atomic bomb
dropped on two cities. It’s almost like describing how Sodom and
Gomorrah were destroyed.”

“No,” said Zak, “it is exactly how each city
was destroyed. Many of the writings in the Mahabharata, in the
language of the time, describe the weapons used in that war. There
are phrases such as; charged with all the power of the Universe, an
incandescent column of smoke and flame as bright as the thousand
suns rose in its entire splendor. An iron thunderbolt was a
gigantic messenger of death to the victims that reduced them to
ashes. The entire race was now corpses so burned as to be
unrecognizable and hair and nails fell out. Pottery broke without
apparent cause and the birds turned white. To escape from this fire
the soldiers threw themselves into streams to wash themselves and
their equipment.”

 


Zak turned his attention back to the coffee
cup but for some reason did not indulge in its nectar. Instead, he
turned back to Kirk and said,

“Those are examples of the Great Earth War as
witnessed by the humans at that time. Radiocarbon dates at that
time are chaotic but studies of layered deposits near those war
zones prove something atomic occurred at that time. Of course, the
war was not localized to that area alone. Desert sands turned to
glass have been found in the Egyptian desert. Thermal neutrons
fifty times greater than natural radiation have been found in
ancient fortifications all over the world. India, France, Ireland,
Scotland, China, Turkey, and all the Americas have evidence of an
ancient nuclear war. My research led me to believe it was this war
that destroyed Atlantis, rather than a natural cataclysm like tidal
wave or earthquakes or whatever else current convention
believes.

 


Zak flipped the paper back at Kirk and
said,

“So, you wanted to know if there was a hidden
message in the note?”

He looked over top of his thick glasses and
continued,

“The answer is yes. Whoever wrote this is
telling you that he found something to do with an ancient mystery.
Because he coded it I suspect that he wanted to keep the discovery
away from prying eyes.”

Kirk went into deep thought, started nodding
and said,

“I’ll need to talk to Maria about this.”

While returning to his ancient manuscript Zak
added,

“I would wait until morning if I were you.
She tends to get a bit cantankerous if woken in the middle of the
night.”

 


At that, Kirk thanked him for his time,
apologized for interrupting him and returned to his cottage. Once
in the bedroom he tried his best to be quiet and not disturb a
sleeping Jessika. It was a needless task for she lay awake waiting
for his return. As he gently slid in beside her, she quickly
pounced on him and said,

“It’s my turn now?”

 



Chapter 6

 


That morning, Maria was rudely reminded that
she had consumed too much wine at last night’s festivities. It just
seemed that the older she got, the less wine she could drink
without getting a pounding headache in the morning. The intrusion
of a clanging alarm clock was a painful reminder that it was time
to get up and get Belle ready for school. The other side of the bed
was cold and she understood that Santo got up a long time ago for
his security duties.

 


Thankfully, Belle had forgiven her mother for
pulling her away from the festivities last night. She was unusually
pleasant this morning, eating her breakfast and getting dressed
without a word or objection. Not being a morning person, she was
usually a tad bit difficult to get ready for school. When pushing
Belle out of the kitchen to meet Robert who was already downstairs
at the front door waiting for her, Belle turned and asked what
might have been a kind question, except for the smirk.

“Does your head hurt mommy?”

 


Breakfast for Maria consisted of three
coffees and multiple promises never to drink that much again.
However, as she sat at the table reflecting on the consequences,
the pleasure of excessive imbibing came to mind. For the first time
in a long time, Marie and Santo were finally able to glean a
private moment in the bedroom. If the truth were known, it was
actually a couple of hours of pleasurable desire. That and the wine
combined to make her sluggish of both mind and body this
morning.

 


Just as she was trying to convince herself to
get to work in the lab, the cleaning crew entered the kitchen.
Radka was a young lady who resisted an ancient Bulgarian adage,
‘Wisdom of the Elders’. Despite her youth, she was the custodian of
the older cleaning crew as well as the upstairs maids. Maria
admitted that she was hired for her pleasant demeanor but also
because she was fluent in English, the official language of the
House of the Nazarene. Maria, not wanting the cleaners to see the
Lady of the House suffering the effects of inebriation, as
gracefully as possible got up from the table.

 


On her way out of the room she said to
Radka,

“Sorry for the mess Radka. We had a bit of a
party here last night.”

Ever eager to please, and thankful for the
job, Radka said,

“Not a problem Madam of the house. Pleased to
clean up.”

Maria knew that the locals and help referred
to her as Madam of the House and that on occasion sent a tickle to
her ego. However, there was a stigma to the title, ‘Madam of the
House’. She tried to forget that in another culture, it was a
roguish title for the owner of a brothel.

 


Under normal circumstances, there was a
slight bounce in her step when navigating the great staircase down
to her laboratory in the solarium. This time she was careful of
every step. When turning lights on in the lab, super computers
operating on quantum harmonic vibrations started to hum. She
understood that scientists and theorists would sell their soul to
acquire just a fraction of this unheard of power. On her way to the
desk, she spoke to them.

“Well my beauties, are you going to be nice
to me today?”

As she sat, she added,

“You certainly haven’t been nice to me
yet.”

As if human, the computers remained stubborn.
They were programed to recreate and computer re-generate the
nucleotides obtained from the alien DNA of giant skeletons found in
a secret cave in the Grand Canyon.

 


Sitting at the keyboard and feverously
pounding the keys, she hoped to understand the complex alien
strands. Because humans only use a very small percentage of their
total DNA codes, surprisingly, so it was with the alien codes she
had examined. This discovery drove Maria to the mind that no DNA,
no matter alien or human species, could have developed by random
chance. The odds against such an almost impossibility would be far
beyond even her super computers to calculate. She understood that
if she was right, that DNA was programed to create intelligence, it
would take a computer as complex and as big as the Universe to
figure out.

 


Therein lay the foundation of her faith, her
belief in God. She had always believed that there was a divine
design in the spirals. They were just too complex and
self-replicating to be a random design driven by chance. The human
genetic code uses 64 letters or identified molecules to function.
The Great Gray gene code consists of 124 letters. Compare that to
the English alphabet. How many stories can be written using only 26
letters in various combinations?

 


With the help of her super computers, she
managed to reverse the human genome back to the ‘Eve Gene’ in
humans. Approximately 100,000 years ago DNA started to function as
a cohesive program. Past that time, the DNA strands in her computer
program started to disintegrate, unable to maintain a cohesive
code. Her most beguiling question about the many mysteries of the
human genome was that, we as humans only make up two percent of the
total genome. As she saw it, we function within only two percent of
the total program. She wanted to know what the other ninety-eight
percent of the program was created to do.

 


The Neuro-scientists on the Estate will often
tell her the same thing. They cannot believe that a simple chance
of evolution was capable of evolving the brain into such a complex
organ. Our brain can function better than any known transistor
computer. It is self-correcting and therefore has a minimal error
rate. Of the millions of synaptic pathways in our brain, just one
strand is capable processing millions of bits of information. Along
with the complexities and mysteries of our DNA and almost
impossible function of a living computer in our heads, no wonder
the world’s top genetic scientists believe the programmer was
divine. Her belief was that when probing into the spirals, all she
was doing was trying to figure out how God did it and what was in
the future for humans.

 


As she sat lost to the mysterious world of
genetics and programming her computers for answers, she understood
how Zak could so easily get lost in research. She often fell into
the same trap. She understood his temper when distracted and rudely
pulled away from such a deep abyss of concentration, greatly
objecting to be reminded of the real world.

 



Chapter 7

 


Early that morning, after promising Jessika
that they would meet for dinner, Kirk kissed her goodbye and ran
out the door. The cottage had a kitchen but after Jessika’s attempt
to make a romantic dinner and had to ask if the potatoes smelled
burnt, they mutually decided to patronize the nearby cafeteria and
eat when hungry. After a hurried breakfast in the cafeteria, with
the mysterious note from Turkey in hand, he rushed along the
winding garden path to the main mansion and Maria’s lab.

 


Kirk, being a soldier and man of action, had
never been trapped by deep concentration. His world was one of
quick decisions and reflexes. If a scientist were to spend time
analyzing and experimenting for a solution in a battlefield, he
would surely not survive the battle. When he barged into the lab
and startled Maria, he did not understand why she suddenly
exercised her right to swear like a trooper. Stunned at both her
reaction and choice of words never found in a dictionary, he bolted
to a stop and meekly said,

“Sorry, did I startle you?”

When her adrenalin had returned to proper
levels, she took a deep breath and said.

“I’m going to have to put a lock on that damn
door.”

 


She saw the note in his hand, pointed and
asked,

“Is that the reason you scared the bejesus
out of me?”

“Yes, I went to see Zak about it late last
night.”

“I see. Did he jump out of his skin too?”

“No, but he swore just like you.”

“Well, what was so important about an
ordinary email?”

He explained that a vitrified rock was not a
common occurrence, that possibly it was a furtive message meaning
he had found something of importance. He then related everything
Zak had told him about why the letter clearly had a hidden meaning.
A scientist would never throw away a rare vitrified stone.

 


Finding that interesting, she turned back to
her computers, saved all her programs, and walked over to the
coffee urn. After offering him a cup of the elixir she asked,

“So you think this Professor fellow has found
something important?”

Kirk nodded and added,

“The fact that he picked up an important
piece of evidence to an ancient war and then threw it away, I think
was the message. Clearly, he felt secrecy was important. Perhaps he
is being watched.”

 


Maria went into deep thought and then slowly
nodded her approval of the likelihood. She said,

“Yes, Turkey is a volatile country right now.
I should imagine the countryside is crawling with soldiers.”

Kirk added,

“He is a new field agent for the House and
knows the new mandate of researching alien history throughout the
world. Clearly he has found something he thinks is important to
that directive.”

Maria agreed and said,

“True. At first, I thought he had just picked
up a stone from an ancient fireplace or kiln. However, it seems
that it might be more complicated than that.”

 


While returning to her computer table she
said,

“It was good of you to notice that. If not
for you the email would just have been filed away.”

Sitting down, she continued,

“Yes, there is no doubt this
Professor---”

She looked up at him and asked,

“What’s his name?”

“Professor Bartow Asker. I know him well. He
was my Professor of Ancient Far Eastern Studies.”

“I see, so you would vouch for him?”

“Yes, I was the one who recommended him as a
field operative. You have him in your data base.”

“Yes, well those records were destroyed and
could not be recovered from our satellites. I’m asking if you would
vouch for him.”

He nodded and firmly said,

“I do.”

“Very well. Do you know where this Alakati
village is?”

“Yes, I looked it up while having breakfast.
It is in southern Turkey near the northern Iraq border.

 


Maria again dove into deep thought. Not
understanding the blankness, he took advantage of the lull and went
back for more coffee. Upon returning to her desk, more to herself,
he heard her mumble,

“That’s the ancient Mesopotamia area isn’t
it?”

Not sure if he should answer, he did
nevertheless.

“Yes, at least in the northern boundaries of
ancient Mesopotamia.”

Maria continued with her bewildering
tone.

“Vitrified stone, atomic wars, the Rama
Tribe, the Anunnaki Tribe and the Great World Wars.”

She then looked up at him and clearly
asked,

“Can I presume that Zak told you about his
theories on the ancient atomic wars?”

“Yes, although he claimed they were
historical fact. At least to some scholars that’s a theory on why
there are so many fortifications throughout the world with stone
turned to glass.”

 


After a moment of probing another thought,
Maria pointed a finger at him and said,

“Considering this mysterious note and the
indication of an atomic war, along with a possibility that it was
in the ancient Anunnaki territory, it might be worth our while to
find out what this Professor is trying to tell us.”

As Kirk stood proud, Maria added,

“I’ll ask Santo to look this Professor up and
find out what the mysterious discovery might be.”

She then looked to Kirk and asked,

“What was the name of that village
again?”

It was then that she saw him suddenly
slouch.

 


As if it were a sudden idea, Kirk set a
scheme into motion. He blurted out,

“No, Santo can’t go. Jessika has a problem
with one of Zak’s computer programs being mysteriously hacked. She
is going to ask Santo to investigate it right away.”

After a pause he quickly added,

“It sounded important, maybe he should look
into that right away.”

Maria grinned and said,

“No wonder Jessika handles you so well. You
are so easy to read. Very well, the assignment is yours. I’ll
authorize a small D-wing. Be careful in that village. From the
sounds of it there are soldiers in the area.”

Pleased to be assigned a project, he snapped
alert and left.

 



Chapter 8

 


With the help of a D-wing, Kirk could be in
Turkey and the village of Alakati within the hour but that was not
the problem. As indicated by Professor Asker, he was being watched.
Entering a country overrun by military can be dangerous without
proper authorization and papers. He also had to blend in, wear
proper attire and most important, be able to produce suitable
papers to any soldier demanding them. It was an easy task for the
House of the Nazarene computer department to forge a passport and
produce Archaeology permits from the Turkish Department of Divine
Antiquities approving access and authority to search for
antiquities in a certain area, specifically near the village of
Alakati.
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