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Introduction

The Manuscript is Received
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A year passed after Oliver Hansen and his father Lucas Hansen returned from the Caves of Chivateros in Peru. No one could guess why, but Oliver came out of the caves aged, hair turning almost white and if not for his strength at the time when they escaped their ordeal, Lucas L. Peterson would not be staring into the blackness of unborn time out his window in downtown Austin, Texas.

The more he stared, the more he wondered in what shape and form the high drama of the beautiful Nevaeh and where the scene of its next act will be laid.

Hell, even Colleen, the manager of the apartments on Congress where Lucas took up his residence, had questions as to why Oliver, a handsome man and young in his face, had a head full of white hair. Or, did her life actually end in a pile of dust? Or... Hell, she asked way too many questions. 

There’s no doubt that ultimately, the development of the final chapter will occur in respect to a destiny that never swerves and a purpose that can’t be altered. What will be the part played by the princess Nesandocris of the House of Pharaohs for the love of whom the priest Herodotus broke his vows with the church and pursued by the punishment of the outraged goddess, fled down the coastline of South America to meet his doom at the Caves of Chivateros deep inside the swamps and forests of Peru? 
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Prologue

BeeBop Publishing Group Edits Manuscript
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Indeed, it’s the unexpected that always happens in a Sidney St. James’ novel! If there was one single person on this entire earth that the editor of the BeeBop Publishing Group never expected to hear from again was Lucas L. “Luke” Pedersen, pen name or Lucas Hansen.

There was good reason Freja Jensen didn’t expect to ever him from him again.  It was because she thought he had taken his departure from the earth already. After all, it had been over twenty-five years.

When Lucas last wrote almost two decades ago, it was to give Freja the manuscript of NEVAEH – The Lost City of Nemea and to announce that he and his adopted son, Oliver Hansen, aka the Golden One (at least back then before he met the Blue Flaming Vortex,) were about to travel to Peru in the belief, I suppose, that it was there Nevaeh would fulfill her promise and appear to them once more.

Often, Freja wondered whatever happened to them, whether they were dead, or maybe living their lives away as absorbed natives of Peru, making their lives in some kind of way, immortal, as well.

Now, just when she had not thought of them for years, without a single warning sign, out of the blue comes the answer to all her questions.

The Editor of BeeBop Publishing Group, still enjoying the revenues off the NEVAEH, pushed to the side on her office desk a stained brown envelope, she received two days earlier. As far as she was concerned, it was just another manuscript of a wanna-be published author, one of several others stacking up a foot and a half high on her desk.

It would still be there if it didn’t catch the eye of Vanessa Jean, her assistant, who opened it and found a bundle of paper sheets badly burned on the back page and with it wrapped in a rubber band two letters addressed to ‘Freja Jensen.’

Although some considerable amount of time had passed since she saw the handwriting, the letters were shaky, probably because of the author’s age or illness, there’s no doubt she knew the writing at once... no one ever made a swirl “L” like Lucas L. Pederson.

Freja could have kicked herself for not opening the envelope sooner once she recognized the handwriting.  Wasting little time in unfolding the letter, she began to read:

“My Dear Miss Jensen.

I have discovered that you are very much alive and are still in the book publishing business in Austin. Strange as it may sound, I still live also... at least for a bit longer.

As soon as I came back in touch with civilization, I went into Barnes & Noble and picked up a copy of your book NEVAEH, or rather my book, and read it from start to finish. My neighbor, a native from here on Palawan Island in the Philippines, was so amazed that a romance novel, a “wild” romance novel at that, should absorb me so much. I only laughed at him and said some of us who have a broad experience with the hard facts of life find interest in a wild romance.

I thought to myself if he had only known what those hard facts were, what would he have said.

I see you did as you promised and carried out your promise of publication faithfully to my letter accompanying the first manuscript. I read on the top of the cover over three million copies sold. Every instruction I gave you with the manuscript was followed, nothing added or taken away. I wish to give you three thumbs up and trust you have made a good living from the proceeds.

Now, let me add by saying that twenty some odd years ago, I entrusted you with the beginning of the history. It is now that I bring you a second manuscript. You were the first living soul I told of Queen Nevaeh, who, from one century to another, sat alone, with never changing youth and beauty, in the Caves of Chivateros, waiting until her long lost love was born again. And destiny brought him back to her.

Again, my longtime friend, it is right that you should be the very first to learn the continuing story of Queen Nevaeh, Spirit of the Mountain, and the reining priestess of the blue flaming vortex of immortality. It is with you, Miss Jensen that you be the first in this world that I should reveal the mystic consummation of the unexpected tragedy which started in the Caves of Chivateros.

I am ill... very ill. My life from here on in is four walls and pain medicine until I die. I don’t want it... not any of it. Last year I put down my Sandy, my collie, to save him from a painful end. Why can’t I have the same attention? Maybe if I scream for pain medicine, I can get an overdose. 

Anyhow, I have struggled back to my small home near Nagkalit Falls in the village of El Nido on Palawan Island in the northern Philippines. My end is near. I’ve asked my doctor, the only one in our village, after all is over for me that he is to send you my manuscript unless I change my mind and burn the damn thing first.

With my letter, you will receive an old dark brown teakwood case with several rough sketches along with a sistrum, a musical instrument used by the Egyptians from long years passed. Keep it if you wish or sell the jewels from it. They must be worth millions.

First, I am giving you this rare piece of antiquity as a token of my appreciation for what you’ve already done for me. Secondly, it is the only piece of evidence I still have with me that will be supported in the writing of my manuscript. If for nothing else, you will find this musical instrument as a souvenir of the most beautiful being ever placed on this earth, or should I say is placed on this earth. It was her staff, the rod of her power, with which I saw her give a salute to the Shadows in the Asylum... and it was her gift to me, as well.

I no longer have the strength to continue writing. The manuscript must speak for itself. As I told you with the first manuscript I gave you, do with it as you please. Believe it or not, I no longer care one way or the other.

Who or what was Queen Nevaeh... no, who or what is Nevaeh? Was she an incarnate essence? The cruel and the immortal? It is up to you, Miss Jensen, to solve these mysteries. I have given you my speculations.

I wish you great happiness and good fortune. Farewell to you and yours,

Lucas L. ‘Peterson’”

Freja laid the manuscript down on her desk. She knew it was hopeless to try and analyze what was said at that moment and opened the second envelope.

The letter was dated from a remote place called El Nido on the shores of Nagkalit Falls in the Philippines:

“Dear Miss Jensen.

As the doctor who looked after Mister Hansen in his last sickness, I’m obliged by my promise to him to become an intermediary in some business of which I know very little, however much it might have interested me.

I am doing as Mister Hansen instructed me on the strict understanding that no mention is to be made of my name in connection with this matter.

Two weeks ago, I was called to see Mister Hansen at an old house high up on the cliff overlooking the bay on Palawan Island.

I was summoned to his home, where I found him in very poor health and dying. When I reached the house and walked into the room, I discovered my patient sitting up in his bed. He was a strange-looking man, one that wore a long white beard, including a head full of white hair which encroached over his forehead and face so much, he looked like a mop of total white hair. One of his arms was torn up badly from an earlier accident and never healed properly.  He told me when I questioned him how it happened that a wild hound had something to do with it. All I know is that I couldn’t believe a wild dog did as much damage as I saw. Mister Hansen was not a handsome man. As a matter of fact, he was quite ugly. Well, forgive me, maybe I’ve chosen my words wrong. 

If I was a talented artist and could draw a face, I would portray him as wise and benevolent but rather grotesque spirit, to say the least.

When I walked into his bedroom, Mister Hansen started cussing and was very pissed off. He didn’t ask for me. But it wasn’t long and he and I became friendly with one another. He expressed his gratitude for my help if nothing more than to reduce the pain he was suffering, though I couldn’t do more for him.

At different times he told me that he had traveled his entire life on quests that I have no idea what they were. He never told me.

The man was amazing and quite a scholar in the Greek and Arabic languages. He also knew at least a dozen other languages. I don’t believe I’ve ever met a more educated man in my life. 

One day, Mister Hansen pointed out to me a rough dark brown box made of teakwood, the same as I have sent to you with the letters. He told me the letters and box must be sent directly to you on his death.

Furthermore, he asked me to bundle up a manuscript, which like the teakwood box, was to be sent to you. I couldn’t help but notice the last sheets had been burned. He saw me looking at the burned sheets as I turned them over one by one. 

Lucas told me that the burned sheets couldn’t be helped and to send it as it was. Mister Hansen did say that he had made up his mind to destroy the documents and through them in his fireplace. No sooner had he thrown it in, he received a command to jerk it out of the fire.

I asked him what he meant by someone commanding him to not burn the papers. He wouldn’t answer me and only continued to stare out the bedroom window.

A few nights later, near midnight, I expected I would hear from the caretaker that Mister Hansen had died. His breathing got shallower with each passing day.

The next night, I dropped by about seven o’clock to give him some medicine that would help him breathe better and maybe help him have one more day. Just as I walked onto the porch, I asked the caretaker if Mister Hansen was dead. She told me no. But she also told me he was gone. I, of course, took that to mean he had passed. But the truth is... he was gone.

She told me he looked like a ghost walking away and was quite terrifying. He seemed to have a blue glow about his brow.

The night’s full moon helped me see as I began to search among the woods at the top of Nagkalit Falls. On the top of the rocks, where the water flows over falling into the cold waters of the bay on Palawan Island, was an outstretched piece of land where there was a circle of rocks that are similar to Stonehenge. I went here knowing that Mister Hansen had visited this spot often when he was in good health.

He once told me that this unusual rock formation represented the Egyptian goddess Nesandocris, the wife of Herodotus, who had a son named Horus. It was never said why in this faraway place, there would be such a seemingly sacred form of her worship.

I got to remembering that he was very acquainted with this place. He mentioned it to me a few weeks before he died and was wondering if it was still undamaged. What was so strange, he told me that when he died, it was there he wished to do so. I told him it would be impossible for his health was so poor, he could never make such a walk for so long a distance again. That was the only time I saw a smile cross his face. It was as though he knew something I didn’t.

I hurried knowing after remembering his face smiling, he was going to try and reach the circle of stones. Sure enough, I climbed to the top of the waterfall cliff and saw Mister Hansen standing beside a megalithic tomb consisting of a large flat stone laid on top of two upright ones. His long flowing white hair blew in the breeze, with him having nothing but his pajamas on. He was the strangest looking figure I had ever seen.

He stood on top of the flat stone. Indeed, it was a scene I will never forget. He was again uttering some invocation in some language I didn’t understand. He held out a looped object which by his wishes, I am also sending to you with a set of drawings. I still remember how beautiful a device it was with the jewels reflecting the light of the full moon. I could hear the ringing of its golden bells.

Then, I was standing underneath a large tree, watching the weak old man standing as though he had no cares in the world, strumming the instrument with the sounds of the golden bells ringing.  Suddenly I became aware there was another presence with the two of us. 

It is now that you understand that I wish no one to know my name or where I am practicing medicine. This will sound unbelievable, and there is no way I wish to get mixed up in the supernatural.

Underneath the large flat rock in the cavern, I saw something gathering in the shadows. Then, it emerged from the darkened shadows. There was a glow of blue light that grew brighter and brighter. The light became so bright, I could hardly look at it. Later, it became less vivid. From the once glaring light that became dimmed, stepped the most magnificent woman I had ever laid my eyes upon. I didn’t have any idea who she was or where she came from in this off the beaten track. I do know that I couldn’t take my eyes off of her.

I moved closer to the unbelievable vision and stopped underneath one of the monoliths. I found myself unable to shout at Mister Hansen. Words would not come forth from my mouth. I continued to stare at him. It became crystal clear to me that he saw the same vision as I. Then, he walked off the rock and down in front of the chambers. He turned and faced the radiance of the shadows. The man took one step into the chambers where the woman stood and yelled one word, “NEVAEH!” Suddenly, he fell through what appeared was a hole, yet when the light disappeared, I walked up to the cavern. When I reached the spot where he disappeared, he laid on the ground, still gripping the scepter tightly in his hand... dead in the shadow of the chambers!

The Doctor.

The remainder of the doctor’s letter need not be discussed here as it deals only with improbable explanations of a blue vortex that swirled in the presence of the woman.

The teakwood box the doctor spoke of arrived safely at the publishers with the sketches, the Egyptian musical instrument, and the scepter.

When Freja took hold of it, the golden bells began to make a chiming noise. An unexplainable chill passed through her body.

Of the unknown itself, as it is recorded in the manuscript, she wished not to make any comments. I wil totallyl leave it up to the reader to determine whether they wish to believe. However, one thing was evident to the editor. 

Lucas L. Hansen tells the truth as to what his son, the Golden Boy, and he saw and experienced, which she added that she believed.

Indeed, my book reading fans, like Mister Hansen, I incline to the theory that NEVAEH, if I may still call her by that name, although it’s rarely given to her in these pages from the manuscript is alive and well... not dead but ‘changed!’

Freja Jensen

Editor

BeeBop Publishing Group
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Chapter ONE

Twenty Long Years Pass
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It has been twenty some odd years that have gone by since the night of Lucas and Oliver’s vision. The years that passed by have probably been the most awful years ever endured by any man... twenty years of searching and hardship ending in soul-shaking amazement and bewilderment.

My death is near. For some men, it is not a happy time. For me, I am glad, for I wish to pursue the quest into the other realms, as it was promised to me that I would. I want to learn about the beginning and the end of this spiritual drama.

I, Lucas Hansen, have been very, very sick. They carried me, mostly dead than alive, down those mountains to the east, much more dead than alive. I sit here, writing and staring out the window at the mountain peak. I realize that any other man would be dead right now, having taken their last breath. However, Providence herself kept me breathing, at least long enough to finish the manuscript.

I will begin with Oliver’s Vision.

After Oliver and I returned from Peru in 1985, desiring solitude, which we so badly needed to recover from the most shocking experience imaginable, we moved overseas to my old family place left to me by my mother on an island in the Philippines, Palawan Island. We went to the old house near the base of Nagkalit Falls outside a village known as El Nido. This house, unless someone has taken it thinking I was dead, is still my property, and it is there that I travel to die.

If any reader poured his eyes over these sentences and didn’t buy a copy of Nevaeh – The Lost City of Nemea, may ask... What shock?

I’m Lucas Hansen, and my beloved friend, my sidekick, my son in spirit whom I reared since he was five years old was... or, sorry, is Oliver Hansen.

The two of us, along with others who are no longer living, followed an ancient clue and traveled to the Caves of Chivateros in central Peru through stagnant swamps with poison gas and snakes the size of the Empire State Building... well, maybe not quite that large, but damn big.

It was there we discovered the woman we sought, the immortal, NEVAEH. In Oliver, she found her long lost love reborn again, Herodotus, the Grecian priest whom some two thousand years before she killed with a spear thrust into his chest in her wild and jealous rage, executing on him the judgment of an angry goddess.

It was through this most beautiful woman I found the divinity whom I became ill-fated to worship from far away, not with the flesh, for that is all dried up and almost gone from me. The flesh seems to die, or at least it changes. I still remember Queen Nevaeh saying we are never gone, only changed.  The passion of the spirit, that longing for oneness, is undying as itself.

I ask myself, what crime have I committed that this punishment is laid upon me? But the more I give it some thought, I must ask if it is really a punishment? She swore to me that I was her friend and his and would dwell with them eternally... forever and ever. I believe her!

I wonder how many winters did we wander here and there. Still, the messenger came and guided us back to my old home place, to the mountains nearby and the Holy place of the Spirit. I can only hope that it is so.

It must be remembered that in the Caves of Chivateros, we found the immortal exquisite woman. There before the flashing blue colors of light and the vapors of the Vortex of Life, she declared her mystical love.

Then, within only an instant, in our very sight, she disintegrated to doom so horrible that even right now, after everything we have been through, I tremble at its recollection. I still remember her very words that fateful night, “Forget me not. Have pity on my shame. I’m not dying. I will return again and will once more bring my physical beauty as I was before. I swear it! It is true!’

I have no need to rewrite that fateful night and all history associated with it. The wonderful woman I trusted in telling the story, Freja Jensen, with the BeeBop Publishing Group, didn’t let me down. The book has made its way through Asia, Europe, Africa, and other places outside of the States. It has been translated into English, French, and German that I am aware of, too. To this book, I refer the curious.

*****
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IN LUKE’S OLD HOMEPLACE on the shores of Palawan Island in the Philippines, he and his son Oliver spent a year mourning the loss of a woman whose beauty has killed men by looking at her to steal a vision. It was in the seaside village known as El Nido, where they both gathered their strength back. Oliver’s hair that had whitened in the horror of the caves grew again from gray back to golden.

His handsomeness, the looks that gave him the nickname at the University of Texas as Casanova, returned to him, as well.  His facial looks were the same but carried an expression of sadness.

Both Lucas and his son couldn’t get that vision in the cave that night of the blue vortex out of their minds. They were heartbroken and in despair. For the longest time, they sought signs, any signs, and couldn’t find any. The dead remained dead to them, and no answer came to all their crying.

It was a sultry August evening, heat licked at their sunburned faces and coiled around their limbs like a great hot-blooded serpent. Even the ground was hot, sending up a disorientating haze. The grass stood still, and the seagulls were silent.

The men walked along the shore of the lake that flowed out towards the ocean and listened to the endless falling waterfall that fell down the cliffside in a series of mini-waterfalls.

In silence, they walked side by side, watching the lightning flickering from way offshore in the ocean. Oliver groaned a low moan and grabbed Luca’s arm, “I can’t bear it any longer, Father,” he said. “I’m suffering! My desire to see my love, to see Nevaeh, once more absorbs all my thoughts. Without any hope, I am surely going mad, Father. I’m still young and strong and will still live another fifty years. I can’t go on like this, Father. I just can’t keep her out of my mind.”

“I don’t know what to say, son. What is it you can do?”

“I know I can’t go on like this. I must take a road to peace. I shall die tonight, Father, that’s the only answer.”

Lucas stopped and grabbed his son’s arm. With anger, he said, “You are a damn coward!” Luke said. “Do you remember how you helped me continue and told you to keep going back in the caves. You said to put my big boy pants on, right? Well, it’s time you put your big boy’s pants on, son! Can’t you just bear the pain you struggle with? Most men can, although it is not a pleasant experience. But, son, to go and kill yourself? Give me a break!”

“You only say that Father, because you are older and probably stronger than me. I can’t bear it! I will die from this madness!”

By now, Lucas is quite mad. And, we all know how he pulls out all stops on his vocabulary, “It’s a fucking crime! It’s the greatest insult you can make to the Man upstairs who made you. It is terrible to cast back his gift to you like a thing contemptible and despised. Trust me, boy, but it’s a crime which will bring you worse punishment than any you could possibly dream.”

“Sorry, Father, but I must do what I must. I will use a long knife and take my chances. Nevaeh is dead! In death, I shall be near to my love.”

“Oh, for God’s sake, Oliver. For all you really know, Nevaeh may still be alive?”

“You are wrong. If Nevaeh was alive, she would have given me some kind of sign. Enough father. I have made up my mind. Leave me be.”

Luke didn’t listen to his son. “No, I will not let it be. Are you so damn heartless that you would leave me here in this world all alone? You are not only my son, but you are my best and only friend, too. For everything I have done for you for so long, you stand there and drive me to my own death. You kill yourself, and my blood will be on your hands.”

“Whoa, Father, what do you mean your blood will be on my hands?”

“I’m sure that we will not be long parted, and I will do the same thing. If you die, I will most certainly kill myself, too.”

After a moment of thought, Oliver said, “Well then, Father, it won’t be tonight. Let’s you, and I give life another chance.”

Lucas laid in bed that night, still worrying about his son. With Nevaeh’s disappearance, he knew his son wouldn’t last much longer. In his own despair, he threw out his soul, “Nevaeh, please,” he cried, “if you have any power, show that you live and save the one you love from this terrible sin and me from a broken heart. Please, my dear friend, breathe some kind of hope into his spirit.  Without any kind of hope, Oliver will surely die by his own hand. He is so depressed. If he does so, I shall die, too.”

The two men returned home and worn out from such in-depth discussions, fell sound asleep.

*****
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LUCAS LAID IN BED, sound asleep when he was aroused by a voice, excitedly speaking in the darkness. “Father, listen!”

Lucas sat up quickly. Something happened that caused his son to wake him up so quickly and so early. “Let me turn the lamp on, son.”

“No, Father... leave it off. I would rather talk in the dark. I went to sleep and had a vivid dream.”

“There you go again, son. You and your ‘vivid’ dreams.”

“Hush, Father. Listen. I was standing in a chamber with a large flat rock overhead. Not a star could be seen. Great loneliness came over me. Then, suddenly high up in the chambers, possibly miles and miles away, and thought it was a faraway planet in the sky. I watched what I thought was a planet and it got closer and closer. It finally got right above me and was shaped like some flames in a fireplace, except they were blue.

I continued to watch the radiance and saw that inside the vortex was the shape of a woman. The flame collapsed and was only burning from the top of her head.” He paused to catch his breath from breathing so hard.

“Father, it was Nevaeh herself. She looked at me with her loving eyes, her most beautiful face, her beautiful long hair, and she said, “Why did you have doubt, Herodotus?”

“What did you say, son?”

“I tried to talk to her, but my lips were numb... I couldn’t say a word. I tried to walk over and embrace her, but my arms and legs wouldn’t work. She then raised her hand up and beckoned for me to follow her.”

“I’m sorry something prevented you from going, son.”

“But I did go. My spirit left my body. It’s hard to explain. I crossed the space my arms and legs wouldn’t cross, and I crossed over the void, and she and I glided away. We floated quickly and far and paused for me to look down. I saw the Caves of Chivateros... and the lost city of Altinova.”

“What else?”

“We glided over the marshes. I even saw the big Anaconda snake, or actually, another one, bow his back and rise and fall in the swamp. Below me, I saw the ruined City of Nemea. We continued and gave a stop in mid-air, just above the rock head of the Peruvian God. Standing all around near the head were the people of the rocks, the Runasimi. Next to them were our friends who died at sea with us during the terrible storm. Spencer was among them and looked at me with a saddened smile and shook his head back and forth as though he wished he could have finished the journey with us.”

“Oh, Spence. I was -.”

Oliver didn’t let his father finished and continued, “Up we went and crossed the sea where our boat sank, and we barely made it to shore, and then I saw below me sandy deserts, and then again, more oceans. Then, we came to a place of only mountains as far as the eye could see. They were all heavily snow-capped. From my studies in college, I knew by now I was hovering above China somewhere.

Nevaeh suddenly came to a stop, and as I looked down, I saw a large monastery that shot out from one of the mountains. I will know it if I ever see it again. It had a gigantic statue of a head in front, much like the one we saw in Peru. 

The giant head looked far to the west, where there were more mountains across a vast desert. I still remember wondering why my vision was so powerful to see such a long way. These mountains also had snowy peaks on each and everyone.”

“What does it all mean, son?” His eyes had a burning far away look in them.

“I’m not through, Father. We then started gliding high above the earth. We came across more mountains stretched beyond a vast desert. Soon, we passed over one solitary mountain that rose higher than all the rest. It stood twice as high as any other mountain in the mountain range. We gently landed and stood on top of its snowy crest. While standing there, a beam of light shot up out of the center of the mountain and landed on us like we were the center of attraction in a state play on Broadway. We both lifted up and slid down the beam of light. We continued and went across a flat prairie, which I saw many villages and one large city.

In front of us, we got closer and closer to a mountain peak hundreds, if not thousands of feet into the air. Next to us was a crater with fire rising high in the sky from the top. It was obviously an awakened volcano. We continued to stare at the volcano and the shadow of Nevaeh pointed with her hand at the volcano, gave me a gentle and most beautiful smile, and vanished.” He couldn't steady his erratic pulse.

“God, son, keep going. What next?” He took a deep, shuddering breath. 

“I can’t keep going. I woke up. Father, it’s a sign. A sign comes to us!” His voice died away into the darkness.

Lucas remained sitting up brooding over what he just heard. 

“Are you asleep, Father? Speak to me!” There was an inherent strength in his face.

“No,” Lucas answered. Nevermore was he awake. “Give me time to digest all that you have told me.” His heart thumped in accordance with quick, shallow breaths from hearing his son’s dream. He walked over to the open window, drew the blinds up high, and stood to gaze out the window at the first tinge of dawn. “Ahhh, my son, the waking day is our invitation to a new day. What a wonderful gift it is if we dare to see it fully and to love it with all that we are.” His body was still trembling as though with cold. Clearly, he was moved by Oliver’s telling of his dream.

“You talked of a sign,” Lucas said, “but in your sign, I see nothing but an extraordinary dream.”

“There’s a big difference father in a dream and a vision,” he broke in fiercely. “What I had was a vision!” A wan shaft of the morning sun struck his hair. It gleamed like dark gold.

“Okay, son, so you had a vision and not a dream. How can we know what you had was truly a vision and not a dream? Your so-called dream was fashioned in your own mind, caused by your sorrow and your longings for Nevaeh.  Son, you have had these dreams before. You dreamed that the shadow of Nevaeh came to you, but has it ever left your side? You dreamed she led you overseas and deserts and above mysterious snow-capped mountains. You dreamed -.”

“Enough, Father!” Oliver exclaimed. “Tomorrow morning, I will set out on my dream. Tomorrow I start for China. If you choose to come, that’s great, but one way or another, I will begin my journey with you if you come and, if not, without you, Father.”

“This is not like you, son. You speak so roughly to me,” Lucas said. “You forget that I’ve had no dream nor vision. Only a few hours ago you were going insane and determined that the only answer to your problems was suicide. Those thoughts will not be much to hold ourselves up if we are perishing in the snow-capped mountains of China.”

“That’s not what I am -.”

Lucas didn’t let him finish and continued, “Do you suggest that Nevaeh is reincarnated in China and is some Grand Chinese Monarch?”

“Actually, why not?” Oliver asked. “Think back, Father. Do you remember in the Caves of Chivateros where the dead and the living were one and the same? Do you remember Nevaeh’s last words when she swore that she would come again? How can that possibly happen if not by the transmigration of the spirit?”

Lucas didn’t reply immediately to his son. He struggled and was puzzled with his thoughts. Finally, he replied, “Oliver, I have received no sign.”

“No, Father... no sign has come to you. I truly wished it had. Oh, I wish so much that you could be as convinced as I am.”

Oliver walked up and joined his father by the window with their eyes fixed upon the morning sky.

The gulls were being tossed like paper in a storm, flashes of white against the dark gray skies that began to form. Each of the birds struggled against the strong wind off the ocean.

The sea rose as high mountains, anger in the form of water, turbulent and most unforgiving. The smell of rain was dark and heady. Then, for just a moment, everything stopped. Even the wind appeared to be holding its own breath. A streak of hot silver splits the sky... and the downpour began.

Without saying a word, both men scrutinized the storm out at sea. Clouds of great masses hung low over the ocean. One stretched higher and higher like a great mountain. Then, the swirling wind caused its shape to develop a hollow-like crater. Then, strangely, this massive cloud projected another cloud out of the cavity, climbing thousands of feet higher.

Out of almost nowhere, the sun cracked through the clouds and struck upon the column jutting up out of the magnificent cloud and gave it the appearance of a snow-capped mountain.

“Father! Father, look! That’s the same shape as the great mountain that I saw in my vision. There in the crater, it looks like it is shining like that of a great fire!” He paused to catch his breath. His heart pounded in his chest. 

Lucas quickly added, “It would seem, son, that the sign is for both of us!” He continued to stare at the magnificent vision until it vanished as fast as it showed into the heavens. “I will be coming with you son to China.”

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter TWO

Years Quickly Pass By
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Many years passed. As a matter of fact, it has been eighteen years since our two adventurers have traveled from one country to another, from Sri Lanka to India, to Japan and now coming to China. They searched long and hard for that mountain top shaped with a large knob on top which had, as yet, never been found.

When they were in India, they studied the laws and traditions of the Lamas. It was here Oliver and Lucas were sentenced to die by hanging for having searched out a forbidden city. However, as they always do, they made friends with one of the country’s officials who helped them escape.

Both men continued their travels, going in every direction imaginable across the vast country of China. They continued to learn new languages and endured great hardships.

Each place they would visit, they would hear of legends of other sites that sometimes took them two years to find it and, when arriving, found it was a false alarm. Nothing about it gave them any leads to the whereabouts of Nevaeh.

Both men learned from the adventures in Peru that no matter how difficult, they would not end their quest and return to Nagkalit Falls. They had sworn to each other that they would find Nevaeh or die trying.

Oliver and Lucas should have died a hundred times, yet always their lives were saved in the most mysterious ways.

They traveled so far north in China they ended up near Mongolia. In the area was a great lake named Halahu, of which they traveled around the area for six months with still no clue to the whereabouts of the strange mountain top they sought.

To the northwest was a broad mountain range known as the Manu Mountains. One of the ranges that shot out from the central mountain range did not have a name. As a matter of fact, it didn’t even show up on the map. This is where the men almost starved from lack of food.

They were led to this location by a stranger they met not far from Halahu Lake, who gave them rough directions to a monastery tucked deep inside the mountain range.

As they were doing everything possible to stay alive, eating the berries they found still above the snow. A full moon rose for the evening, giving them light to walk. The yak, known only as Oscar, that carried their belongings was as much at his end as our two explorers.

On and on, the men trudged across a vast plateau of powdered snow. The mountain range they were seeking was getting closer and closer, yet the distance was deceiving. It was still a hundred miles away.

Finally, their traveling companion, the wild ox with its long shaggy hair and humped shoulders, stopped in its tracks. The men and their companion, Oscar, all wrapped up under the many blankets on the beast and laid down in the snow for the rest of the morning until daylight.
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