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​PROLOGUE
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Sixty-Five Million Years Ago

––––––––

[image: ]


At 25 miles per second—at a velocity barely exceeding 90,000 miles per hour—the intergalactic ark was moving too fast for it to simply carom off of Earth’s atmosphere and back into space. 

Once the colossal hull breached the planet’s protective bubble, a trail of white-hot fire stretched across the night sky with such intensity the nocturnal creatures suddenly found themselves caught within a moment of passing daylight, their eyes tracing the fast-moving trajectory until it impacted with the Yucatan Peninsula, setting off the fifth and final extinction-level event.

Sea levels regressed. And volcanic activity increased from the Deccan Traps, reducing surface light and disrupting the biosphere with dust and sulfate aerosols, which consequently destroyed food chains. Temperatures increased as global firestorms wiped out tropical landscapes, creating environmental stress. Tsunami waves of unimaginable height forever changed the design of shorelines. And the dinosaurs were summarily erased from existence.

The bolide that struck the planet had a diameter of six miles. And at the moment of collision, it created a depression five miles deep and 112 miles wide.

Upon impact the ship was all but decimated as countless tons of alien composite became dust and minute particles, the elements becoming part of the atmosphere, part of the cloud cover, with the larger pieces exploding outward in a perfect circumference of debris.

Sitting approximately 2000 feet below the rim of the crater, a scorched compartment stuck out after it had been injected into the wall after the impact event.

It sat there on a slight angle with its front end tilted upward, as if a behemoth was trying to nose its way out of the soil. On its blackened hull was alien script, a type of cuneiform, perhaps the title of the ship, with coils of hot steam and smoke rising off its skin, the compartment nothing more than a dead hulk comprised of alien compounds.

Three thousand years before the impact its entire crew had died off when a microbe a billionth of their size escaped from its container and wiped them out, the ship thereby depending upon artificial intelligence to navigate it from one wormhole to the next, from one galaxy to the other, until a malfunction failed to slow its progress when nearing Earth.

However—even with insurmountable damage—the hold was not without its treasures.

Life from every corner of the universe lays in stasis behind fields of pure energy, this remnant of an ark containing a menagerie of apex predators collected from planets too distant to comprehend.

Most had perished upon impact, becoming matter as small as the dust that eddied in the surrounding air. Others, however, remained intact behind protective walls of energy.

And those that endured would remain perfectly preserved in stasis for more than sixty-five million years. 

Time had become irrelevant. 
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​CHAPTER ONE
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Eighteen Days Ago

The Village of Chicxulub, Mexico

––––––––
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Approximately two miles inland, where a collection of clay huts gathered around an ancient mission, two blocks of earth rubbed against each other, which caused the area to shudder and heave, the seismic disturbance registering 6.8 on the Richter scale.

The foundation of the Old Mission began to crack, the fissures climbing up the wall to the bell tower, the cracks widening, pieces falling, the tower weakening then canting as the cracks became gaping wounds, the walls separating, bricks falling. And then the tower collapsed, the walls falling inward as plumes of boiling dust went everywhere.

The village huts shook as terracotta ovens imploded, the people running for the foothills clearly driven by self-preservation.

Beyond the village shores the land beneath the waves began to heave and shift with conical-shaped mounds rising and taking shape, disturbing the existing reef and forever altering its ecosystem.

When the earth stilled and the dust began to settle, the villagers returned to their huts and began to rebuild a life that had gone uncomplicated for ages.

But normalcy was about to come to an end.

Offshore, beneath the agitated waves of the Yucatan Peninsula, the fore of a cigar-shaped hull urged to the surface by the shifting seascape stuck out from the crater’s wall after being buried for nearly sixty-five million years.

Immediately the eye-in-the-sky satellite moved into position to detect any alterations to the landscape. But instead of capturing reconfigurations to the shoreline, the satellite captured a massive anomaly sitting 2000 feet from the rim of the crater. The anomaly appeared dagger-like with right angles. Other aspects were that the structure possessed geometrical angles along with proportionately tapering lines, indications that the structure had been manufactured. More strikingly were the results of the thermal imaging. According to the satellite’s readings, the structure was throwing off a heat signature that was several degrees above the temperature of the water it was submerged in, never cooling over time. Whatever this anomaly was it was massive—just a bit smaller than an aircraft carrier, but much wider. 

Within hours the images were sent to the proper authorities within the scientific, military and political communities. On the following day the political overseers between the United States and Mexico agreed to unite in the anomaly’s inspection. And within the week the ships of the U.S. Navy and the Armada de México assembled at the Yucatan Peninsula and set a perimeter above the vessel. 

Two days later they breached its hull.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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Present Day

––––––––
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After the passing of her father John Moore, Alyssa Moore was elevated to the position of Senior Archeologist at the Archeological Institute of Ancient Antiquities, the AIAA. She was of Filipina descent with cocoa-colored skin and almond-shaped eyes. She was normally spirited and enthusiastic, with life more of a blessing than a constant struggle. But lately she had become the point of interest for muckraking journalists who targeted her after the media announced that she had discovered Eden—a place that was more than just the cradle of mankind, but a master civilization that held several dark secrets. Since she could not support her story and having buried the only piece of evidence in some obscure part of the Kurak Desert in Turkey, she was on the verge of financial collapse. Money backers and grant makers quickly pulled their funding. The tabloids went with the storyline that bordered on the absurd, respectable newspapers accused her as a fraud who manufactured the tale to keep the AIAA afloat. Universities would not consider her as a respected colleague should the AIAA fall, the damage to her reputation cutting painfully deep to the bone. Other possibilities were slim as well, seeing that the field of archeology was hard to breach once the damage was done. 

She sat in her office with a heavy pall lingering. It was so quiet that she could hear the clock on the wall ticking, the small pendulum swinging in equal measures. Two of the walls had floor-to-ceiling bookcases packed with dust-laden tomes and volumes, mostly regarding ancient civilizations. And a large window with numerous panes of glass separated by leaden latticework was closed off by a stretch of velour drapery that blocked out the light, leaving her in near darkness. Only the light of a desk lamp cast a feeble glow, which drew ghoulish shadows along the contours of her face. 

In front of her were clippings from various newspapers, derogatory articles casting her as a fraud. Upon further inspection by various authorities her claims had gone unfounded—her Eden nothing more than a gaping wound in the landscape; a crater filled with desert sand and black silica, nothing more. 

She fell back into her seat and sighed. 

My life is ruined.

She closed her eyes, blocking out the glow of the desk lamp. 

After a long moment of near silence, as the wall clock continued to tick off like the needle of a metronome, came a light rapping on the door. When the door opened light spilled into the room as the silhouetted shape of a woman stood against a lit backdrop. 

“Alyssa?”

“Yeah, Jenny, what is it?” She never opened her eyes. 

“There’s a gentleman here to see you.”

“I don’t recall having an appointment today.”

“He’s a walk in,” she said. “But you may want to talk to him.”

“Why would I want to do that?”

“He says he’s from the Department of Defense.”

Alyssa’s eyes quickly opened to the size of ping-pong balls. 

#
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Special Agent Blaine O’Connell was tall and Lincolnesque with a fresh-scrubbed look about him. When he spoke, he did so in monotone with hardly a measure of animation reflected in his manner. And when he looked at a person it was more like looking into someone, at the secrets they kept. 

“I’m Special Agent O’Connell,” he said, holding out his hand. 

Alyssa took it in greeting. “And you’re from the DOD, no less. I wasn’t aware that the notoriety I was receiving in the press lately would prompt a response from the Defense Department.” She said this while pointing at numerous clippings.

O’Connell did not glance at the articles as he placed a manila folder on the desktop. “The purpose of my visit, Ms. Moore, is one of necessity.” He then peeled back the cover of the file. Inside were several 8x10 photographs, mostly satellite imagery. “Several months ago,” he began, “you posted an article in the Tribune regarding ancient script discovered in Eden.”

“Yeah, I remember,” she answered flatly. “Symbologists and archeologists from all over the world criticized my efforts, saying that the script and symbols were fabricated, that I was saying anything to salvage a drowning institute.” She hesitated. “So why are you here, Special Agent?”

O’Connell leafed through the photos and came up with an 8x10 glossy, along with a newspaper clipping attached to it. He separated the two and placed them side by side, the article with pictured symbols on the left and a recent photograph bearing the same markings on the right. “The picture on the right was taken two days ago,” he told her. 

She measured the markings in the article to that of the photo. They were incredibly similar with some symbols out of sequence. But most were in chronological order. “They’re the same,” she whispered.

“Somewhat,” he corrected. “But these symbols you insisted on having found in Eden were discovered here, at a new site. The odds of such symbol construction and the chronological order you presented to the Tribune, is one hundred thirty-seven million to one. This is too high of a number to be considered as mere coincidence . . . So, it obviously caught our eye.” 

“And that’s why you’re here? To tell me that there’s some validation to my claim.”

“I’m here, Ms. Moore, under the strictest authority.” He produced another photo, that of satellite imagery. “You know of the Chicxulub crater?”

“Of course,” she said. “It’s the impact point of the final extinction event that happened almost sixty-five million years ago.”

He offered a faint nod of agreement. “Eighteen days ago,” he continued, “an earthquake measuring six-point-eight on the Richter scale hit the Chicxulub village. The effects of that quake caused more than a marginal shift in the seascape. In fact, it coughed up something very special.” He turned the photo so that she could see it clearly. “This is what we found.”

It was a thermal image of an object not far from the Chicxulub shoreline. 

“It sits almost 2000 feet beneath the surface,” he added. 

She took the photo and examined it. The anomaly was dagger-shaped with precise angles and geometric curves. The outline of the imagery was red, a heat signature. “And you’re showing me this why?”

“As you can see, it’s a heated structure that has been submerged beneath water that should have cooled within hours. But it hasn’t. It’s also a structure that’s obviously a much smaller piece of a larger vessel that’s hidden within the crater’s wall.”

She looked at the photo. “A smaller piece? But this thing is massive.” 

“The exposed structure is not much smaller than an aircraft carrier.”

“So, what exactly am I looking at?”

“What you’re looking at, Ms. Moore, is something we believe to be part of the bolide that caused the extinction event almost sixty-five million years ago,” he answered. “It’s been buried beneath the seabed until the quake lifted it to visibility.” 

“The bolide?” She traced a finger over the image. “Are you telling me that this is the metallic core of the meteorite that caused the extinction event?” She stared at the article on the desk, at the symbols. “And what does any of this” —referring to the ancient script— “have to do with this satellite image?” 

“These symbols, Ms. Moore, were found inside this structure.”

She proffered O’Connell a quizzical sidelong glance. “Are you telling me that this isn’t a bolide at all?”

“Yes and no,” he said. “This vessel is responsible for the catastrophic event that ended the age of dinosaurs—that’s for certain. And though its shell is made up mostly of iridium and other metals that are alien and familiar to meteorites, this particular vessel is just that—a vessel.”

She looked at the satellite image—at the geometric shape, noting the perfect lines and angles. “Are you telling me that this ship is otherworldly? Is that what you’re telling me?”   

“Nearly sixty-five million years ago a bolide, or what you believe to be a bolide, was actually a craft.”

She shook her head. “Impossible. The bolide that impacted with this planet was six miles across.”

“Ms. Moore, these beings, this race, even sixty-five million years ago, were above us on the evolutionary scale as we are to the amoeba. What you see here,” he said, placing the tip of his forefinger against the photo image, “is a remnant of that vehicle. More than ninety-eight percent of it was destroyed upon impact, which accounts for the high amount of iridium in the area. But what’s more important,” he added, “is the fact that these ancient symbols were found inside that ship. The symbols you say you found in Eden, a civilization believed to be fourteen thousand years old, are situated upon the walls inside this craft.”

“Sixty-five million years . . .” Her words trailed off into a whisper. Then: “Why are you telling me this?”

“Right now, the United States government, in collusion with the Mexican government, since the Chicxulub crater is Mexico’s jurisdiction, has set up a perimeter over this vessel. And in working accordance,” he continued, “we have engineers and scientific experts trying to collect data in order to reverse engineer our findings.”

She could hear the measure of doubt in his tone. “But?”

“But progress has been slowed,” he told her. “Even our most experienced cryptanalysts are unable to decipher these symbols. However, if you can help to determine their meanings, then I believe that progress may be hastened.” 

“You want me to go into that vessel to decipher the script? That’s why you’re here?”

“You’d be doing us a great service.”

“I just can’t get up and leave the AIAA,” she told him.

“Ms. Moore, we both know that your institute is floundering because grants have dried up. What the government is willing to do, should you agree, is to proffer the amount of $250,000 into an account of your choice. This should be enough to sustain future operations, yes?”

And then some, she considered. 

#

[image: ]


“In turn, you will sign a nondisclosure form to keep the knowledge of this operation and its discoveries completely covert. In other words, Ms. Moore, you can never divulge what you see . . . Ever.”

“I find it hard to believe that ancient script would be considered grounds for government secrets.”

“It’s not the script you’re signing the nondisclosure for,” he said. “It’s what’s inside that ship.”

“You know I’ll need an aide,” she offered.

“Of course, you’re talking about John Savage, correct? The former Navy SEAL?”

“I see you did your homework.”

“I’m DOD,” he answered. “That’s what I do. But if you need Mr. Savage along, then he’ll be required to sign the same nondisclosure agreement as well.”

“Understood.”

“And as for the $250,000, Ms. Moore, please forward me the proper account number and we’ll settle our deal.” And then, after collecting the photos and returning them to the manila folder, he said, “And please, be prepared. There will be things inside that ship your mind will have a difficult time adjusting to . . . indescribable things.”

“It can’t be more difficult than what I discovered inside Eden.”

He tucked the folder beneath his arm and looked her square in the eyes. And in the same flat voice, he said, “Don’t be so sure.” 
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​CHAPTER THREE
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“The DOD?” John Savage said rhetorically. “If they’re involved, then we’re most likely talking about high-end military applications.”

“He did say that their efforts to reverse engineer certain innovations were being held back because they couldn’t decipher the ancient script.”

John Savage, a one-time elite military with a particular set of battle skills, was a classically handsome man with angular features with dark hair, luminous blue eyes, and a Romanesque-shaped nose—all of which was packed onto a six-one frame of lean muscle. “Are you sure it’s the same type of script you saw in Eden?” 

“Some of it but not all,” she said. “But languages and writings often evolve over time.”

“Time? We’re talking about a difference of sixty-five million years here.”

“The similarities were there, John. I saw them.”

“So, there’s a correlation between what’s inside that ship . . . and Eden?”

“Who knows,” she answered. “We only know a fraction of our true history based upon some of the facts that we were able to piece together. But the more pieces we discover, the better our understanding of what really happened. History is always being rewritten as more facts present themselves.”

Savage went to the window of Alyssa’s office; the drapes parted enough to give a view of the rain-slicked streets of New York City. The windows were dappled with droplets as people walked along the sidewalks with their umbrellas open. “Has the money been forwarded to AIAA’s account?”

She nodded. “Two hundred fifty thousand dollars,” she said. “It’s a new start, John.”

He knew that she’d been struggling as of late, not only financially but emotionally as well. The media had beaten her down until her spirit had been whipped to the point of nonexistence. But now he saw the spark in her eyes once again, that spangle of brewing life growing with every passing moment. He then crossed the floor and pulled her close. “I’m happy for you,” he told her. “You deserve this.”

And then she kissed him, a gesture that spoke volumes of unbridled love. 

When she pulled back, he traced the back of his fingers along her cheek, a light and passionate stroke, and then smiled. “Let’s go rewrite history,” he told her softly.

She smiled. And then: “Are you ready to take a boat ride?”

He nodded. “Oh, yeah,” he said. 

Oh, yeah.
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On the following evening, John Savage and Alyssa Moore were flown to Miami International Airport under the watchful eyes of chaperoning agents, and then picked up a connecting flight to Merida International Airport in Mexico. From there they took a transport chopper to the deck of the USS Bainbridge, one of several ships stationed above the submerged vessel, and landed on a helipad at the ship’s stern. 

Beneath the heavy wash of the rotors, John and Alyssa left the chopper and ducked unnecessarily beneath the blades until they were clear. Once done, the chopper lifted and banked to the east. 

“Welcome to the Bainbridge,” said O’Connell, stepping onto the helipad. He was wearing a pristine white shirt and matching pants with impeccably sharp creases. The only contrasts to the ethereal whiteness of his clothes were the tones of his olive skin and amber-tinted sunglasses. “It’s been a long day, I’m sure,” he added. “But we tried to get you here as quick as possible. I hope the flights weren’t too much of a burden?”

“Not really,” said Savage. “Didn’t care too much for the two ops you sent along, though.”

O’Connell turned to Savage; a spangle of the day’s light reflected off the lens of his glasses. “And you’d be John Savage,” he said evenly. 

“I would be, yes.”

“I haven’t had the pleasure,” he said, holding out his hand.

Savage took it.

“Those two ops, as you call them, were a necessity.” 

“To what? We signed the nondisclosures. We know the consequences of illegal divulgences. It wasn’t necessary.” 

“Mr. Savage, you worked black ops, so you know that something of this magnitude is always necessary. Things haven’t changed since you were a soldier working for a wetwork team. If you have taken insult to this, please accept my apology. But from the moment you signed that nondisclosure form, your life, and Ms. Moore’s, became the property of the United States government.”

“And once this is over?”

“Then you will be free to do whatever it is that you do, Mr. Savage, at the AIAA without being under the auspices of your government. But—if this is what you are alluding to—the nondisclosure remains intact. What you two are about to see can never leave this ship. And as you have already stated, Mr. Savage, you know the consequences of illegal divulgences.” O’Connell hesitated a moment before speaking. “But we’re getting off on the wrong foot, aren’t we? Be assured, Mr. Savage, that you and Ms. Moore have nothing to worry about should you follow the rules of the agreement. There’ll be no disruptions or blackmails in your future to keep you compliant. And we won’t be sending operatives to act as scarecrows to keep you in line. Once this is over, then it’s over. And being a black ops man yourself, I know that you understand the sanctity of maintaining national security.”

Savage agreed and understood. He was once a Tier-One Level operative for the U.S. military. He also understood that being in such a position was also a precarious one. People sometimes disappeared, regardless if they had kept to the agreement at hand. 

“As one former soldier to another,” said O’Connell, “you are well respected in the ranks and have served your country well in the past. There is no concern amongst the Tier Ones’ ruling over this operation. You and Ms. Moore have earned their trust. I want you both to believe that.”

To a degree Savage did—from one soldier to another, a warrior’s loyalty. But there was also the learned experience of knowing that loyalty was not always above honor—and that one man’s honor could easily be compromised. “From one soldier to another,” he finally said. 

“Good. Even though you’re no longer under the auspices of the U.S. government, we still see you as one of us: Once a brother, always a brother.” O’Connell looked skyward, took note of the descending sun, at the reddening of the sky along the horizon, and removed his sunglasses. “Are you hungry?” he asked them.

Savage turned to Alyssa, who nodded in the negative. 

“We’ve already eaten,” he returned. “But thank you.” 

“We just want to get to work,” said Alyssa.

“Tomorrow,” O’Connell answered. “Tomorrow, we head down to a platform situated on a marine terrace beside the structure. I would suggest that you get some sleep. After tonight there’ll be little rest since we’re within a budgeted time frame.” He tipped his head in valediction. “Ms. Moore, Mr. Savage, do have a good evening. And please see the ensign regarding your accommodation for the night. I’m afraid they’ll be quite spartan, seeing this is a naval ship and all.”

“We’ll be fine,” said Savage. “And thank you again, O’Connell.”

“My pleasure.” After giving a second nod, the DOD official turned and descended the stairway, leaving John and Alyssa to themselves. 

On the horizon the sky turned various shades of different colors, going from orange to red to mauve, finally evolving to complete and total darkness. Above them a canopy of stars glittered like a cache of diamonds spread over black velvet. Below them, glowing eerily from beneath the water’s surface, were numerous banks of lights. 
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John and Alyssa leaned against the ship’s railing and noted the tinsel-and-glass glitter of the peninsula’s surface which reached out of the star-lit sky in the distance, the sky and the water blending into a gorgeous horizon of pinprick lights and gentle swells. 

Alyssa drew closer to John, who corralled her with a sweep of his arm. “There’s no way I’m going to sleep tonight,” she told him. “There’s just no way.”

“Like a little kid on Christmas Eve, huh?”

“Think about it,” she said, looking down at the muted lights beneath the water’s surface. “Down there is a remnant of what scientists believe to be the bolide that collided with Earth nearly sixty-five million years ago when, in fact, it’s nothing of the sort, but something celestially created. Can you even begin to imagine the level of intelligence of this race? Or even comprehend their capability to manufacture such a craft nearly six miles across?” She looked at him. “O’Connell said this race was perhaps above us on the evolutionary scale as we are to the amoeba.”

“And he’s probably right,” he said. “Remember when a team of scientists got excited over the discovery of a block of ice on Mercury? A block of ice. When all along a race of beings existed sixty-five million years before us, and perhaps a race sixty-five million years before them, and there’ll most likely be another race sixty-five million years from now—after us.” 

Just then they followed the tail of a star crossing the sky. Instead of making a wish, Alyssa considered other aspects. “Who’s to say that right now—as we stand here—that a meteorite carrying an inert species of microbe just landed in some planet’s ocean. And then its life was jumpstarted the moment lightning struck the surface of the water?” 

Savage said nothing. 

She leaned her head against his shoulder and looked downward, into the lights. There are writings down there, she considered, ancient scripts similar to the ones discovered in Eden. So, was there a correlation between the two? Did Eden share ties with this vessel? Even when the distance of time separated them by nearly sixty-five million years? 

Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough, she thought. 

Not fast enough at all.
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​CHAPTER FOUR
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The sleeping quarters, at best, and as O’Connell stated, were very spartan. It was a small area with two bunks, a desk that divided the area between the bunks, a closet, and lavatory. Alyssa lay there with her eyes staring up into darkness, listening to John’s slow and even rhythm as he slept on the adjacent bunk. I’m glad someone can sleep.

When morning arrived, Alyssa was in the lav getting ready while John slowly sat up and planted the bottoms of his feet against the cold-plated floor, then rubbed the morning itch out of his eyes with the heels of his hands. His hair was in a wild tangle and a bearded growth was beginning to emerge. 

“Morning, sunshine,” Alyssa said, returning toiletries to her bag. 

“Did you sleep?” he asked. 

“Not at all.”

“Yeah. Me neither.”

She shook her head. Why do men always say that they don’t sleep when they do?

Almost a half hour later they were in the mess hall, which was an area of limited space with stainless steel benches and tables riveted to the deck. John Savage was having a difficult time waking up, his eyes red and raw with laced stitching as Alyssa’s remained cue-ball white, even with no sleep. Caught between Savage’s hands was a cup of piping hot coffee, the scent of the brew rich and bold. 

When the clock reached the top of the hour, O’Connell entered the mess wearing military issue and G.I. boots, not exactly the attire of a DOD official. In his hand was a coffee cup that read: The World’s Greatest Dad. After taking a sip from the cup, he placed it on top of a stainless-steel table. “Morning,” he said. “Before we get going, I need to brief you on a few things.” He then raised his leg and placed his foot on one of the seats, so that his leg now stood out at a right angle. Leaning forward, he rested an elbow across his knee. “Approximately three weeks ago—not quite three weeks—an earthquake hit this region, as you know, which gave rise to what was believed to be a remnant of the bolide that impacted Earth nearly sixty-five million years ago. However, it’s not a bolide at all. But the remains of a much larger ship that struck the planet that caused the final extinction event. Right now, there are some mild aftershocks that continue to take place from time to time. But they’re nothing to worry about. Now beneath us is an underwater platform. A staging site,” he said, gesturing a hand to the floor. “And to get there we’ll be taking a sub. From there we’ll be making our way inside the ship via a walkway linked to the ship.”  
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