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Introduction: The Manuscript is Received
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I always know when I’ve hit upon the next great adventure idea when I get a tingly feeling. You know, the feeling that spreads from the top of your brain right smackdown to your fingers and toes. Writing Book One in the Omega Chronicles was one such adventure novel, where two Texas A&M students embarked on a quest with their professor to the middle of the Atlantic.

It was so exciting, especially when it came on the heels of that blah feeling that I get when I get completely bogged down when the last adventure has gotten old and cold.

Yes, my story about the Lost City of Altinova was a thrilling adventure. However, it was a year ago that the first book in the Omega Chronicles Series was published, and now it’s time for another addition to the series.

I don’t know what to say. I need the buzz of the new, the thrill of the unknown, the seeking of new answers that will push my limits. I think I found it when I was walking down Guadalupe Street in downtown Austin, Texas, a month ago when UT was playing LSU.

This time, my story to tell is a doozy. My body tingled when I first received the manuscript. I had to go for a three-hour session of Pickleball at the Georgetown Recreation Center just to tame it before coming back and putting the story into words.

*****
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HMMM. ADVENTURE! I can smell it in the air. It lingers in the frosty swirls of mist and is reflected in the jagged walls of ice. It echoes through the canyons and up into the blue sky above. Sleet and snow cling to the rolling hills west of Austin, Texas.

As the sun erupted above the horizon to the east, they threw off their tattered robs and pierced the brightening canvas above... ready for a brand-new day.

I walked a few steps over and peered suspiciously over the edge of the Congress Avenue bridge and took a deep breath of the fresh morning air, although quite chilly.

Then, I climbed the concrete railing and jumped! As I plummeted down and down, the racing air scrambled past me. My heart pounded in my chest! The thoughts in my mind kept trying to get out of my head and see what was going on out there! Then... I finally caught the wind! The wings of my bodysuit snapped out. I was ejected into the dawn of the blue sky.

I was flying!

What can I say? It was a glorious adventure... right up until one of the cables on my bodysuit wings broke, and I began to fall. Then, my experience became a mind-busting nightmare.

I must explain my reasons and how I became connected to this unbelievable adventure.

Years ago, I was with a friend on the University of Texas campus and was very impressed with two people I saw walking around the corner from the John Bremond House on Guadalupe Boulevard, side by side. One was by far one of the most handsome men I had ever seen. I found it difficult not to undress him with my own two eyes right then and there on the sidewalk. He was tall with broad shoulders and had the face of a movie star. There wasn’t a flaw in his appearance. When he lifted his ball cap, which he did just then as he passed a girl student with her arm full of books, I saw that his head was covered with curly blonde hair and sideburns that almost reached the corners of his mouth.

I looked over at my friend with me and said, “Do you see that man? He looks like the spitting image of Elvis Presley come to life, with one exception: his hair is blonde, not black. Wow, what a splendid specimen of a man!”

The woman replied, “Splendid! You gotta be kidding me. I would say something more like scrumptious! He was voted the most handsome man in the University last year. Also, it goes without saying, but he is one of the nicest, too. They call him Cassie.”

“Cassie?” She shrugged her shoulders to hide her confusion.

“Yes, it’s short for Casanova.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me.” She watched his every movement, reminding her of his sexual attractiveness.

“Nope. His name is Cassie.” She gave a wide smile.

“Is the other man with him?” She pulled her thoughts together.

“Yes, he’s always with Cassie. He is like his bodyguard or something. I guess he needs to be there to ward off the women from him. I don’t know.” Jenny began laughing.

She looked and found the other man to be many years older than Casanova. “Whoa!”

“I know what you mean. The man has got to be as ugly as Cassie is handsome. There’s no doubt about it.”

“That’s an understatement.”

He was short and slightly plump, with very little hair on top of his scalp. He actually had far more hair on his face than he did on the top of his head. 

I could never say this aloud, but he looks like that of an ape. But, there’s something about him...

Her friend could tell the two men had her eye and added, “I know the older gentleman. I will introduce you to him. He’s as much afraid of women as most people are fearful of snakes.

Jenny introduced me to the older gentleman, Mister Lucas Petersen. A brief chat took place while we laughed and laughed.

After turning my attention back to the handsome one, I noticed that Cassie had very little of that inflated ego about himself, which usually afflicts other good-looking men, making him disliked by them. He introduced himself as Oliver Hansen.

Late in the evening, after returning home, the woman did not expect to ever see the handsome young man nor his companion for any time in the foreseeable future.

However, after several long years passed, I received a letter in the mail along with a lengthy manuscript attached. It was signed by ‘Lucas Pedersen,’ a name which, at that very moment, meant nothing to me.

University of Texas

Austin, Texas

May 1, 1968

Dear madam. You will be much surprised, considering the brief nature of our acquaintance, to get a letter from me. I would like to remind you that we met briefly on the University of Texas campus several years ago when you and I chatted for about thirty minutes. I was with my good friend, Cassie, a student. When you met him, he introduced himself as Oliver Hansen.

I must be brief. I’ve recently read one of your books describing a central South American adventure. I assume this book is true and partly an effort of your imagination. No matter, however, your book gave me an idea. 

You will see in the enclosed manuscript that my friend Oliver, whom you met back in '61, is also my adopted son today. Together, we experienced an adventure so extraordinary it will possibly even rival your latest writing, the one you described in one of your earlier books.

I hesitated at first in sending the manuscript to you, thinking the tale might be so unbelievable you would hurriedly place it on the shelf somewhere... or even throw it in a trash receptacle in your office.

My son and I discussed the manuscript at length and decided not to release the document; instead, we will hold it until one of us passes away. But, under certain circumstances, we were not able to adhere to our first agreement to hold back on the release of our story.

For reasons you will probably guess from reading our manuscript, we are going away again to South America, where, if anywhere upon this globe, wisdom is to be located, our sojourn there will be a long one. We might never return.

Because we are afraid of ridicule and doubt being cast on our statements, it now becomes a question of whether we are justified in withholding from the world an account of a phenomenon that we believe to be of unparalleled interest.

My son Oliver and I discussed the manuscript at long lengths. He didn’t want to release the document, and I did. We have finally compromised and agreed to send it to BeeBop Publishing Group, and with this, give you full permission to publish it if you find it acceptable. There’s one stipulation, however. Please disguise our names and hide our personal identities.

Everything you read in the manuscript is precisely as it occurred. Oliver and I both regret that we didn’t get to know more about the woman... who she was, or how she came to the mountains where the Runasimi tribe lives.

Now, I must bid you farewell. Will you undertake the task? As an added bonus and reward for you, by giving you complete freedom to do with the manuscript how you please, you will get recognition for presenting to the world the most distinguished romance adventure novel ever written.

With much regards,

Lucas Pedersen

P.S. – If there’s any profit to be had from the publication of the novel, you may do with the proceeds whatever you wish. They are yours. However, if there should be a loss of proceeds in its production, I’ve left instructions with my attorneys in Austin to compensate you for such loss.

We are entrusting with you the broken piece of pottery, the solid gold beetle, and the rolled-up sheepskins for your keeping. We would like you to hold on to them until our return and then request that they be returned to us. – L.L. ‘Dub’ Pedersen” 

*****
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FREJA JENSEN. EDITOR of the BeeBop Publishing Group in Georgetown was astonished by the letter written by the pen name of Lucas Pedersen. When she sat all night reading the manuscript, she was even more astonished. There was no doubt Jensen would publish the writing. It grabbed her more so than any other manuscript she had ever read, and she was sure it would be a number-one bestseller within weeks.

Freja wrote a return letter to Lucas Pedersen, but ten days later, she received a response from his attorney informing her that both Lucas and Oliver Hansen had already departed for Lima, Peru. There was no address left with the attorneys other than they would return when they returned.

Without any further hesitation on reading the reply from the attorneys, Freja immediately pulled out her laptop, propped the manuscript up on the tabletop, and began typing. 
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Prologue

BeeBop Publishing Group Edits Manuscript
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“Well, that’s all I have to say,” said Freja Jensen, Editor and Chief of BeeBop Publishing Group. “The novel is almost exactly as the manuscript was received, except for only a few minor alterations. The one significant change made was during the editing process. We have concealed the identity of the main characters as we promised to them on the day we accepted the manuscript.

Furthermore, I’ve decided I would refrain from any comments, one way or the other, on any part of the book.  I must say that during the very beginning of reading the document, I thought this remarkable woman who appeared to never age must have been written into the manuscript as a fiction novel.” Her eyes had a burning, faraway look to them. 

“As I continued to read on through the manuscript, the story appeared to bear the stamp of non-fiction. There’s truth written into every word. With that said, I now would like to introduce the world to Nevaeh, which has been shortened in the text, at times, to ‘Neva,’ and the hidden caverns in central Peru called the Caves of Chivateros.”

Freja closed the lid on the laptop. She walked over and stared out the window of her third-floor offices at the corner of Eleventh Street and Congress. She stopped to gather her thoughts before beginning the manuscript, Chapter One.

“There’s one thing that strikes me as unusual that I should consider drawing attention to it for the reader. I’m just not sure if I want to place it in my opening Prologue or after the reader has completed the book... maybe in the Epilogue.   There doesn’t appear to be anything in the character of Oliver Hansen that would have attracted an intellect as powerful as that shown by Nevaeh. He’s not, at any rate, in my opinion, exciting in the beginning. Actually, he appeared to be a bore in the first many pages, but that will definitely change in later pages!

As one reads on, we might imagine that Lucas Pedersen would have easily outstripped him in favor of Nevaeh. Who knows, maybe Nevaeh could see something hidden in her lover’s internal soul. She may have known that under her influence, he might blossom into a flower and flash across the sky like that of a star... filling the world with light and fragrance. Who knows? In either case, let’s begin.

I now leave the reader to make up their own mind. Chapter One will begin our story as described in the writings of Lucas L. ‘Dub’ Pedersen.
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Chapter ONE: Gaining Employment 
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Some events seem to be etched in my memory in such a way that I can’t forget them, no matter what I try to do. What I’m about to describe is still etched in my mind as though it only happened yesterday.

It was in this very month of March over twenty years ago that I, Lucas L. Pedersen, sat one evening in my dorm room at the University of Texas, grinding away at some chemistry homework. Let me add that I hated chemistry then, and I still hate it today. There, enough said.

I was scheduled to take my final exam in a week and was expected to earn an A to maintain my four-point average. But I remember well how I slammed my book shut, walked over to my study desk, and pulled out a Havana Longleaf. I snipped off the end. As I was lighting my cigar, I looked up and saw my reflection in a bevel-edged mirror hanging on the wall beside me. It had the patina of age, with the bronze frame and the glass surface splotched black in places. I paused to reflect. I drew down on my smoke and continued staring into the old mirror.

“Well,” I said aloud, “I sure hope I can do something to improve my mind, for there’s no doubt I’ll never be able to do anything with this body of mine. I couldn’t turn a girl’s head if my life depended on it.” He walked back over to the window and looked down Congress Avenue, where the buses were running up and down with busy shoppers of the spring season.

“Most men of nineteen years of age are endowed with some share of youth. Not me. I was already losing all my hair, and my eyebrows were bushy with white hair in them. I wasn’t even twenty yet. I was short and thick-set and had somewhat of a deformed physical appearance. Such was my appearance then. Such is my appearance today as I write this manuscript.

Let’s just say that I was branded a long time ago, just like Cain... branded by God with more ugliness than I can shake a stick at. However, I must admit I was blessed with the gift of abnormal strength and heightened intellectual powers.

I must continue. I was so ugly that my teammates in football were proud of my athletic abilities, and my intellectual mind didn’t want anything to do with me off the field. I suppose that’s because I kept my helmet on all the time. Who knows?

Women hated the sight of me, no matter where I went. I heard one say when they thought I was far enough away that I looked like a big fat ape. Another called me a monster. While my son was given the name of Casanova, I was given the name of Ape Man. I’m not asking the reader of this manuscript to have pity on me, just that I am telling it like it is.

Once, a woman seemed to genuinely care for me. I was the happiest man in the world. However, the money I was to inherit from my grandfather from Eagle Lake never came. She discarded me right away, just like she would do a banana peel.

It was far too late. I pleaded with her not to leave me. I was in love with her more than anything in the world. I lay in bed every night and cried and continued to plead with her. She finally grabbed my hand one night, walked me over to a mirror hanging on the wall, and told me to gaze into it.  She said, ‘Look at yourself. If I’m a picture of beauty, who are you?’ I was nineteen then.

No sooner had her rude remark been made than there came a knock at my door. It was almost one o’clock in the morning. I was in no mood to talk to a stranger. I then thought about it, knowing I had one friend at the university who was my only friend in the whole world, and I thought it was perhaps him.

I went to the door and heard the person on the other side cough. I knew who it was right away and opened the door. The man was at least ten years older than me. It was Thomas Hansen. He rushed by me and carried into the room a large steel box, his shoulder hanging down lower than the other from the heaviness of the container. Tommy went to the kitchen table, dropped it on top, and immediately went into a coughing fit, telling me what would happen to me if I didn’t stop smoking those Havana longleaf cigars.

His cough didn’t stop. It was a barking cough. And at the end of each cough, it has that whistling sound one gets when the airways are closing off.  They were coming one after the other, thick and fast. Tommy struggled to get enough air. I knew we needed to get him to the hospital fast. A good dose of steroids was, without a doubt, the ticket. 

He continued to cough and cough and cough until his face turned utterly purple from lack of oxygen. He sat down on one of the oak chairs at the dining table, grabbed a paper towel, and began to spit up blood.

I rushed over to the liquor cabinet, pulled out a bottle of Jack Daniel's, and poured him a shot, followed by a second and a third. He appeared to be better, although his being better wasn’t something to write home to Mamma about.

“For God’s sake, Luke, why did you keep me out in the cold. You know this winter weather will be the death of me one day.”

“I came straight to the door. I recognized your cough right away.” He replied in a frightened voice.

“I must have stood out there for five minutes.” He took a deep breath punctuated with several even gasps.

“I thought it was your cough, but at one o’clock in the morning, I wasn’t sure,” Lucas replied. “You’re awful late coming to see me tonight... or should I say this morning.”

“God! I believe this is my last visit to you, old friend,” He said while grabbing another paper towel. In an effort attempt to make a ghastly smile, he said, “I’m done for Lucas! I don’t think I will see another sunrise!”

“That’s a bunch of nonsense. You need to go to an emergency room.”

“No, I don’t want any doctors. I know enough about medicine and know that doctors can’t do me any good now. I am near my time, Lucas. I don’t know how I have lived these last several months this long.”

“You’re gonna be just fine, Tommy.” Thoughts began to cloud his mind.

“Shut up and listen to me, man! I will only say it once and may not get through everything I need to say. You and I have been good friends since you came to the University. That’s almost seven years. How much do you really know about me? Really. How much?” He bent over as sharply as if he’d been punched in the stomach. Drops of blood spattered his lap and knees and the wooden floor at his feet. 

Lucas watched helplessly as the fit tore his dying friend apart. “I know that you are wealthy and didn’t come to Texas until you arrived at the time when most others were graduating. I know you once had a wife who died. And, more importantly, to me, you have been the best and only friend I have ever really had. Not once were you ever rude to me, Tommy Boy... not one time.”

Tommy didn’t reply to what Luke said but continued, “Do you know that I have a son, Lucas?”

“No, I’m afraid not.” He tilted his brow, looking at Tommy uncertainly.

“It’s true, I do have a son. He is almost seven years old. His birth cost his mother’s life. Since she died, I’ve never been able to bear to look at his face. I blame him every day that goes by for my love’s death. Lucas -.” He began coughing into the paper towel one more time, and so much blood came from him another towel was needed.   

Lucas watched helplessly as the fit tore the dying man entirely apart.

His cough eased in intensity and then slowly, slowly passed. “Lucas, I want you to be my son’s guardian.”

Luke sprang from his chair. “Me,” he lost his words a moment. “You want me to be his guardian!” He stood blank, amazed, and shaken.

“Yes, I have learned about you from one end to the other these last few years and haven’t done so for nothing. I’ve known for quite a while that I wasn’t going to last. I’ve lasted longer than I thought. I wish to confide my son to you, Lucas.” He reached over and tapped the steel container on the table. “You will do just fine. You are kind and solid to the core. You’re a good man and can be a great father to him.”

Luca’s eyes went blank and widened in complete amazement. “What are you saying?”

Tommy didn’t let Lucas find time to respond and continued his request. “Listen, now, Lucas. This boy of mine is the only man left from an ancient family of the Egyptians from many years ago.”

Luke leaned back in his chair and then slapped his hands on his knees, bursting into a loud, harsh cackle of laughter. “Many years!”

“You might laugh at me, but one day, it will be proved to you beyond any doubt.” He threw back another shot of Jack Daniels. “Please, Luke, let me finish.”

“Very well. You’re on a roll. Go ahead.”

“It’s difficult to understand. You will learn more about the entire matter, but my son is part of a long chain of ancestry that includes an Egyptian priest. It’s complicated to try and explain now because of the limited time I have left, but many, many years ago, this priest broke his vows of celibacy and fled the country with a princess of royal blood who fell in love with him.”

“What do you mean many years ago? Hundreds? Thousands?”

“Thousands. Now let me finish. They were crossing the Pacific Ocean when, en route to a destination in South America, their ship was caught in a storm and sank offshore near Lima, Peru. I couldn’t find out exactly where, but it was somewhere not far offshore, north of Lima.

Everyone on board was lost in the tragic accident except for the priest and princess. 

They endured great hardship, finally being taken in by a savage tribe of which the queen, a white woman of remarkable beauty, for what reason I do not know, murdered the priest. The princess escaped the savage tribe and their queen the same evening and somehow made it to Lima, bearing a child with her, whom she named Selena.

Several hundred years passed. I’ve spent my entire life tracing this lineage, which dates back to the early days in Egypt. I must say that the Hansen name had a heritage of being soldiers, store merchants, quiet and laid-back people who have never really amounted to much... actually most preserved a dead level of respectability.” He began coughing again continuously for a while and finally was able to take in a sharp gasp of breath.

“That’s remarkable, Tommy, you were able to trace your family roots so far back. Most people end up searching when they get back into the 1800s.”

“Yes, it was not easy. But listen carefully. I’ve very little time left. During the Depression, my grandfather made a fortune from brewing beer and making whiskey. After he retired in 1932, it wasn’t long after that he died. My father succeeded him in the business and from there squandered most of the wealth.”

Lucas sat mesmerized by the story his friend was telling, keeping his gaze fixed on the steel box the entire time.

Tommy continued. “Ten years ago, my father passed away, leaving me an income of about five thousand dollars a month. I didn’t know what to do with such wealth and decided to undertake an expedition in connection with that!” He leaned over the table and pointed at the steel box. In association with its findings, I traveled to Peru. It was there I met my beloved wife, who was the most beautiful woman I ever met in my entire life. It wasn’t long before we were married. It was there a year later she gave birth to my son and did not survive his childbirth.” He paused and lowered his head into the palms of his hands. It was apparent his talking of the loss of his wife drained more energy as the loss of blood and his final conversation wore drastically on his being.

“When I married my beautiful wife, all my attention every single day was spent adoring her beauty and her kindness. She was a most remarkable woman. My first year until my son was born, I was completely diverted from my original project.”

“What was that, Tommy?”

“Sorry, but I really don’t have time to discuss it. I’m losing so much strength, minute by minute. Please, I have no time! No time at all... one day, if you accept my trust, you will learn all about it.”

Lucas had a feeling he best let his friend get on with his story. “Go ahead, Tommy, continue. I will shut up.”

“After my wife passed away, I turned my back to the expedition. However, I realized I should first acquire a knowledge of the Inca language, which was quickly being replaced by Spanish. I realized I needed to return to the States and reenter the University of Texas to learn the dialects of Peru, from the Incas to the Spaniards. I needed to learn Greek and Arabic.

It wasn’t long that my disease got to where it is now.” He burst into another terrible fit of coughing, losing more blood each time he coughed. He wiped his mouth with a fresh paper towel and drank another shot of Jack Daniels that Lucas set on the table, along with a small saucer of sliced limes. He knew his friend liked a squeeze of lime in his Jack Daniel's and Coke.

After a brief pause to gather his composure, Tommy continued. “I’ve never seen my boy Oliver since he was a small baby.”

“Are you kidding me, Tommy? Why?” He paused, torn by conflicting emotions.

I’ve never seen him, but some have told me that he is a handsome young boy.” He reached into a small pouch he brought in with him and pulled from it several pages. “I have jotted down the course I wish followed in my son’s education here at the University when he becomes of age. You will find it to be a great course of study. My time is very short. You are the only one I could think of I could entrust my son and his future to. Please, Lucas... will you accept my request?” His entire body was engulfed in tides of weariness and despair.

“I am not sure if -.”

“You can. You must.” Tommy interrupted after a brief pause of staring at him wordlessly, his heart pounding.  

“Okay. Yes, but I must say I have a request. I can’t accept something I don’t know what it is. What am I to undertake, Tommy?”

“You are to take Oliver under your wing as one of your own, to live with you until he is twenty-five years of age... getting him the best education in foreign languages possible, remember that. That’s Spanish, Arabic, Greek, and any other ancient dialects. When he turns twenty-five years old, your guardianship of the boy will come to an end. You will then take these keys,” he laid some keys on the table, “and open the steel box. You are to let him see the contents and let him read what’s inside.” He swallowed hard, lifted his chin, and boldly met Luca’s gaze.

“Must I force him into doing whatever the contents tell him?”

“No. There’s no obligation whatsoever that Oliver undertake the quest. It will be his decision and his decision alone that must be made. Your guidance is crucial, Lucas, but the entire decision is his alone.”

Tommy didn’t give Lucas a chance to question his demands. 

“Now, in regards to terms. I don’t expect you to bear the burden of the cost of raising my son. I will begin immediately supplying you with a monthly income of $5,000. Upon my death, my last will and testament will dictate that all my income will be given to you to do with as you wish... contingent upon you undertaking the guardianship. I have also stipulated that fifty percent of my wealth be placed into a trust account for Oliver that he may use to undertake the quest that I speak of when he turns twenty-five.”

“Suppose I don’t live to see your son turn twenty-five?” He asked, wanting to put all the pieces together.

“Then, be sure in your last will and testament that the steel box is passed to him by your last wishes.” He started coughing again. Another shot of Jack Daniels helped the pain he was suffering, just not the loss of blood. “Listen, Lucas, please don’t refuse me. You must trust me when I tell you this is to your advantage. You are, for the most part, a loner in this world. I know that.” His dark eyebrows slanted into a frown.

Lucas paused while watching Tommy’s eyes, staring at a hole in him.

“We’ve been good friends for several years. I’ve no time to make other preparations. You would be doing me a great favor.”

After a long, deep breath, letting it out in short gasps, Lucas replied, “Very well, my friend. I will do it, just as long there’s nothing in that paper that asks me to do something illegal.” He touched the envelope lying next to the keys Tommy placed on the table.

“Thank you, Lucas. I assure you there’s nothing in the letter here that asks you to do something illegal. Nothing at all. Now, swear on the Bible that you will be a father to my son Oliver and follow my directions to the letter.”

“I swear, Tommy.” It was an oath that bound them for life. Not the kind you make in front of the district judge. It was the kind you make with spit and blood. It was the kind of oath that made the two best friends into brothers. It was the kind that transcended the mess of everyday life to strike an unbreakable bond forever.

“Very well. Please remember that the day might come when I shall ask you about your oath on the Bible, although I am dead and gone and forgotten, yet shall I live.”

“What? We need to go to the doctor. You’re not making any sense, Tommy.”

“Oh, but I am a good friend. You must trust me when I say there’s no such thing as death, only a change. Even here, that change, under certain circumstances, could be indefinitely put off.” He laid his head down on the table, weary with fatigue.

After a few minutes and complete silence between the two men, Tommy rose up from the table. “There, I must go now. You have the steel box. My last will and testament can be found in my papers. Under the authority, my son is being handed over to you as his guardian.”

He opened the door to depart, stopped, and said, “I know you are a kind and honest person, Lucas. But if you betray my trust by God, I will come back and haunt you until your dying day!” He began to close the door behind him and talked to himself, but loud enough for Lucas to hear. “Curious to think that in but a few hours, I will be cold and stiff... my journey is done.”

Lucas walked out on the front porch with Tommy. “You really need to go and see a doctor.”

“No, my dear friend. I’m going to die very soon. Like a poisoned rat, I wish to be off and die alone.”

He smiled, turned, and walked down the steps, leaving only one word more to say, “Remember!” He was gone.

Lucas returned inside his condo, sat down, and stared at the steel box. He gently rubbed his eyes back and forth, wondering if all that just happened was real or if it was only a dream.

Is it likely that Tommy would have a son seven years of age who he hasn’t seen since he was an infant? I don’t think so. Is it likely that he could foretell his own death so precisely? I don’t think so. Is it possible he could trace his family lineage so far back or that he would confide the guardianship of his child to me? I don’t think so. Is it likely he would leave his entire fortune to a college friend? Most certainly not!  He laid his hand on the steel chest and spoke aloud. “What the Hell is in this chest?”

Lucas placed the steel chest in the bottom of his closet. He put the keys away in a small safe he had under one of the floorboards in the living room. After hiding the box and the keys, he retired to bed and was soon very fast asleep.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

“Who in the Hell is that?” He sat up in bed and said aloud. “I just want to get some sleep.” It seemed to Lucas he had just fallen asleep a few minutes earlier, but when he sat up in bed and rubbed his eyes, it was broad daylight. He looked over at the mantle clock. It was ringing nine bells.

“Nine o’clock! Oh, shit... I’ve never slept in like that before.”

He answered the door. “Terrence, my God, you’re white as a ghost. What’s wrong?”

“I have just come from Mister Hansen’s home. I found him lying stark dead on his sofa!”

“Whoa! Whoa! Slow down. I just talked with him a few hours ago. What are you saying?”

“He was very sick. The doctor said that he lost so much blood and had a stroke. But the stroke gave Tommy perhaps a second or two of confusion, and then it was lights out for the poor fella. Given that, we all must die somehow. I suppose it was a gracious end for a gracious friend.”
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Chapter TWO: Years Quickly Pass By
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As might have been expected, Tommy Hansen’s death created quite a stir at the University. Although his death was a sudden matter, he was known to have been very sick. The justice of the peace just signed off, saying he died of a stroke from his loss of blood. No inquest or autopsy was necessary.

Lucas Pedersen didn’t feel it was necessary to volunteer any information regarding the earlier interview with Tommie, nor did he leave an unusual steel box for his keeping, along with other personal documents.

On the day of the funeral, an attorney from downtown came and attended the graveside services. He returned to his office, along with all of Tommy’s papers and effects, except for one steel box, which remained in safekeeping with Lucas.

A week passed. Lucas continued to study for his Ph.D. thesis presentation in Linguistics. Finally, how time moved so quickly when there was so much to do in preparation for the final exam. However, it arrived, and Luke performed well on the exam, passing with flying colors.

On his return to the apartment, all he wanted to do was curl up in his large chair with a happy consciousness, knowing that he got through the final exam and a long eight years of study!

*****
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IT WASN’T LONG THAT Luke’s thoughts, relieved of the stress that crushed them during the last several days, turned to the evening of the night of poor Tommy’s death. I still don’t know what all the talk was about. What if I don’t hear anything more on the matter. Should I do something with the box? Should I open the box?

All of this is so disturbing. Tommy’s visit to my apartment at one o’clock in the morning told me he was going to die soon. Now he’s dead. I hate to think like this, but I wonder if Tommy committed suicide. What about this quest he talked about?

Knock. Knock. Knock.

As Lucas was pouring over his thoughts, there was a sound at the door.

Luke opened the door. A messenger was standing with a hand-carried letter and a large envelope to his attention. After looking up in the left corner of the envelope, it read, ‘Vincent and Thompson, Attorneys at Law.’

The letter read,

“Sir,


Our client, the late Mister Thomas Hansen, who died on the eleventh day of March in 1968 in Austin, Texas, has left behind a Last Will and Testament, of which we have been assigned as the Executors. You will find the document enclosed in the green envelope.

Under the directions outlined in the Will, you are to receive one-half interest in all the late Thomas Hansen’s property, subject to your acceptance of the guardianship of his only son, Oliver Hansen, a young boy of seven years of age.

Although we found it strange for him to leave half of his personal wealth and the safekeeping of his son in your hands, having only known you for a few years, we also found him a gentleman of the highest regard. Furthermore, we are not aware of any family relations to whom he could have confided the guardianship of his son, and therefore, we will not contest his requests in court.

We await your instructions regarding when the child and the cash proceeds can be delivered to you.



Respectfully submitted,

James Vincent”

Lucas placed the letter on the table and began to read the Last Will and Testament from one end to the other several times. It appeared to have been drawn up under the strictest of legal principles.

So far as Lucas could tell, it covered everything Thomas told him on the night of his visit... the night before his death.

Dang, it’s true! I must take the young boy. Wait. The letter. The letter with the box that I’m supposed to open on Tommy’s death. He ran to the bedroom, lifted the plank in the floorboards, and took out the letter Tommy left with the steel box.

After opening it, he found that it contained directions already given to him by Tommy on the night he was last there... not to open the steel box until Oliver’s twenty-fifth birthday. Furthermore, it stated that he was to receive a very rigorous education, including mathematics, Arabic, and Greek. If possible, ancient Egyptian, too.
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