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PROLOGE
What do you want? What do you really want? Are you done with the fear? Or you’ll rather take a few more years of misery. The universe holds many secrets, and none of them shies away from revelation. The question is do you have the guts to handle them? Ah! The things I would have done with my life, if I had been aware of them, if I would have caught a glimpse of them… I wouldn’t be telling you this story today and my life would have turned much more pleasant and very different. However, I have no regrets, maybe a few …is hard to be honest even to ourselves. The truth is that I have many regrets, but none of them proved to be bad enough or dark enough to remain unhealed or unforgiving.
I’ll tell you everything in detail, and is more likely that you will judge me, or them. Nevertheless, wait until you hear me out. I recently noticed that if I hold my impulse to pass any judgment, I could learn a lot from the actions of others.
…where do I start? The beginning is too far back and perhaps to boring as well, so let’s start from the point where everything starts making sense.
CHAPTER ONE
-THE UNDERWORLD-
…The deep sound of the drums is the only thing breaking the silence. The drummer’s concentration is only surpassed, by the perfection of the metric rhythm of the canon he plays, steady and solemn. Everyone feels the hair of their neck stand up when the vibrations of the drum, blends with the austere sound of the flute. The songs evoke emotions, which make the mourning of the massive genocide a tad easier. In the center of the Kiva, the sacred room, two bodies lay next to each other on willow beds. The smaller one of them is Nova, not even sixteen years old and he already carries on his shoulders, the trust and respect of his nation. The other one is Red Dear, His best friend, his confidant and his apprentice.
In the other side of reality, things looked slightly different. After much effort and time, the young shamans obtained license to enter the fields of the underworld. In fact, there is no one to keep you from entering. The difficulties are, in controlling the fear long enough to get out of the body, and make the jump. The closest thing to describe it is death although, you can always return to your body.
“Aren’t the forests of the underworld as beautiful as those we have in the upper world?
“They are!” Reed Deer said.
“Except that everything in here changes shape at will.” Nova said.
“So which lords are the important ones?” Red Deer said.
“This is the home of the spirits! Every one you encounter; make no mistake, is a highly respected deity in their own account in someone else’s land” Nova said.
“But I only see animals”
“They can shift their shape to a human form if they wish to, but most of them, prefer to use the shapes of animals and birds instead”
“Why?”
“Look!” Nova said, pointing to the cutest little duckling that happily played, splashing water in a little pond barely big enough for him.
“Why don’t you ask him?” he said.
Red Deer walked to the lord duck, and prostrating himself in reverence on the floor, he approached the duckling respectfully.
“My lord, why do you prefer a duck shape rather than a human form? Red Deer said.
The duckling got out of the water and slowly walked to him, with that wiggle waggle so cute to look at. The second he was before his face, he pecked his eye obviously insulted, and walked away upset.
“You knew that was going to happen!” Red Deer said angry, wiping the tears from his injured eye. “You are so mean, sometimes!”
“Yes I did! Somehow the question is insulting,” Nova said.
--O--------O--------O--
Nobody knows where he came from, rumor has it that he just showed up! The elders know more but they never talk about it.
A loud scream of pain, precedes the most violent of all the shudders they have experienced. His wide-open eyes show a sight that is empty and lifeless. He makes eye contact with the matriarch and she steps back frightened and hides behind the chief of the tribe. His shaking hands try to get a hold of something only he is able to see.
Nova in the other hand, lays there in a trance so deep; he looks like he is taking a nap. He even manages to smile every now and then; he is one of those people that radiate happiness.
The spirits of the underworld love him, he is full of questions; they don’t like those who never shut up, but they like him because when they respond to his questions; he takes it, breath it, taste it, feel it, plays with it for days and then question them back only, if he didn’t get it. Although, sometimes he realizes they just have been messing with his head, and he laughs amused. He never takes anything ‘as is’ or just because they say so, he is kind and fearless, and that tickles them.
There are other shamans in the tribe, older and more experienced, but not nearly as wise. “How does he know that?” Is the most common reaction by those who seek his advice, he always has an answer for their predicament.
--O--------O--------O--
The scenery was stunning in its grandeur! There are waterfalls and rivers everywhere, and the meadows look always neat. Indeed is the womb of the earth and everything in it makes sure you know, who’s home this is. You can ask anything, but that does not entitle you; or anyone, to give you an answer. They walked, laughed and horse played for a while, and they finally arrived to their destination; the gigantic cave protected by a thick iron gate. They looked around for the gatekeeper, and he was nowhere near. Suddenly, they heard his voice as the gates opened, and he appeared before them.
“Who are you and what are you doing in here?” a dark and deep voice said.
“Ah! Keeper of the gate we are here to see you,” Nova said solemnly, while bowing his face in respect, to the tall and boney figure before him. “We ask your permission to enter the gates; we need your guidance on a task of great importance”
“And what is that of so much importance?” The gatekeeper said inquisitively. “…that requires my guidance nova, and who is this child that accompanies you?”
“Child? I am older than him you know”
“Please forgive his insolence, lord of the gate,” Nova said. “He is my apprentice and if all goes well, you will see more of him in the future”
The lord looked at him from head to toes with reserved judgment.
“My people are dying” Nova said poignant. “…and I need your counsel, we are being killed merciless by people who invaded our lands. They have weapons that we can’t defeat. Our women and children get sick and die of diseases we have never seen! Our medicine is worthless for it, and we need help. Your guidance, could lead me to find a way to restore the peace, we no longer enjoy. Tribe after tribe is defeated; the number of deaths is so big we do not know how to measure it. The visitors have massacred full families and for what we see; they are not going away! We ran away from them and they followed us. At first we thought, they were aloof because they did not trust us, and we moved away far enough to give them space. Our land is big and we have no problem sharing it, but they want more and more and they never seemed to have enough!”
“And what do you expect from me?” The gatekeeper said.
“I don’t know what to do” Nova took a deep breath and his shoulders dropped down in despair “I can change the life of the sick ones, one by one. But the book of life, does not let me change the fate of my nation” he said almost in tears. “…I have tried several times and there is no way! I am the only hope of my people, and I do not see how I can help them”
“Ah! But there is a way! There is always a way! However, is not in our world I am afraid, is in yours! Now go away; the gates can’t be open for you today, come back in another time”
Moreover, with that said the gatekeeper turned around and walked back inside, closing the gates behind him, and leaving the young shamans resentful of his lack of empathy.
--O--------O--------O--
It’s been more than six hours. A growing concern for the well-being of the travelers impregnates the mood of the witnesses. They have waited patiently, trips to the underworld are lengthy, but not this long. The chief’s concern shows all over his face. His eyes are watery but without the fuming stove, they would freeze to death.
The room is well ventilated, but one hundred elders; five from every neighboring tribe, are “one too many” to be comfortably accommodated for such length of time. The drummer looks tired; the flute player has a green undertone in the skin of his face. He has been sucking air the best way he could to follow the canons, but the mix of smoke and little oxygen have already caused him to hyperventilate a few times.
Something is not ok. The spirits of the underworld are kind and friendly, but there are others who live there as well and they will do anything to obtain a human body. The spirits have always been spirits, and humans are the offspring of father sky and mother earth; to obtain a body to walk the face of the planet, is an honor envied by many of the nasty boys trapped in the underworld. Some will do anything to experience a fresh breeze of air on their face, the sun in the sky, the sight of waterfalls, the pleasures of the flesh. Every time a shaman enters their land, they follow him in hopes, he wishes to seat down in a meadow with them and talk about the beauties of his land.
Some Shamans are kind enough to do it; others are very business like and refuse to share their world with them. All Shamans respect them, but they also know about their little mind games. They know they prey on those weak enough to refuse wealth and power, the very same things they already have although, of a much greater kind.
--O--------O--------O--
“What now?” Red Deer asked with impatience.
“I do not know what else we can do. The gates are closed, and there is always a good reason for it. The underworld is home to all the Lords, not just the good ones you know. So let’s go back home and comeback tomorrow again,” he said.
“Psst!”
“What was that?” Red Deer Said looking around.
“Over here!” The voice said “Follow me I can help you!”
The young shamans followed the hasty raccoon, as fast as they could; hoping to be fast enough to keep up with him. Nova knew that if they loose sight of him, he was not going to return looking for them. He went up some hills and down some cliffs that seemed to be bottom less.
“Are we there yet? We have been following him for a very long time,” Red Deer asked in concern.
“I do not know Red-D!” he said mortified. “But we do not have any other choice. If he said he can help he really does, the Lords can’t lie, they can persuade you; confuse your mind to match their desires, but they can’t lie” Path after Path, the travelers followed the dark silhouette. The further up they went, the stronger the sensation of inexistence prevailed.
“I am not ok nova, my whole body is aching and I am very frightened”
“Me too”
“What! You are frightened. …I want to go home now!”
“Wait! You have to calm down its only fear. Let’s follow him until we can’t deal with it. If it gets worst, then we turn around and go back home, I promise you that”
“Here it is!” The raccoon said stopping abruptly, in front of a wall that pulsated light.
“Is this the home of the rainbow?” Red Deer said fascinated by the shades of color lights, emanating from within the screen.
The colors blended with each other playfully, changing the color of the wall before them. The raccoon then transformed into a human form, and opened the garment from his chest. The beam of gold and silver light emanating from it dissolved the wall; releasing a fleet of golden bees, flying among the loud and vibrating waves of light coming from it.
“I hate bees!” Red Deer said, falling face down on the floor shaking.
“They are bumblebees!” Nova said looking at one, which stopped in his index finger.
“This is what you been looking for! I am the time Whisperer,” he said exhilarated. “This is the way to the unknown and the unwritten,” he said mischievously.
The news produced happiness to the younger visitors, who forgot all their fears with the hearsay.
“How can I change the fate of my people?” Nova said
“I do not know” was his dry response. The expression of their faces changed from excitement to confusion.
“I do not understand my lord, what you mean?” Nova said.
“Among the legends of our world” The whisperer said thrilled “There are a few, which speak of great things happening in the depths of this portal, many have gone inside for help!”
The excitement of the kids could not be greater, they hugged and kissed each other in complicity, they have found what they were looking for.
“Tell me more my lord! Can you give me guidance to its mysteries?” Nova said.
“I can tell you what I know” He smiled mischievously and said excited “Thousands have gone in” then he mumbled “…and thousands have not made it back” The inquiring sight of the teens demanded more information. The whisperer cleared his throat.
“Hmm…just a few have made it back?” he said charmingly.
The inquisitive sight of the teens let him guessed what they wanted and this dragged the words out of his lips.
“Ah! Ok, ok …just three have made it back!”
He said quietly and un-preoccupied to minimize the impact. “But it was glorious!” he said euphoric “We still talk about it”
“Only three?” Red Deer said hyperventilating a little “I do not know about that Nova, we can’t run such a risk, we have much to do with our people, and we can’t afford to get lost in there”
“What happened to those who never returned my lord?”
“Nobody knows” He responded “But the first two, that the legends talk about, lived long time a go; one was the spirit of all man, and the other one was the spirit of all woman” He scratched his head. “Very little is known about them, or what ever happened to them after their returned to their land. We know they came from the upper world, your world! In addition, that they wanted different things. The spirit of woman wanted to change her bearing of children, and the spirit of man did not see why? …See; before she went into the gates of this portal, she gave birth to one child every week! Poor thing, but the spirit of man did not want that to change, he liked it that way!”
“Why was that?” Red Deer said interested.
“Your people are strange little one, they usually find their blessings when they don’t have them anymore,” he said.
The lord looked around, for a clear place on the dirt floor to sit down. Red Deer and Nova followed him and sat across each other, anxious to hear the end of the story.
“The spirit of man did not see why she wanted to stop having his offspring. The land was extensive and they all had food, water and each other’s companionship. However, she wanted more time to take care of his children, and travel around to see other lands. After all, she was the only daughter of the earth and she wanted to see her possessions!” He remarked with importance, waving his index finger on the air. “But that was not all, she was afraid that if that did not change, very soon there will be so many of them, that they all would forget they were brothers and sisters” he said with understanding “The more children around, the less time to sit down with each one of them, and educate them!”
“So was she able to change that?” Nova said.
“Yes she did!” The Whisperer said.
“She didn’t know it was too late! The legend says that she went inside this cave followed by her mate, and she found the father of all creation. He heard her concerns and granted her wish. From that moment on, she was to have only one child every nine full moons; but they would not be theirs, but his children instead, the offspring of god! And they will come to live with him, but she did not like this idea! She said it was unfair to her and her mate, so they made an agreement. God was to bring home only those who discovered their divine origin. He took a very small seed and blessed one side of it, he gave it to her and she blessed the other side on behalf of the earth. Then he broke it off in two parts, and place one side in her womb, and the other side in her mate’s groin. “Go now and fusion both sides of the seed” Creator said “Some will be male spirits, some will be female spirits, and some will be two spirits.”
“I thought that spirits did not have a gender my lord?” Nova said.
“And you are right… they don’t!”
“I don’t understand my lord,” Red Deer said.
“In time you will!” he said with a smile of complicity. “Those, my little visitors, are your ancestors”
“But wait!” Nova said “Isn’t unfair for the one spirits, that some are two spirits?” Nova said.
“Not at all! Neither one of them have an advantage on each other, but I will tell you a secret …The two sprits are a hint!” he said looking around making sure no other lord was around listening “Integration”, he muttered.
“You mean we have to become two spirits?” Red Deer said.
“No! You can’t become two spirits nor can they become one spirit,” Said the whisperer laughing “But I will tell you more! Nor male or female can cross the gates of his dwelling. To get inside, you have to be divine! And you might fall and stumble a few times; and a few lives, but one by one everyone finds their way in”
“How do you do that? How do you become divine?” Nova said.
“Aren’t you listening child! You already are …Just wrap your mind around it …Ironic ah?”
Those were his last words before vanishing on thin air. Nova and Red Deer were not finished with the questioning. Nevertheless, he was nowhere near. The gates of the Portal remained open, with no gatekeeper around, now It was up to them, if they wanted to enter or not. They made a few failed attempts, and every time they retracted. The waves of light pierced their bodies, and made it difficult to move forward.
“The light makes me feel like I want to pee” Red Deer said.
“I know! I am here too you know, just keep walking, and keep your mind above the sensation” he said leading Red Deer.
“I have never seen anything like this” Nova said “…Is so bright, I can’t really see where I am going!”
“Look nova! If you touch the walls, they vibrate even more, and make your finger tingle really bad! Hmmm …Nova?”
“Yes?” Nova said annoyed.
“Hmmm …I just peed” Red Deer said.
The texture of the walls looked hard but was soft, and as they were touched; a grid of light strings would come up, making geometrical designs; alike those they used, to adorn their textiles and pottery. The merging and unmerging of the geometrical shapes, made the walls look like they were breathing, in and out. They radiated in every color: Squares, circles and triangles in and out of each other, in a myriad of possible combinations.
“Wow”
Was all that could come out of their mouths; their wide-open eyes became a vacuum that sucked every beat of light and every bit of visual data. Red Deer, even rubbed his eyes a few times, he forgot that in fact, he was not using them at all.
As they got deeper inside, the light became brighter and brighter. Out of nowhere a fragile shape of purple light, came to greet them. This wasn’t as any other cave Nova, had ever been. Everything before this was somewhat familiar a reminiscence of his world, but this was completely new.
Unlike the other gatekeepers, she did not use her mouth or sound to communicate at all. They could hear the feminine voice, right in the middle of their mind, and she came into existence and vanished repeatedly, in the same tiny spot. Her voice was sweet, sharp and clear. She could hear their thoughts as clearly as well, and she responded to them as promptly, as they were born. Seeing her was a different story! She would turn white every now and then, and they could only see her when she turned magenta, or any other color. Sometimes she was here and sometimes she was there, in random spots and sometimes, in more than one spot at the same time.
“What are you doing here?” she said amused.
“We are here to see the great creator,” Nova said.
“And who is this great creator you talk about?
“And what makes you think she dwells here?”
“Is not a she is a he!” Red Deer correct her courteously.
“Ah… I see” She broke in giggles. “You have been misinformed I am afraid, there is no great creator, and if there is? He certainly doesn’t live here” she said.
“But we have heard stories of him, he must be real! He has to be real!” Nova said.
Nova’s thoughts switched from Hope to despair. The entity entered his mind and learned of his predicament. Nova knew she was doing it, and his knees gave in for a minute. He thought he was going to fall when unexpectedly, millions of speaking thoughts plugged into his mind, becoming a collective. The light deemed and gradually became darker. At first, he could hear them clearly, but as the voices piled up, the chatter became impossible to understand.
--O--------O--------O--
Back in the Kiva, Suddenly the bodies of the young ones switched from peaceful rest to violent trembling. The shaking developed such might, that the elders piled around them, to pin them down gently to the willow beds. Their breathing had gotten faster and faster, they slapped their face gently and nothing; they couldn’t get them off their trance.
--O--------O--------O--
Nova suddenly disappeared in darkness, all light was gone and he felt like his head was going to explode. His thoughts switched endlessly, from right to left in circles, he thought he was going mad. He felt happiness and then great rage, sadness and then great joy. His emotions became intense and stronger, and in a moment of peace, light came up again. He was holding a baby bunny in his hands and he was happy. Patting the bunny and watching him twitch his little nose was a joy. He laughed and laughed. The laugher turned into a level of hate he had never experienced and he screamed in wrath, squeezing the bunny to death, dismembering it in pieces with his bare hands.
He saw what he did, and remembered the twitching of the bunny’s nose. He felt remorseful and devastated. He never felt like that before and he cried.
Why are you crying? Every animal you have ever killed, and eaten was a baby at some point as well.
“Who said that?” He asked paranoid, but silence was his answer.
The crying became anguish, the anguish became hopelessness, and hopelessness became fear. A fear so deep and strong, he asked the great creator to give him dead. His heart was wrenched with sadness.
--O--------O--------O--
Back in the Kiva, suddenly and unexpectedly, their breathing got heavy and difficult. What followed left everyone speechless. The elders looked at each other in incredulity and others give in to despair. There was nothing else to do…
--O--------O--------O--
The light came up again. He was floating into nothingness. In two places at the same time, but the second he acknowledge it, he became one unit again. He looked around for Red Deer and found him. He did not make it. He couldn’t control his emotions as he once could, and cried as he never had cried before. His tears were emanating from a place in his heart, he did not know existed. His friend’s body floated motionless and his face looked terrified.
He tried to touch him, but his intention failed when he exploded into thousands of light sparks. His sadness turned into joy, he knew he was going to see him again.
“Life does not have any secrets!” He thought laughing joyful.
“How couldn’t I see it before, is so clear!”
He understood every word of the sages, his heart was never to feel affliction again. He was so lost in his joy; he did not notice that the one he was looking for watched him in delight. If someone deserved such joy, was that brave soul who had risked it all, for the sake of his people.
“So unnecessary” creator thought “…Martyrdom is the secret vice of these children. The worst they feel, the better they like each other. Nothing has value to them when is too easy to get …what a waste of time, and resources!” He thought, watching him bathe in the light of his pure joyful thoughts, as he created him to exist.
“He is close, not quiet there yet, but he will have his wish!” Creator said and with that, he vanished.
When I arrived, I remembered my plan! I remembered that I begged and begged to get a human body until I got one, and I can see now, how they do the best to supply demand you know. But we kill each other faster that we given birth to! So is hard to catch up! I remembered how many times, I have been there as well.
“Look” I said to the others “Down there we can have so much fun” …and we could! Until we get there and everyone around us makes sure we don’t have fun at all! Don’t do this! Don’t do that! And all of it because 'we love you' and is not a lie though, but as soon as we get here; in earth, we forget who we are and why we came here to begin with! We are not even sure where we came from. And we are loved by our peers, the best way they know how; is better than nothing but utterly sad.
Is always the same story, we plan all the fun way ahead of time! And we go so sure we will be ‘The One’ to inspire them all to live life to the fullest; as we are meant to do so, and we all end up trapped with everyone else …so not in the original plan!
The second we are born, we use our little feet, legs and smiles to make them happy, and it works for a while. Next thing you know, they are telling you how to think, what to say, what to dream, what to feel and the worst …when to potty! They want us to shit on schedule! But you know, regardless; they love us. More than one loves us. Anyways, let me go on with the story, and I promise you, I will do my best to keep focused.
Nova did not know how long he floated in there. He was so happy; he forgot why he was there. Better yet, he knew that everything was the way it had to be. Two doors appeared before him, he knew what was behind each of them. He thought about it for a few seconds; it was all up to him, and he made a choice with a grin on his face.
The second he made a choice, a vacuum swallowed his entire being. The walls around him became lands, and terrains he could not recognize. He saw great waves, some made of mist, some made of sound, and some made of fire.
His skin changed color, becoming as dark as the night itself. He could smell the ocean, and he smiled satisfied. Suddenly the sharp pain of a whip interrupted his joy. He looked up; he saw the arrogant smile of his oppressor. He was enraged, but he swallowed his anger. He did not know how or why he knew, it was a bad idea to do anything about it. He bowed his head in obedience, and saw his blood running down his arms.
His skin changed again to a brownish color, and he found himself running along other man; that looked just like him, gun in hand shooting and shouting: "Viva Mexico Cabrones!" And he felt joyful and powerful, riding on his white horse.
Then everything faded again, and he felt so much sadness. His heart was broken, and his mind was troubled. He was inside a box, packed in so tightly with others, breathing was almost impossible. His heart wrenched, when the child next to him looked for his hand, and whispered, “I am scared” He held his little hand, and hugged him. “No need to, everything will be just fine” the child smiled back, and he knew he had trusted him. He didn’t know why or how, he knew he was lying. Then, the smell of gases asphyxiating to all alerted him. He knew what was next but he never let go of the child who died in his arms grabbing the star of his jacket.
Everything changed again, and he felt very small, floating in water. He looked at his tiny, transparent hand, and he felt safe and happy “I am in the womb of my mother” he smiled relaxed,
And he fell asleep. A sharp pain woke him up exalted, he felt his limbs, cut off the root in excruciating pain “WHY?” He meant to scream! But he did not how or why, he knew that it was best to stay still, and let it happen. He was too small to defend himself, and he did not have a voice.
Things changed again, and he was in a beach, surrounded by people he didn’t know. There was drinking and dancing, and he saw his hands covered by hair, as gold as the sun itself. Then complete darkness, pure nothingness as big as the universe.
All light came back, and he was floating above a crowd of people, they ran around alarmed and restless. He spotted a woman, crying over the motionless body, of a young teenager.
He couldn’t understand their language and he did not know why his heart was with her in her misery. The young one was her son, and he was not alive anymore.
Suddenly and without warning, a crash so violent made his ears ring; his chest felt such pressure he thought a horse sat on his chest. He opened his blinded eyes for a few seconds. His vision was blurry and he could not distinguish anything. But he was not afraid although, he thought his heart was about to jump out of his chest. He opened his eyes again and blinked a few more times to regain vision clarity, he did shortly; but a light shone in his eyes and he lost it again. He tried to close them, but someone was forcing them open. The light went off again, and the shocked face of a woman appeared before him.
“This is Impossible!” The doctor said.
“I told you he was moving!” Her petrified assistant said.
“He has been dead for more than ten minutes! I checked his vitals myself, and I am telling you, he was dead!”
“Should I call his family then?”
“Not yet, let me see if he is ok?” she said turning again, to the young teenager “You are a resilient son of a bitch you know that! Your blood had 0.5mg of morphine per liter, only an idiot, takes 80mg of heroine for his first time Greg!”
He silently looked at her, not understanding any words she had said.
“He is not responding” The assistant Said.
“There might be some brain damage, but never the less he is alive and his vitals are fine, call his parents!” she looked at him again full of love and compassion “Welcome back to the 60’s kiddo” she said caressing his face
CHAPTER TWO
-ALPHA WOMAN, SACRED MASCULINE-
The glossy polish of her new BMW is not the only bright and shiny thing about this woman. When you look at her, you would probably guess she is an affluent socialite, a fashion designer or maybe, the wife of a very powerful man and you would be wrong. Her abundant head of hair is like those you see in the models promoting shampoo, or hair color in TV commercials, her name is Hope.
The tips of her lengthy waves of hair, are curled up and uneven, according to Vogue; and half a dozen more European fashion magazines, this is the Must have of the season.
Most women agree that when it comes to the eyebrows, one is always higher than the other one. “They are sisters not twins!” But not hers, hers are exactly alike black and full as the wings of a raven.
Her skin tone is a delicious and warm cinnamon undertone and perfectly even, from the edge of her forehead to the edge of her toenails, is the same beautiful shade. The contrast, with the baby blue oceans of her pupils; framed by thick layers of mascara, give her a striking good looks. When you look at her, your first thought would be “She has to be Italian” and you would be wrong again. She looks tall but in fact, she is overall fragile and maybe even tiny. But the way she carries herself, with such majesty and pose, makes you think of her otherwise. She is one of those creatures born to get man in trouble by mere merit of existing. Not because she wants to, in fact she can care less who is watching her or why. The truth is that no matter what age you are or what gender for that matter. You can’t help it to turn your head to appreciate her firm, full and perky bosoms, her curvaceous figure and her feminine demeanor.
Man and woman feel a warm wave of heat all over their body when she is around, although the heat is of a different kind for each gender. to woman though, she is just deliciously hateable.
--O--------O--------O--
There is something about ‘This’ man that everyone finds appealing. Among the Mexican sayings, one reads: “No soy monedita de oro, pa’ caerle bien a todos!” I’m not a gold coin to be wanted by all. But when it comes to this man, they are wrong. Greg is like a gold coin, everyone loves him! He is a retired Cryptographer -a young one. And a Shaman aficionado. He is in his late fifties and he is convinced his life is just starting. He is a widower, his only regret was not to have spend as much as time as he wanted with his wife, when she was alive. He has a son; a Doctor that he adores, and a grandson who is the apple of his eye. His days since retirement are simple. The long hours and days, analyzing document after document for the military, are long gone. Now he spends his time between volunteering for local hospice care facilities and hospitals.
He loves spending his time with those old souls, not visited by their loved ones. He never judges anyone; he knows that life can get hectic and time can get very limited. So he pays them a visit to remind them, that their loved ones care, they just have their own life as well.
He loves visiting the AIDS care facilities in the hospital and those who struggle with their life day and night always cherish his presence. He knows things about the disease that even doctors don’t, but his son has warned him that if he ever says something, he will loose his access to the patients and he will not risk on that. He knows his beloved friends-patients, look forward to see him every other day, his presence cheers them up and that is much more important. But he has slid little anonymous notes to their friends that read: “Dr. Roberto A. Giraldo, AIDS-HIV specialist, Google it!”
--O--------O--------O--
The door attendant, salivated the second he saw Hope coming out of her car, and as usual, he was “Hands ready” to help. Everyone catered to her every need, from changing a tire to stopping a taxicab or taking her trash out, someone somewhere is taking care of her.
Especially Men: Those testosterone filled creatures, known for their extreme helpful nature, if you are lucky to awaken their crotch that is. They love to look at her and they are surprised to find out that indeed, she is like a Pandora’s Box, Easy to figure out but not predictable. She is bold and upfront, but she also exudes sensuality, kindness and understanding. Any way you look at her, she is the total package!
Those who know her well enough can assure you, and we can attest that in fact! …Let’s just said that, those who go for substance are safe and those fools that fall for it, they deserve all the hell!
A couple of replicas of her, were coming out of the lobby in a rush, walking with that air models move on a catwalk; phone glued to their ear “Is not rude, is multitasking!” ...talking to each other at the same time. They are pals and confidants -The topic …you ask? Overcoming adversity!
“…It was brutal! The worst thing I have ever been through in my life! So here I am …getting dressed. Then it happens! My biggest fear coming alive …the rust shade of my shoes, did not match the rust shade of my purse! Total disaster and to make matters even worse, just hours before the party!”
“Oh my god! What did you do? That is horrendous!”
“…As soon as I noticed it, I calmed myself down, and imagined a white light filling my entire body. I took a deep breath and I said to myself -Nina! Get a hold of yourself, Believe that nobody will noticed”
“Oh my god you are so brave!”
However, everybody did notice it; they just did not mention it to her! They kept on talking incessantly, and stopped when they saw Hope coming their way. Their jaws dropped down and they did little jumps, screams and hugs. In the typical fashion of their gender, they exchanged sweet nothings, they got touchy-touchy and baby talked each other’s ears off.
“Honey, you look stunning! You so not look your age!” They praised her loudly, signaling her to turn around.
Hope returned the compliment to both, as it was expected, and they struts their happy; precious tails out of each other’s way. It was always the same routine, day after day.
They were her neighbors, she knew them for years and well enough to know that what they really meant to say was “Honey why you don’t just drop dead” but that would be rude and heartless. Where is your education? You never say what you think, unless the criticized party is not present; then you can speak freely and in great detail. After all, this is Washington! People here have grown accustomed to think one thing and say another one. Matching both will never work! Not for nothing is the ‘Hollywood’ of the political game but for as fake as it might look, if you are careful with your words, cautious with your social endeavors and you pay your whores in cash! You will enjoy putting up with the Salahis.
She is actually highly successful, and among her many awards include, the excellence in public education by the SAA: Society for American Archeology, the first one ever given to a Native American. But her list of awards is extensive and doesn’t end there. She is also an expert in Uto-Aztecan languages, and she holds a M.A. PhD. in American Indian Studies, from the University of Arizona.
What else is there to say? She represents the dream chased by thousands of graduates around the world. Indeed, she is the icon of modernization.
The valet parking attendant took her keys with one hand and rubbed his crutch with the other one. She noticed, but she ignored it as usual and walked to the elevator. She looked around the modern décor of the lobby for the zillion time and took a deep breath “I love this place” Since the year she had bought her penthouse in that building, it was her every day ritual.
--O--------O--------O--
Greg got home all sweaty and in desperate need of a shower. The weather in California can be brutal sometimes, but the shining sun and the beaches near by make it a real paradise. He has been running all day; helping his elder neighbors mow their yard and he is exhausted.
He lives alone with one dog, one cat, one gerbil, one gold fish and an old Parrot; whose operatic abilities, will put to shame Florence Foster Jenkins.
After the death of his wife, his son wanted him to move in with him, but it did not feel right to him. He made a good choice following his gut feeling! No long after, his wife abandoned the Doctor and a few months later, his grandson moved in with him due to irreconcilable differences with his father.
He did not get involved in their disputes, both were his kids and he loved them just as they were. He lives by the motto: “Fighting is the seed of reconciliation, reconciliation is the seed of peace, and peace is the seed of harmony …let them fight until they can’t anymore and have no other choice but to love one another” He was right, in due time they arranged their differences and became inseparable. The Doctor moved to South America and his grandson moved to San Francisco. But each other’s cell phones ring mornings, mid days, and nights just to say hello and catch up with the day. He is a very happy man; no luxury is needed or wanted. He has a life he loves, but he misses his old work every now and then.
Earlier today, he found a little girl crying on a park bench and her mother tried to calm her down with no avail. Her crying was such that he had to ask what had happened.
“She is very sad because the world is going to end” her mother said afflicted.
“Oh my goodness…!” Greg said getting on one knee in front of the little girl. “Well, I’ll be darn, I am glad you are telling me because I didn’t know” he said cleaning her tears with his handkerchief.
“We all are gonna die and I don’t want to” The little girl said very afflicted “I don’t want Conchita to die” she said crying and pouting.
“Ok hmmm, who is Conchita?” Greg Asked.
“Conchita is her turtle,” Her mother said.
“Ah! I see …why do you think we are going to die?”
“My friend told me at school, she said that we all are going to die on 2012”
“…really?” he said surprised “I think you friend is wrong”
“Ever since that movie came out, all the kids at her school are frightened,” Her mother said.
“Well, you know movies aren’t real right?” he said sweetly.
“It’s not the movie…? It’s the Mayans”
“…the Mayans?” he said laughing, “My goodness, I see you DO go to school! Well I promise you something, the world is not going to end, and you and Conchita will be just fine”
“…you promise?” she said smiling
“I promise!” he said.
The mother of the little girl gave him a handshake, the little girl gave him a hug and a kiss on the cheek, and they left. But he could not get that out of his mind, the little girl was shivering and deeply disturbed. He was well aware of the Mayan prophecies, although not in depth. He just had heard about them, and back then, he had so much work that analyzing ancient writings, did not sound like a good hobby after work. Now it was different, he had all the time in the world and he was an expert in his field, it sounded very appealing to look in to that.
--O--------O--------O--
The luxury that surrounds Hope is not typical either of those, who share her professional interests. The scientists don’t care about this sort of thing. They are to smart to waste, their precious neuronal activity, on such simple and retarded things like shopping, work out, or looking presentable! That is for mere mortals. There is no time for that; they have to discover new theories, they have to work day and night to get those honors and awards and you can't take a breather! “You think you know stress? You do not know shit about stress!” This echo resonates every day, at the prestigious University where she works.
But she loves her job; or she thinks she does and those that share her world with her. She doesn’t know, her peers and associates secretly mock her as the Native American Barbie. If things were politically, correct, ironically! She would be a true all American girl and If she knew about the nickname, she will be far from insulted.
She opened the door, to find her cat, licking herself.
“Nah ah! Not in the sofa!” She rushed to her.
The feline ignored her bluntly, and continued to clean herself on the cherry wood framed; lamé upholstered masterpiece. The cat did not seem to care, for her displays of affection either, and walked away ignoring her.
At the bar, the light of the answer machine blinked on and off. She walked to it looking at her watch, and changed her mind half way there, walking to her bedroom instead. She opened her closet doors, and quickly browsed through the vast selection of dresses, neatly organized by color. “Oh Yeah!” She purred, when she found her little black dress, which favored her figure so much. She decided it to pair it, with five thousand dollars python pumps -those with the exclusive red soles, and a few thousands worth of pure, solid, envy called Tiffany.
She got undressed, and watched her body, in the long mirrored doors of her closet. She sighted her figure, from every angle, she could get a hold of, and as always; she spoke to her body, in her usual disdain. “God I hate my hips”
She took off the hair extensions, the color contact lenses, the padded bra, and jumped in the shower. Life was definitely good around there. She finished her shower and looked at the document on her purse again. “He is crazy!” she said emotional “I am way too young for that!” She placed the document back in her purse and the reconstruction started all over again.
CHAPTER THREE
-THIRD TIME’S A CHARM-
“Ugh, I hate parties at The White House” She thought as she applied her make up, a noise coming out of her kitchen interrupted her liquid eye liner application. She stopped for a moment in complete silence to make sure everything was alright. She called for her pet and the fat ball of hair graciously jumped in her lap, she petted her for a few seconds and put her down on the floor. “Everything is fine” She thought and discard her concerns.
She took her eye shadow’s brush and did the first stroke of thick black smut on her right eye; suddenly there was the strange sound again loud and clear. She grabbed her gun at a lighting speed from her chest of drawers and made sure it was loaded. She slide off her chair and with feline grace, her feet sneaked through the corridor that led to her living room. All her senses were up in alert and she could have heard the drop of a needle.
Her finger was ready to pull the trigger at any unfamiliar movement, her heart was pounding really fast and she could feel the blood rushing through her veins. She opened the first door on the right and slowly aimed the gun to the center, “Nothing” She gulped copiously. Her breath accelerated completely out of her control, she turned on the lights of her studio and quickly scanned every corner.
She held her breath unconsciously; she was in panic and she could clearly hear the breathing of her visitor, indeed, she was not alone. She moved door-to-door, certain that she would pull the trigger if need it. She did not know what it was. The weight of the gun or the fear, what made her hands tremble? She was sweating profusely and there was only one room left to go to. She stepped over her cat’s tail and the feline meowed so loud and jumped so high that a squeal came out of her mouth as she dropped the gun on the floor.
“Fuck fuck!” She groaned petrified.
She looked around for the weapon and she could not see anything else but her heavy sofa “Is underneath!” She thought and dropped herself on the floor. The tips of her fingers almost touched the cold metal. She felt her heart pounding. She was terrified and as she grabbed the weapon again; her uninvited guest pounced over her fragile frame, but she managed to twist her body so see the face of her oppressor…
--O--------O--------O--
The public library was full of students and Greg patiently waited in line, when a young teenager with the thickest glasses he has ever seen, bumped into him.
“…oops!” he said smiling “Sorry sr. I did not see you”
“No worries that woke me up” Greg said.
“Are you preparing for your finals too?”
“No my man, I am too old for that!”
“Rubbish! My grand mother went back to school; she wants to be a lawyer”
“…really? Good for her”
“Yeah, I just hope she does not die, before she gets her degree. She will be so mad! … My name is James” he said extending his hand “My friends call me Geeko …for obvious reasons”, He laughed.
“Nice to meet you James, Greg here” he said shaking his hand.
“So why are you here then?”
“Well…” he paused for a minute and smiled “I am looking into that 2012 thing with the Mayas” Greg said expecting the teen to laugh “Weird ah?”
“No really! Is not only the Mayas; the Hindis, the Buddhist, the Aztecs, the Greeks… everyone has a reference to the 2012, even the bible! …Revelations and the apocalypse mostly…”
“How do you know all this?”
“I started researching a few years a go and I am convinced …we all gonna die!” he said hopeless.
“Come with me!” Greg said walking out of the library, followed by his new friend.
“Where are we going?”
“There is a coffee and a sandwich with your name on it”
“Sweet!”
They walked for a few blocks under the shiny sunlight, and walked inside a premier coffee shop.
“There!” Greg said pointing to a couple who was barely finishing their coffee and standing up from their chairs.
“Dude! Talking about being in the right place at the right time, it takes forever to get a table here”
Greg placed and waited for their order and came back to the table, with the collegiate breakfast.
“So …What do you know about this 2012 thing?”
--O--------O--------O--
Back at Hope’s apartment, things were flying over the air, hitting things everywhere.
“I fucking hate you so much right now!” She barked furiously when she recognized her attacker. “You scared me to death!, just go away” she said standing up “Your face is the last thing I want to see around here at this moment” She screamed her lungs out to the tall and well dressed gentleman that unsuccessfully attempted to calm her down.
“Hope, you got to calm down and listen!” he said.
“Get the fuck out of my face please, seriously” She paused. “…before I grab the fucking gun and shoot you for real! What made you think that sneaking inside my apartment was a good idea, is my fucking apartment goddamn it?” she snorted angry.
“It was a surprise Hope, I did not meant to scare you”
He said as he tried to grab her affectionately to no avail, she wanted none of it and she kept slapping and hitting his chest and every part of his body that got in the way, she was beyond anger and he knew better to stay away.
“Don’t touch me Adriano!” she said again ripping to tears, he hugged and she kept on fighting his attempts for peace. Finally, after a few minutes, she took his affections.
“You live in the safest building in Washington for god sakes! There is no way to get in this fortress, I have a key of your apartment and after this many years, the concierge still asks for my identification before letting me get in the elevator”
“That is true” she cleaned her tears “I wonder why he does not like you? Just wait until I tell him about this” She joked.
“Ok, you might as well brake up with me, because he will never let me be as near as the parking lot of this place. He looks at me like he wants to kill me; no amount of kindness from me has ever worked to tame that asshole!”
“He is vicious… isn’t he?” She laughed as she served herself a few shoots of tequila one after another.
“Wow, wow! Easy cat! You are going to get drunk with that!” He took the bottle and placed it back in the bar.
“Just shut a fuck up! My heart is coming out of my chest; this might help it go back inside, what you are doing in here anyways?” she said
“What are YOU doing in here? He responded, “Don’t you supposed to be at the white house with your boss?”
“I was getting ready for that!”
“I am sorry for the 20th time!” he said
“I’ll be leaving to Switzerland tomorrow, I thought that maybe we could spend the night together, I meant to surprise you with flowers and champagne, but when I saw you with that gun in your hand ready to shoot; the surprise was for me! And what’s up with that raccoon eye? And the crazy hair that did not helped either, you looked psychotic!” He laughed and his voice turned sweeter, as he walked to her embrace.
“There is something I want to ask you, I know how you feel about it, so I did not want to put you or me in an uncomfortable situation… again… in a public place so”
“Here we go again!” She thought and let go of his embrace. There was that knot in her stomach again.
“Listen, is not the right moment” She moved her hands nervously trying to select her words carefully “Hmm… you are going to Switzerland for a very long time and getting engaged at this moment is not fair to either one of us”
“Let’s Skip the engagement then!”
“No, no, no! Are you crazy! How about a quick trip to Las Vegas and we get married in a drive thru?”
“Sounds like a good idea …You can get started with the wedding plans. I comeback in three months; we get married, you pack your things and we take a plane back home! Is quite easy,” Adriano Said.
“That is crazy! It takes months to plan a wedding and I have a full agenda already” She looked at him fondly “Let’s give time some time and we talk about this again in the future”
He nodded in disappointment and walked to the door. She expected him to look back and smilingly wave as he usually did. But this time he closed the door behind him; upset. This was the third rejection over the course of their five years relationship.
“Ugh! Why this has to be so complicated and so annoying!”
She made herself another drink and picked up her cell phone
“Hey, it’s me! Can we talk?”
--O--------O--------O--
“…No, no, it wasn’t like that!” Geeko said excited “The Cumaean Sybil of Rome was like everyone’s counselor, her function was not only as a prophet. Legend says that she went to see King Tarquinius to his palace and she asked for three hundred pieces of gold in exchange for nine books. The king was speechless: “What is it in those books?” he said, “The destiny of the world” was her reply “The price is too high! Even for a king” he said mocking her. She left the palace and returned some time later “What do you want?” Tarquinius said, “I am here to sell you six books for three hundred pieces of gold” she said “Go away!” She went back to Cumae in Naples and then she came back one more time “I am here to sell you three books for three hundred pieces of gold!” she said, “What did you do with the other ones?” He asked “I burned them!” was her response” He bought them and after reading them, he begged her to rewrite the ones she had burned and she sent him to hit the road.
“And what was in those books?” Greg said.
“A lot of stuff that made the King shit his pants!” he said laughing, “For starters… the invasion of Italy by Hannibal, seven hundred years before it happened. The rise of an Emperor named Constantine! And she announced the birth of a Child that was going to bring with him the birth of the golden age …his name was Jesus of Nazareth”
“Did she know his name as well?” Greg said.
“No! As a matter in fact she just said a child, but you are right, how comes she knew the name of Constantine but she did not knew the name of Jesus? I never thought of that …either way it earned her a place in the Sistine Chapel”
“So how is she relevant to the 2012?”
“Well there are several reasons, for starters there are those who believe that aliens are going to rescue us in the midst of it all, and back then …there was a lot of shit going on in Rome. For ones, a six month child screamed “victory!” and they were scared of “Phantoms that flew the sky’s” which I am pretty sure they refer to ufo’s but that is another shit altogether, and all that is in her writings. She calculated the world’s destiny, into nine generations of eight hundred years each. She said -The earth shall be possessed by a great earth shake that will throw cities into the ocean, fire will burn in the sky, there shall be war, and fire shall flash from the heavens.
Sick isn’t it!” Geeko said excited “The last generation, started in the year 2000-01, With September’s eleven terrorist attacks and the Tsunami on December 26, 2004 although, the Ocean went, into the cities instead ” Geeko said to a puzzled Greg.
CHAPTER FOUR
-ISSUES, ISSUES?-
The restaurant was desolated, Hope and Alicia have been staring at each other for a while without saying a word and the mood was a mix of compassion, friendliness and a healthy doze of misery. Alicia; an African American/Latin mix was the only good friend Hope had cared to keep over the years. She was her soul mate and her sure support in her times of need. Since their schooldays in the University of Arizona, more than friends they have become each other’s family and even though they were like water and oil, they both had in common their love for science, their like for recognition and their fear of commitment. Nevertheless, they were wildly different as well; Alicia was a physicist with an interest in the roots of metaphysics.
When they were younger, they both felt completely out of place on campus and most minority kids do! So they have the subconscious tendency, to look for each other’s friendships to find some comfort, or the closest thing they can find to a filial association.
Hope was a minority among minorities, the Native Americans on campus are a rarity and their presence is almost non-existent. In fact, she was the only Native American taking Native American Studies and the only one to fail the first semester as well. That experience, made her wake up and she became obsessed with overachievement, she had to be the best always! And in the upcoming years, she succeeded effortlessly.
However, at first it was not that easy, she had been wondering around the gardens for over a month, looking to make some friends and nothing, time after time she failed. Everyone looked so different from her and she found it difficult, to be the first one to approach others and start a conversation. One day she found out about a women club recently formed on campus and she build the guts in three days to make the phone call to inquire membership. Alicia was the president and founder so they talked for a few minutes and set up a meting at the cafeteria. Alicia expected a young and vibrant black Amazon and she found instead a thin, pale-skinned girl with a unibrow that reminded her of Frida Kahlo.
“So when did you came out of the closet?”
“What closet?” Hope said innocently.
“What closet! Are you even a lesbian?”
“No! I am Native American”
After the clarifications and Hope’s nervous laugh attack, they became inseparable. All Hope’s stereotypes were shattered when she got to know her and with that; she opened herself to welcome one of the greatest friendships, she could have ever wished for in life.
--O--------O--------O--
They were coming out of a movie theatre and Geeko still was very much inside the plot. “He is just a kid” Greg thought amused watching him give kicks, slaps and hits in the air, like the hero of the movie they just watched. Greg was very impressed with his knowledge and ability to convey ideas in a concise and orderly fashion. He had no doubt; he was going to be an important historian in the future, just as he planed.
“You tired yet?” Greg said.
“Hell no! The night is young man!” Geeko said.
“So what you wanna do now?”
“How much of a prude are you?” Geeko said.
“Why you ask me that?” he said intrigued.
“I have some …vision plants for transpersonal integration, if you know what I mean? Geeko said.
“You mean…?”
“Yeah!” Geeko said excited, rubbing his hands together. “When was the last time you had a trip?”
“Since I was sixteen years old,” he said laughing.
“So …You game?”
Greg was silently watching him with a grin. It has been years since that awful experience. He hesitated for a bit and finally responded.
“I am game! But…?”
“Woo hoo …you are the man!” Geeko said interrupting him “But we will have to go to your house man! My roommate is kind of a prude”
“Deal!”
--O--------O--------O--
Alicia was the one to break the awkward silence and continued with the conversation that a crying Hope; had left unfinished earlier over the phone.
“It happens to all of us Hope,” she said compassionately.
“You just don’t get it do you!”
“I do!” she said trying not to laugh.
“I am too young! He is wrong and that is all there is to it”
“Hope, menopause is a fact of life! We all have to go through it”
“And what about all those weird dreams I have? That is also part of the deal?”
“What dreams?”
“The other night, I dreamed of pigs, I was coming out of a pig’s womb it was disgusting! Then I woke up with this horrible heat rushes, they are so annoying”
“That’s some dream!”
“And yesterday, I dream that I was marrying Adriano, and just when he was about to kiss me, I saw the flesh of his face coming off in bloody chunks that fell in my dress, It was very disturbing”
“Geesh! Have you been smoking something before going to bed?” she said laughing.
“Let’s change topics ok?” she said.
“Ok. Ok moving on to the next issue at hand then, do you even know what you are looking for?”
“I do!” Hope said.
“For real? Or you ‘think’ you do”
“I want someone stable, intelligent and charming, from a good family. He is practically ninety percent of it, but the second I think of marring him, I get nauseous and very uneasy …I get terrified!” she said.
Her face did not look as beautiful as usual; an expression of emptiness colored her face.
“I am afraid…,” she said.
“What are you afraid of?”
“I don’t know! Afraid that I will commit to him and then things are going to go wrong and I will end up divorced anyways!”
“Then, let the poor man go!”
“That is the thing though, I do not want that either,” Hope said rolling her eyes.
“This has to be very humiliating for Adriano you know …people deserve respect though! Isn’t this like the fourth time you rejected him?”
“The third Hope corrected her promptly.
“Are you sure you are not a homee-sexual?”
Hope broke into laugher watching her friend making an effort to light up her spirits.
“I think you ain’t into dick girl! That’s right! and you better accept it, and stop bein’ ignorant!” she said jokingly.
Hope could not ask for a better friend, Alicia kept acting up and making things up, just for the sake of helping her to get out of the blues. They laughed, they talked and cried and they laughed again. At that moment, the world outside could have ended for what they cared.
--O--------O--------O--
Back at Greg’s house, thinks were very different and laugher impregnated the house. Geeko was rolling all over the floor laughing and Greg was laughing as much looking at him. His pets had given him a show, Nee nee; the dog had danced a polka, Tito the gerbil had walked on a ball, Shanaya the cat had done yoga and the star of the show, Aria; the parrot was in concert.
“Dude …that is awesome!” Geeko said laughing, “You have too much time in your hands. Who has the time, to teach a parrot to sing opera?”
“I didn’t teach her, that is the thing!” Greg said, “When her companion died, she was very depressed and I noticed that when I played opera she got all cheerful! So I bought some records from Maria Callas, Ariella Maria, and Montserrat Caballe and out of the blue, she started singing with them!”
The parrot continued singing the Queen of the night and in the middle of it changed to Lacrymosa, the last piece in her repertoire.
“Sick man! … You have beer?”
“Yeah, serve yourself, is in the fridge in the kitchen” Greg said taking the parrot to another room.
“So, you know who Terence McKenna is?” Geeko said, getting some plastic bags from his backpack.
“No I don’t?” Greg screamed from the other room.
“This dude was a philosopher and a writer. He came up with a theory he called Timewave zero. Back in the seventies, he went to the Amazons looking for the mystic Yage, a substance used by the shamans of the region and he had a revelation”
“What did he found?” Greg said.
“After recovering from a trip, he remembered a mathematical fractal formula, I don’t remember if someone in that dimension he went to gave it to him, or if it came to him in an epiphany. This led him to the creation of a computer program that realigned, the 64 hexagrams of the I-Ching and sequence them in a time line”
“The Oracle is a time line?”
“Yes sir. The Timewave zero has records of over 22 billion years of history and ends exactly on December 21 2012” Geeko said.
“I am not surprised at all …Einstein said he discovered the theory of time relativity in an altered state of consciousness”
“So did Nikola Tesla! He had major headaches and doctors never found anything wrong with him; he was in the hospital because they thought he went cuckoo after a nervous breakdown. The poor dude had flashes of light that blinded him for days. When he recovered, he was able to see his engineering schemes floating before his eyes, with every component of his inventions. He just had to jot down some notes and build! No pre-testing necessary in many cases …they always worked! GREG! This dude made discoveries in electromagnetism, electromechanical engineering, robotics, remote control, radar, computer science, ballistics, nuclear physics and theoretical physics. He lived in 1870’s for god sakes, back then most people were talking about cows, making cheese in their farms and shit like that!”
“So you are ready for the trip?”
“Yes sir! Here….” Geeko said, handling him a bag of crystals “Hold this so I can get my pipe”
“Ah ok! So you smoke this?” Greg said as Geeko prepared the bulky wooden dolphin pipe with the DMT crystals. He took the first puff and let it out quickly.
“Shit, I forgot …Greg. Take a puff and take a seat man. A friend of mine did this batch for me and this shit is heavy man! Whatever you do, don’t open your eyes” Geeko said.
“Ok” Greg said and took the first few puffs he was ready.
--O--------O--------O--
All night Hope and Alicia remembered stories from their past and complemented each other for the zillion times! Tequila is never a good adviser, especially when it comes to love and life. It was just a matter of ounces before they fell in the same hole they always fell every time they had a three-way with Jose Cuervo.
No topic was ever spoken superficially by Alicia; she had to go in-depth. Hope though was fine with shallow debates.
“…but Alicia! Are you talking about creationism? If you do we are in trouble already, creationism lacks the basis, knowledge and data to support their theories! So what do you refer to exactly, when you talk about consciousness? There is no consciousness in the language of science!”
“Well excuse me Isaac Newton! Sometimes you are stiffer than a preachers prick! For me it is essential, as an individual -not only as a physicist, to take in consideration everything. We all know matter is made of molecules and molecules are made of protons, neutrons and electrons -the 144 elements. Everything, including us is made of the same stuff but…?”
She took a moment to re arrange her thoughts “See, from a quantum perspective…?”
“There we go again, now everyone uses that quantum theory shit to explain everything, why can’t you just give it a break is getting old you know? …did you watch the secret?” she said
Alicia’s face turned red; she was fuming but this comment was not an accidental gaffe. Not at all! This was a deliberated attempt to make her angry. For Hope, this was immensely amusing. Even though, this meant that for the next few minutes, she was going to hear her mind loud and clear; like a presidential speech, but it was worth the laugher it always was.
“This quantum theory shit as you call it is not the problem Hope! From the day we are born, we breathe and feel the world Newton taught us. Change is hard, but we must try if we want to survive technology. We are being confronted with a new paradigm!”
“Why is this so important for you anyways?”
“For me? For everybody! Now more than ever is crucial, we participate in the creation of a new understanding, everything depends on it, we NEED to expand our mind to new possibilities”
“What’s the point?” she said making things worst.
“The point? …this will revolutionize society and might even save our ass and this planet. Look at those idiots of BP and the oil spill on the golf of Mexico”
“Sad isn’t it?” Hope said buffing her nails.
“Sad? …Is outrageous! We have the technology to replace oil in the production of energy; we have non-destructive technology to replace oil-based products! But we can not utilize it until we force these assholes to get the fuck out of the way!”
“Ah common Alicia, there is nothing we can do about that!”
“Bullshit!” she said enraged “Stop consumption of anything produced by this company and trust me! These greedy bastards will find a new way to make a buck! New technology will not come cheap, but if anyone has the money is them, so buy new technology and profit from it!”
“Man! You sure would be happy living in Cuba!”
“No, no, don’t give me that shit! I am not against wealth or businesses, those are the foundation of a strong economy and I am all for it! But do it with res-pon-si-bi-li-ty! Its immoral and unethical, to make a buck disregarding ecological Damage!”
“…another beer?”
“Screw the beer! Wait! ...get the beer…expanding your mind, will bring with it a new set of morals and lord do we desperately need them. Look around you! The second we believed we were nothing else but mass, all sense of life value and moral responsibility went down the drain.”
“Did you see those pelican’s on TV covered in oil? …Heart breaking!”
“That is what I am talking about! …they were almost extinct! A friend of mine was part of the effort to bring the population out of the list and look! They killed five hundred in forty-two days! …for a dollar?”
“Ah common, it was more than ONE dollar!”
“Let’s see where they spend that money after they fuck up the planet, what are we going to eat if they destroy our ecology! What are those bastards going to do? …break their bills for quarters and stick them up their ass like a piggy bank? Money has zero value when there is no food left to buy …now you tell me precious?, Do you think is worth to give this quantum theory shit a chance?”
“Don’t patronize me, you know I hate that”
“How am I patronizing you? If you teach a child to talk and understand the world around him, would you consider that patronizing?
“Yes I would!” she said trying to control her laugher.
“Bullshit! No you would not…Is a new language and a new understanding and it will take time for us to ‘get it’ but how are we going to get it, unless we make a damned effort to expand our minds? Quantum physics is a fact! and as real as the world Newton trained us to understand, matter is a lot more than matter, making fun of it, is just a projection of your ignorance” She added on a quiet whisper “You dumb bitch”
“I heard that!”
“I know you did! Disbelief is a defense mechanism, I don’t mind being attacked, if at least you make an effort to understand it, but get it bitch, and get it right! We KNOW; we do not think Hope, we KNOW that the world as we see it is practically non-existent, we basically make it all up in our mind with the help of our brain, our brain is a decoding unit of digital information! There… now deal with it!” she said.
Hope was laughing so hard, she finally catches up with her.
“You were just messing with me again were not you?” she said shaking her head in disbelief.
“I am telling you Alicia, you have anger issues”
“Screw you Hope!” she said laughing
“For real! It takes just a little word out of place for you to get all psycho! You get like a politician! In your own little world all pissed off!”
“I can’t believe I fell for it again!”
“Time after time… It never fails. I don’t know if all lesbians are like that, but you Alicia, are as easy to fool as any guy is!
“Don’t piss me off again! If we can prove that we can manipulate time and space and there is such a thing as consciousness, we could change our DNA and literally delete a disease.”
“That’s ground breaking! And you would be so famous!”
“Screw fame! We are not that far away from it though. Some doctors have been using frequency with great success in the treatment of acute pain, and even cancer. This is where things get fuzzy. If indeed we manipulate and create our life experience with out thoughts, we had better start making changes. We are teaching out kids to repeat history”
--O--------O--------O--
The trip was barely starting; Greg and Geeko lay motionless in the couch; stoned. At first, Greg felt the same cozy blanket feeling, he remembered as a child; when he knew he was safe.
Then things started changing drastically, he opened his eyes and he saw his plants breathing. The couch was not green anymore, but was made of millions of energy particles, that waved side to side. Suddenly, a circle opened before his eyes. He blinked his eyes to make sure he was actually seeing it while a figure emerged from the circle, luring him into following him.
He could not see his features clearly; although scared, he knew he was in complete control of his mind. He entered the tunnel and the second he passed the portal, he was sucked at such a high speed, he felt the wind cutting through his flesh as if he was completely transparent and end up in another world, that felt familiar to him.
The figure he was following was nowhere near by. Everything around him was bright but not blinding. The colors were in shades he has never seen. He got on his knees, when he noticed a glass snail with wings at his feet.
The snail flew around him a few times and then flew away up in the sky. He followed the snail and noticed dots of colors falling from the sky “They are balloons” he said when one of them passed his face onto the floor. The second the balloon softly landed on the floor, it became a flower before his eyes.
At first, it was roses of every color, then yellow balloons were falling from the heavens, and the second they touched the floor, they became sunflowers. The scene was as surreal as it was beautiful to look at; no long after he was the tiny one, surrounded by huge fragrant roses. He looked up again after the last yellow balloon touched down, and saw soap bubbles falling instead. They floated around freely and softly carried by the breeze. They were transparent and iridescent, but they did not shine as most bubbles do; they shined with the same sparkle of a diamond in the dark.
The first bubble touched down on top of one of the roses, becoming a miniature baby with dragonfly wings, which flew happily over the enormous flowers, smiling and waving to him.
Hundreds of them followed, roughly an inch and a half in length but fully human. Greg did not know what to make of it; he just smiled and rejoiced with the experience. One of the babies flew to his face and stopped on his nose. He put his finger close enough for the baby to grab it and he got a good grip on it. He giggled and blew him kisses and unexpectedly flew away.
A baby girl approached him then, reluctant at first. He extended his hand flat for her to lie on and she timidly obeyed. Seconds later, she was flirting with him and blowing him kisses. She took off flying, coming back as fast as she had taken off to signal him, with her little fingers to look up. He did and saw a white balloon coming down, he narrowed his eyes to get a better look, It was white indeed, but more luminescent that the others. The second it touched down the floor, it became a man.
“Who are you?” Greg said.
“I am the one you are looking for,” he said smiling.
“I didn’t know I was looking for anybody,” Greg said intrigued.
“You are!”
“Ok, but why am I looking for you?”
“Only you know that, but you will find me”
“Are you an angel or something like that, an alien maybe?” Greg said and the entity exploded in laugher.
“No… I am not an angel, I am human, and I have always been human; like you”
Suddenly everything vanished and a red dragon came down from the sky landing in front of him. A blue light on the dragon’s throat lighted on and jump to Greg’s throat choking him, then disappeared in a flame of fire.
“Greg! Greg! You ok man?” Geeko shook him gently and he snapped out of it.
“Holly crap!” Greg said shaking his head, “What a heck was that?”
“Is sick isn’t it?” Geeko said enthusiastic.
“How many hours have I been tripping?” Greg asked.
“Hours?” he said laughing, “You tripped for five minutes man!”
--O--------O--------O--
“Are you still mad at your dad Hope?”
“We are not mad at each other, we just do not talk at all, but we are not mad”
“Ah ok, I thought it was something serious! But is aiight you just do not talk at all …What a fuck does that means Hope?”
“I gave up trying figuring him out! That is what it means. We just are very different people he is so …native! He is constantly in my ass ‘Hope you are too ambitious, there is more in life than just money!’ Duh! There is a lot more in life WITH money. He doesn’t get me; I wasn’t born to make nine thousand a year as he does. To be honest, I am done with the hinting. I am aware that I am in my mid thirties!”
“Late thirties!”
“Whatever! …I know he wants grandkids, but is not up to him, is up to me to decide when I want to start a family and with whom! …he makes me feel like I have an expiration date!”
“You guys used to be so close though. I envied the relationship you two had, you always had a great time and he is hilarious! I wish my folks were like that, you know my family is just not there for me, we talk but that is it”
“You are better off, trust me old people can be a major pain in the ass, they really know how to push the right buttons”
“Of course they know! They put them there to begin with! I wish my folks could just accept me as I am, I am not ok with this ‘don’t ask don’t tell’ thing we have going on. You know they still blame my sexuality on the internet?”
“How is that?” Hope said laughing
“Yeah, every time the gay thing comes out they say ‘it’s that damn machine’s fault, we should have said no when you wanted to get that darn computer! That is what turned you gay, meeting them people who twisted your mind on that type of thing’
“That is crazy,” Hope said.
“I know! I knew I was gay since I had my first pubes!”
“Alicia! We are at a public place!”
“Ah get over it you prude! Are you going to spend the holidays with your father?”
“No, I don’t think I will, I have a lot of things to do, and dad is not the Christmassy kind of guy, you know what he said to me? “Shit! I don’t even celebrate my own b-day!”
“I know! Your dad is hardcore Native… good for him! I think we would have a different society if the Native Americans were in the presidential house”
“Yes! For starters, you and I would not have a job to begin with; we would be smoking peace pipes instead!”
“…but the social structure would have been very different I think?”
“See” she paused “Comments like that, are why my father thinks you are the daughter he never had”
“Awwwww, have he said that really?”
“Hello, he had a daughter!”
“Ah! You are a minor detail, so what happened for real between you two?”
“Is just too much, he thinks I don’t care for Native Americans. I have worked very hard in taking Native American knowledge all around the world, preserving our native languages so the new generations can understand and safeguard the legends of Native America”
“So now that you have made sure your people will be able to talk in an ancient dialect, how about making sure they will have money to eat!”
“Can we change the conversation?”
“Not yet! You can’t continue running away from your problems Hope. I don’t think you are doing enough, a little more hands on approach will do you good … Make some trouble man! Raise your voice so they can hear you people! See it puzzles me though, how can you preserve something you do not understand!
“What makes you think I do not understand my culture?”
Alicia was pushing the buttons; this wasn’t funny anymore.
“Uh!” She gasped “Hello! …blue eyes? …blond hair? …fake tits? What is wrong with your natural assets? What is it with dark skin people and that obsession to look white-ish?”
“Is not like that! This is just …Fashion!”
“Yeah Hope! Whatever you want to call it is fine with me! But at least have the guts to look into it. Is it really fashion? How are you going to teach your kids to be proud of their native heritage, when mommy does everything to look white! ...the same way I will. Showing them Indian and cowboys movies?” Alicia said.
“I have no intentions of having children. Besides; you are the one to blame for it”
“Screw that! I suggested you to clean your eyebrows back then, because it looked like your face had an armpit. Shit! As soon as you got a little bit of attention, you went crazy on it, within a month nobody could recognized you!”
“Anyways, are you going to California then?”
“Yes! I have a conference there; you should come with me though. There are such interesting people in those fairs”
“Nah! I am not into all that weird shit –No offence”
“None taken” she said smiling.
She has done it again, she sneakily changed the conversation to something less personally invasive and Alicia got the hint, it was time to drop it and after all they were friends and they loved each other regardless. At the end perhaps, was really none of her business.
This conversation had taken the wrong turn entirely, she was there for support and instead, she felt lonelier than ever. All those things Alicia, had pointed out were probably true, but right now she had no time to deal with that. “Later!” Such later as usual just never arrived.
--O--------O--------O--
“You are shitting me right?” Geeko said to Greg “Dude, the only being I have encountered in my trips is a toad and he is kind of a dick!”
“They are archetypes Geeko, the mind is a vault of secrets that sometimes we do not understand or need to understand”
“What you mean?”
“We are intricate and complex beings. We are divine and we are animals. We have a mind and we have a brain, each of them works independently from each other in a healthy individual. But we are far from healthy and we are confused by our dual nature. Our brain is the animal side, trained by our parents first, then our environment. And our environment always matches our parents’ idiosyncrasy, so this further reaffirms what we learned and we accept it blindly. However, the mind is divine, that is where thought and inspiration comes from. Scientists don’t know where it comes from, and they will never find out because is not within our body. Nevertheless, our thoughts not always match our brain program. That discrepancy creates unnecessary disturbances, that can either makes us feel happy or miserable, free or caged. When we are asleep, they both manage to settle their differences, choosing whatever images are close enough to the problem at hand.”
“That’s why genders are so different then. Man more brain woman more mind?”
“That’s a great example! Both are potentially the same, brain and mind. But usually, one side is more dominant that the other one”
“So how do you balance it out?”
“Mental expansion, taking on those challenges and over come them, every time you go trough a hardship, it feels like a hardship because is out of our understanding. The second we -get it! It stops being a burden, and you are a wiser man.”
“So …what about sex?”
“What about it?”
“Is an instinct right? Why woman feel weird about it, if they are not in love with their man anymore?”
“Sex is an instinct; animals don’t have issues with it because they don’t rationalize it. We do and that is what brings us all the hell”
“Wait! If we don’t rationalize it then …wouldn’t we be in a society, where everybody is fucking everybody like if it was the new Olympiads?”
“No, people are promiscuous because they are restricting their instinct and at some point, this restriction becomes too much to handle and they explode, If we could see sex without rationalization, there would not be stress, without stress there is not compulsion to act on it” Greg said.
“Sweet! So …how do I explain that to my girlfriend?”
--O--------O--------O--
The twilight of the previous night was in full glory when Hope made it home, drunk and sad. She took her pumps off and got in to her slippers, she was exhausted but not ready to go to bed “The internet always makes me sleepy” she thought.
She checked her email and almost deleted a mail from an old colleague and a long lost friend. “Jason?” she thought. He had found her address somehow and was asking her for help.
“Jason Icky …No joke, it really is my last name!”
When she met him a few years a go, he was a free spirited young geek. Every student on campus nominated him for the ‘More likely not to do shit with his life’ title, nevertheless even then he was a very smart man! Somehow, helping him out with her connections did not seem like a good idea.
At the bottom of the e-mail was a recent picture of him, surrounded by Buddhist monks and tigers.
“Oh my god! He still looks the same,” she laughed.
She answered back with a false promise to help. And in the midst of it, the computer froze again.
“Ah!” she hit the monitor “Piece of shit!” she went to bed. A few minutes later she was completely asleep and her dreams were back to haunt her.
--O--------O--------O--
It was late in the morning, Geeko had left a few hours earlier and Greg was jotting down everything he had learned from this young and fascinating man. This was becoming much more than a mere curiosity there was something in it. He couldn’t put his finger on it, but the trip made a lot of sense to him.
For years, he had dealt with the memory of his wife’s death. He could have taken more time to spend with her. She always loved babies, and she dreamed with having a numerous family; and he liked that idea as well, but after the first child, she developed cancer in her uterus and the surgery took more than her ability to procreate. “You never understood that for me you were always a woman. And I loved you the same, every minute of your life to the very end, even when you didn’t love or understood yourself”. She was frightened of many things and obsessed with cancer. She never smoked a day in her life, and she compulsively checked her breast; and his testicles, every day just in case there were changes over night. “I know you meant well, but I wished you would have just relax and live a little.” He whispered to her picture, caressed her with his fingers and put it down in the desk again “I’ll see you soon enough” he thought and turned off the lights of the studio. He checked up the cribs of all his animals, made sure they had water and food and went to bed.
--O--------O--------O--
The fastidious alarm of the clock beeped for a while, before Hope opened her eyes and shut it down with a slap. She wasn’t a morning person anyways, today she was also hung over, and that was a really bad mix. “I hate mornings,” she said moody and suddenly a rush of energy filled her body; joined next by a rush of heat that felt like her face was on fire.
“I hate these fucking hot flashes!”
She sat on the bed at first and stretched out her arms, she rubbed her face up and down, cracked the muscles of her neck and nothing! She still was cranky and her eyebrows were frowned so far in, they look like a black flying gull on a painting.
Staying late was not her forte, but last night was an emergency, she was aware it was time to pay her dues today. “Time is the sacrifice of success,” She thought. … In fact, that is how you know now a day, when you are successful. The second you see the relationships with your loved ones go down the toilet and you have no idea what a vacation feels like? Congratulations! You my friend have made it! And corporate America is proud of you!” she thought brushing her teeth.
The cat kept on meowing, curling and rolling on the bed making the cutest tricks to get her attention.
“You are hungry! That’s the only time you are nice to me!” she said moody.
She made up her bed making it looked like the cover of a magazine, and walked to her kitchen to find the cat’s food.
The telephone rang and rang and she let the answer machine pick up the call.
“Goddammit Adriano! Get off my hair! Is too fucking early for ‘the talk’, trust me! You don’t want to talk with me yet; I have not even had coffee!”
The answer machine responded in a very professional manner and encouraged the caller to leave her a message, but no message was left.
The telephone rang again a few more times with the same result, and after one more attempt, her cell phone started to ring.
“WHAT IS IT?” She screamed on the phone. “Ah! Sorry boss, Ok… but…” She struggled with her words. “What are you talking about? The program is going awesome, I have twenty five students!” The voice on the other side interrupted her again. She immersed her fingers through her hair and scratched her scalp. That was a sure sign of great stress.
“So when were you planning on telling me all this?” she said upset as the voice in the other side responded to her Questions.
“Ah I see, Ok! I guess …we stay in touch then.” She hung up the phone and collapsed in her bed in tears.
“Ugh! I hate my life!” She screamed.
--O--------O--------O--
“Hey Greg! …How is it going?” The nurse said.
“I am doing awesome, last stop in my day! …hang out with my pals” he said smiling and walking down the corridor to the AIDS patients’ wing of the hospital.
“Hi you!” The patient said cheerfully, although weak and pale, his eyes had a happy sight.
“You look so handsome today!” Greg said smiling.
“Thanks to you! I have been reading that book you bought for me, I did not know there was such beautiful poetry in Latin America.
“Alfonsina Storni was a talented poet wasn’t she?”
“She felt too much though, I think”
“Really …why is that?”
“Feeling too much is bad for you,” he said fixing his shirt and checking up his nails. “It makes you a mess”
“And that is bad?” Greg said smiling.
“It can be …but that poem, “The little man” made me cried. That is the story of my life”
“Little -little man.” Greg started to recite his friend’s new favorite poem “Little; little man. Let go of your canary that wants to fly. I am that canary, little-little man, leave me free. I was in your cage, little- little man. Little-little man, you gave me my cage. I say "little; little" because you don't get me, nor would you ever will. I don’t get you either, but meanwhile, open for me the cage from which I want to escape. Little; little man, I loved you half an hour, don’t ask more from me.” Greg said and his friend started to applaud and weep.
“I am telling you! That is the story of my life!” he said cleaning his tears “I always felt caged and misunderstood in my relationships …in life really!”
“Ah! But the beauty of that poem is that is not only about a man, but life?”
“…really?”
“Yes! …the little man she talks about, is the narrow minded people”
“Ah! …now I like it even more!”
“Well buddy! I have to go because I have some very important appointments, but I’ll see you tomorrow”
“Ok, see you tomorrow then!”
CHAPTER FIVE
-THE COMMISION-
She drove for a while before reaching her destination; Washington has some really beautiful and exclusive areas where the rich and famous truly enjoy the best of both worlds, the quietness of the countryside and the social life of the city just a few minutes away.
Everything around her was giving her a sense of peace and relaxation she had not felt in some time, she remembered why she had made the choice to study archaeology, so she will never had to feel trapped in the sedentary office life.
And true to the plan! She was trapped in the office life. Sometimes careers look much better on paper than they really are, back then she was full of dreams and fantasies. She thought of herself as a -sort of a female Indiana Jones. She was going to go places and fight the evil forces of greedy collectors …so far at almost 40 years of age, she had traveled the world extensively, she had found the relics and even got awards and prices for her discoveries, but the level of success she was expecting never matched her expectations. “Maybe is better this way, is not like I was really expecting that much adventure anyways” she thought
Once again, she was lying to herself. Deep down, she was hoping for more. She was so deep in her thoughts; she almost passed the gate to enter the William’s State.
Sven Williams was a well-known German archaeologist. He owed his fame to one of those lucky strokes of life. He came across a codex of great importance in an excavation; fueled by the Mexican government’s sudden patriotism, early in the 1960’s.
The content in itself -he said, was not important. The media’s frenzy was another thing entirely. All the attention pivoted him to stardom over night. Even though he stated that other than some pots and statues dating about 400 years, there was nothing else! However, the media didn’t stopped and the rumors persisted. He loved every minute of it.
In a matter of months, he was elevated to a legend status. Sven and those that worked with him knew what he found and none of them contradicted his formal press release. In fact, what created the upheaval was the rumor that high religious authorities had paid a lot of money for his finding. Truth or not, the rumor never ceased over the years, in fact got bigger, so big he even had followers and his name was part of the pantheon of conspiracy theories.
Hope didn't trust him or like him. In the past, she had been involved in some dishonest dealings of Native American relics with him. Her excuse was that, when you are young and you owe so much money in college, sometimes you get a little mainstream in your ethics. And boy did she go "mainstream!" To calm down her guilt, she helped Alicia to pay off her college debt.
The truth was much simpler than that. She sold Sven a relic that belonged to her father, her dad was so mad; he packed and moved her away to protect her from the thieves. Little did he know he took the thief with him? The guilt she felt was enough to stop her, but that was history. She was curious about his sudden urgency to see her.
--O--------O--------O--
“So what version do you want Greg? The short one or the long one? He said scratching his head.
Polanski was a retired geologist who emigrated from Poland as a child, after the liberation from the Nazi regime. Now in his late eighties, his mind was sharp and his bulging eyes, showed the same alertness as when he was a young man.
“The short one will be fine,” Greg said.
“Very well then, we don’t know shit about it!” he said with that hoarsely voice, resulting of cigarette abuse.
“Well that is not very comforting, is it?” Greg said, laughing.
“We have never experienced a magnetic shift, there has been many but there is not human recollection of any source, because there were no survivors! But if the earth would suddenly stop and reverse rotation, it will be catastrophic!”
“What would be the worst case scenario?”
“Your imagination is the limit child; super volcanoes’ will erupt and don’t forget we have two of them, the long valley caldera and yellow stone. One of them is enough to destroy life, as we know it. And they are close to wake up; yellow stone had 1800 hundred tremors in a month!” he said tapping the desk strongly.
“And that is bad?”
“Is a sure sign that the damm thing is going to surprise us, one of these days?”
“I see …hmmm so what else could happen?”
“Earth rotates at 1,100 miles per hour, and so is the atmosphere in it. If the planet stopped suddenly, the atmosphere will continue rotating at the same speed sweeping off anything not anchored on firm ground. Everything will be smashed into the mountains and send into the atmosphere”
“I’ll be so fast; we would not even notice it then?”
“Correct, you won’t even know you just died”
“How about the sun flares?”
“Ah!” he said very concerned “That’s going to be bad child. The authorities in Washington DC have held meetings in this regard already at the national press club. Do you really think they got together for coffee and doughnuts?” he said mischievously, tapping the desk with his fingers.
“No I suppose not” Greg said, concerned.
“The sun’s activity is going crazy! I know they are not telling us the whole truth. I think the sun is going crazy and they don’t want to scare us. Too late! I am already scared.
“Well! I really appreciate your time Mr. Polanski,” Greg said standing up to shake his hand.
“Pleasure meeting you Greg?”
--O--------O--------O--
As Hope arrived to the mansion, a young guy in his 20’s waited for her at the door, She looked at the detail of the gigantic structure, more stunning closer than from afar. The young man graciously extended his dark hand to help her out of the car. He jumped in to park it in a guest garage.
“Sven hates to see cars in front of the house”
He informed her while another member of his entourage of service people; this time a female lead her to the grand foyer.
“I have to have a house like this some day!” She thought.
The double staircase made her feel that the house welcomed her, arms wide open. On the ivory and gold painted walls, priceless art pieces hang complementing the elegant décor. She walked to the elevator at the end of the foyer and she noticed how ‘Las Dos Fridas’ followed her from afar. As she walked the marble floors, the ‘click clack’ sound of her pumps, made the clock in the Salvador Dali’s painting, seemed like it was melting even more. The original was presumed to be in exhibition at the Museo Del Prado in Spain, but she knew Sven would have never hanged a reproduction. “How tacky!” She could hear him say.
Sven had some very colorful friends. His dearest one of them all was the infamous Elmyr de Hory. The most exclusive art galleries and museums all over the world bought his reproductions as authentic. Countless times, Sven had shared with her, their adventures. He was one man Sven really missed.
She took one last look at the masterpieces and decided to leave it at that. She had learned over the years, when it came to Sven, it was best to keep the questions to herself.
Next to the Dali was a Picasso, occupying his rightful place among the other masters “Now what a heck do they see in that is beyond me!” She boarded the elevator, opened her purse, and retouched her lip color. In a few seconds, she reached his office in the fourth floor of the house, where Sven was already waiting for her when the doors opened.
“Ah! Always so stunning” he said while welcoming her with a friendly hug.
“Hmmm you really know how to charm the opposite sex darling, you look fresh and very handsome yourself” she said.
“And I should! It costs me a lot of money to keep this freshness!”
He took her by the waist and walked her to a chair that if it had been as comfortable, as it was elegant, it would have been a miracle of engineering.
“I understand you have some documents you need me to translate for you?” she said taking a seat.
“Ah the documents sure” he said sitting on the other side of the opulent desk. “Well, I sort of have them …”
“There is no documents right? I know you better than that, so why don’t you just tell me what you need me for?”
“Oh no! There are some documents, I need you to take a look for me,” he said walking to his bookcase.
He browsed for a while pulling out a beautiful gold leaf over sized volume, from others of equal size. He put it over the desk and opened it. Although a book with regular pages, the center was hollow. He took a key out of it and gave it to her.
“This is the key of a safe I have in Switzerland, I need you to go there and bring me the documents inside of it”
“And why would I want to do that?” she said coldly.
“Because you want to know what I found in Mexico and you will find out if you do this for me”
“Oh common Sven! You know I’m not going to fall for that” she smiled. “You said it was nothing and I’m not curious at all”
“I lied! I thought you knew me better than that” he joked.
“What did you found then?”
“Hope?” he took a deep breath “Who discovered America?”
“Christopher Columbus in 1492”
“Wrong!…It was a man named Amerigo Vespucci in 1491, he was a good friend of king Ferdinand of Spain and the king’s Pilot Major, without his certificate of authorization, no captain could sail out of Spain including Columbus!”
“How do you know this?” she said intrigued.
“During World War II, a German unit dynamited the town of St. Dié in Lorraine, in one of the buildings a document was found dating April 25 1507. Apparently, a group of scholars and poets had written a book named ‘Cosmographiae Introductio’ in Latin, there is a passage that reads ‘I see no reason why we should not call it America, that is to say, land of Americus, for Americus its discoverer’
“And this is important because…?” she said
“I do not give a shit who-discovered-what? What is important is that those documents I found are from the late 14th century! They sent these documents to the new world for a reason. I want to know that reason! I doubt Amerigo came here before Columbus just because. Among my helpers, was a young, vibrant and fabulous student, if you know what I mean” he winked. “Rodrigo de la Vega y Gongora, wealthy Mexicans can be so pompous! He was a drop out from the seminar and an amateur archaeologist. When we found these documents, he took a good look at them and could not help to salivate and poorly hide his excitement. He asked me if he could take them home to read them, non-sense! I was not going to let those babies off my sight. He suggested photographing the content instead, of that, I had no objection. He never returned to work and now he is the bishop in that country …don’t you think that is a little strange?”
--O--------O--------O--
The colors and the décor matched the neat looks and youth of this young professional's office.
“He said that!” He shouted in disbelief, “…that is insane man!” he said shaking his hands in frustration.
Jonathan was a hip looking man, but don’t let that fool you, behind those long locks of hair, and trendy yellow glasses, hides a sharp and well-developed mind. He is a respected geologist despite his youth.
“Yes, there was a meeting in the Space Weather Enterprise Forum at the National Press Club on June 8th. However, it was to discuss alternatives. The sun is waking up and a lot of solar activity is expected. Think about it Greg, our society depends of satellite systems for daily activities, GPS navigation, air travel, and emergency radio communications. Intense solar activity will knock them down. Yes! We really don’t know how to react fast enough to shut down all this systems, but we are getting there! There is not hidden agenda going on. The truth is that our modern society relies completely in technology and technology and heat aren't the best friends”
“So what can you tell me about the ‘Dooms day’ seed bank in Norway?”
“Greg, there is approximately 1,500 seed banks around the globe, I don’t know if the people of Norway intended that name as a joke or not. I assure you, there are at least 1500 large seed banks, operated by different organizations and governments around the globe. Let’s assume a plague ruins the crops and extends far away from their lands ...plagues can be carried far away by the wind! In such case, anything can be done to stop it. But it will be alright, because the seed can be replaced by a healthy one that has been kept safe in the vaults”
“…what about the magnetic reversals?”
“We don’t know much about it, but we know it will not be catastrophic. The fact is that everyone’s guess is as good as mine, and I believe the magnetic fields decrease to 10% of their full polarity, then the new ones build up in the new sides. Nevertheless, every research suggests, that it takes anywhere between one thousand to twenty eight thousand years to complete a full reversal.
“What is a galactic crossing?”
“A galactic crossing is when our solar system goes from one side of the galaxy or Milky Way, to the other side of it. We have been crossing it for the last 400 years but some think we already did. Never the less, we still about 232 years from the center or we are 232 to the center, depends who do you want to listen? The Milky Way looks small on pictures, but believe you me is enormous!”
“Great…” Greg said more relaxed “Now tell me, how is your mother?”
“She is fine uncle, ever since she has been doing, those shakes with the garden peach tomatoes, her cholesterol has drop down to a healthy level and she is even loosing weight”
“I knew it!” he said excited.
“I know! You have been telling her for the last ten years about it and she just never did it. I must say that I was skeptical myself, but after seeing what is doing for mom. I have been recommending it to other people I know, have weight and cholesterol issues”
“Well, I won’t take more of your time son”
“Ah! Uncle you can take all my time if you wish so. I am glad I could be of any help. Now, why are you researching all this? Are you writing a book?
Greg took a minute to answer and a huge smile draw in his face.
“I am now …thanks Jonathan” Greg said truly grateful and left his office.
He was walking to his car when his cell phone rang.
“Hey Geeko, how is it going? …No is ok, I see you at the coffee shop at four then”
--O--------O--------O--
Back at the State, Hope’s heart was beating very fast. She was having trouble breathing with all the emotions gathered in her chest. One side of her was screaming yes! To Sven’s Proposition and the other one was asking her for caution. The fact that Sven was involved in this meant many good and bad things. The good news, this was the opportunity of a lifetime -if the codex contained groundbreaking information. The bad news, many dark dealings were going to take place, but he was enormously powerful and a master of his trade, his lawyers were famously competent and feared in every court of the United States.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19019 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!