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P R O L O G U E  

 

“For in six days the LORD made the heavens and the earth 

and all that is in them, and rested on the seventh.” 

--Exodus 20:11 (NASB) 

 

Circa 3400 B.C. 

 

The tall, powerfully-built hunter crept silently through the thick fronds of man-sized ferns 

at the edge of the inland sea tracking the great sea monster. The hunter had tied his long, raven-

black hair in a queue, and he wore a dusky brown breechcloth with tanned leather leggings 

stained with sweat, dirt, and grease. A wide leather strap hung like a sash across his chest 

holding a thick, gray rhinoceros hide shield on his back to free his arms and hands for action. He 

carried a razor-shape spear in his right hand. He had made its heavy stone head especially for his 

quarry. 

The hunter had painted his sign upon the shield’s face. A crude stick form represented the 

hunter on one side of the shield that faced a much larger, winged serpent. Realizing he’d never 

be an artist, he'd regarded his work with pride when he completed it in the flickering light of his 

hut as he prepared for his hunt. 

Now the hunter crouched in the giant ferns, watching as the sea monster had coiled out of 

the sea using its powerful body and short legs to drag its enormous bulk through the deep, 

sucking mud. The water along the edge of the sea swirled from the heavy creature’s passing. The 

hunter had noted the plentiful evidence of the beast’s passing to this exact spot. 

The leviathan moved toward its familiar perch to bask in the warm sunlight. It coiled its 

thick body around the immense flat rock that rose above the shore and the high cattails that grew 

along its edge. The hunter ghosted forward while the creature settled itself with a wide yawn. 



Before settling for its nap, the leviathan craned its monstrous head high above the ground 

on its long, powerful neck to scan the surrounding terrain. The hunter stood perfectly still behind 

a towering oak tree as the monster’s large orange eyes swept the area. To the hunter, it seemed as 

if those burning eyes could see through the thick trunk of the tree behind which he hid. 

The hunter had observed the leviathan swimming in the inland sea near his village for 

several days. He’d planned his hunt carefully. Now, as he stood within a stone’s throw of the 

creature, the daunting realization of his challenge hit him. This colossal creature was incredibly 

fast and just as deadly. He felt his throat tighten in dread, and the hair rose on his arms and neck. 

As a seasoned hunter, he forced himself into a calm state of mind. The slightest mistake would 

mean his death. His infant son would never know his father. 

It was common knowledge that this fearless sea monster was the most deadly animal in 

the lore of the hunt. His clan had hunted many beasts for generations, and he was the greatest of 

the hunters in living memory. However, no one had ever hunted this creature and survived the 

attempt. 

The hunter remembered the old tales told around the campfires of how his famed grand-

sire died baiting the great sea monster. His grandsire had tried to take it with a harpoon from a 

fishing boat. With the harpoon stuck in the beast’s armored hide and a thick cable tide from the 

harpoon to the bow of the boat, twenty hunters from his grand-sire’s clan had paddled furiously 

as the great beast drug them easily into the deep, never to be seen again.  

His sire had tried to catch the monster in a huge net. His sire’s tribe had secured a heavy 

net to trees on land and dropped the net’s weighted end over the foaming wake of the creature as 

it swam deep beneath them. The fishing boats scattered as the sea beneath them boiled. Flashes 

of light flickered from the dark depths as the creature struggled against the heavy net. The sea 

foamed and towering plumes of water exploded into the air as the vicious thrashing of the 

serpentine creature destroyed the heavy net in its rage. 

The maddened creature had ripped out one of the net’s anchoring trees by the roots with 

its thrashing, dragging it into the sea. The animal disappeared in a spray of foam, and the 

frightened hunters breathed a sigh of relief.  

Then the sea monster’s massive head burst out of the waves, and it screamed defiantly. 

With an incredible display of power, the beast’s undulating body hurtled out of the boiling water. 

It swam with alarming speed toward the shore, roaring again and again as its huge wake 



swamped two fishing boats. The sea monster’s wide scarlet-scaled breast crested on its own 

wave.  

With the wing-like fins on its back outstretched, the monster seemed to fly over the sea. 

Its wide head lifted as if in pride of its victory over the puny hunters as it crushed his father’s 

boat. As a boy, the hunter had witnessed the furious sea monster grab his screaming father’s 

dripping body from the sea in its powerful jaws and swallow him whole like a bird swallowing a 

fat bug.  

Now the hunter studied the animal closely. This was the dreaded fire serpent or leviathan. 

At home on the land and in the sea, the monster’s legend brought fear to all men. Men had rarely 

seen the leviathan, but this area, near the hunter’s village, had held some strange attraction for 

the deadly beast. It had re-appeared here from time to time over the ages. Now it was the 

hunter’s turn to meet his family’s nemesis, and he’d vowed to get his trophy or die in the 

attempt.      

The creature was half the size of the largest land animal, the behemoth. However, where 

the behemoth was placid and almost tame, this creature was fearless and aggressive. In some 

ways, it looked like an enormous serpent with pearlescent scales, thick crocodile-like legs, and 

wide, leathery wings folded across its back.  

The hunter had seen that the monster’s body stretched out the arms-breadth of eight or 

even nine men. Where it crept over the earth, it left a path of ruined vegetation, as if oxen had 

freshly plowed the ground. Its passing over ground sounded like a rockslide. 

Its shiny, thick scales gleamed in the light, like some kind of fantastic armor. No weapon 

had ever pierced its body. The animal was bluish-green, like sea foam. Upon closer observation, 

he realized the scales were actually multi-colored. Each scale was slightly different in color 

ranging from aqua to almost purple. However, the monster’s breast and underside were a deep 

crimson. The animal’s breathing came in raspy rushes, like the blasts of the blacksmith’s forge. 

Its eyes glowed bright orange, serpent-like, and were larger than the man’s head. 

When he observed the return of the fearsome leviathan to this spot, the hunter had made 

his decision. He’d planned for this moment with the men if his tribe. They had picked the ground 

to make their stand and set the trap in which the hunter, himself, would be the leviathan’s bait. 

They’d prepared the ground, clearing obstacles from his planned path of flight while placing 



obstructions in the planned path of the beast. Reviewing his plan one final time, the hunter felt 

the thrill of the hunt rising in his breast. 

He crept toward the beast, using the large boulder that stood on the shore at its back to 

mask his approach. He’d waited until the creature’s head settled on top of the thick coils of its 

body. In one strong hand he held a large rock, and, in the other, his heavy flint-tipped spear. The 

hunter had sneaked in as close as possible. Now he could smell the scent of rotting seaweed 

exuding from the creature. The slight breeze from the sea kept the hunter’s scent from the 

leviathan.  

Taking a deep, calming breath, the hunter stepped into a small clearing behind the 

boulder and hurled the rock in a high arc into the shallow water at the water’s edge. It clacked 

loudly on other stones and splashed into the water, showering the flat rock and its deadly 

occupant. The leviathan’s head jerked aloft and spun, honing in on the unexpected sound. As it 

searched for the source of its nap’s interruption, the beast faced the direction the hunter wanted. 

Its attention focused on the muddy water near its perch. 

The hunter moved to the side of the boulder. The thick muscles of his right arm, shoulder, 

and chest rippled as he hurled his heavy spear with precision. As if drawn on a line, his spear 

plunged into the monster’s left eye.  

The wounded sea monster roared in pain, and tried to clutch the spear with a short 

foreleg. Its roars echoed off the hills as it whipped its huge head around in agony. For the first 

time in three generations, the hunter had struck a blow against his family’s deadly enemy. “Over 

here, worm,” the hunter taunted waving his arms at the angry beast. He raced away down the 

narrow path on the muddy bank.  

The enraged creature plowed, half-blinded, after its tormentor. The leviathan careened 

drunkenly in pain along the narrow path. The ground shook as the animal continued to scream its 

rage. Blood and gore poured from the angry beast’s ruined eye socket. Searing pain had blunted 

the creature’s natural wariness.  

The hunter was quick, and kept just out of reach of the wide, snapping jaws. The valley 

echoed with thunderous noise as the enormous creature smashed through the brush and trees. 

The falling trees groaned and crashed and the ground trembled with the passing of the enraged 

beast. The hunter found it difficult to keep his balance as he raced over the trembling earth at top 

speed. The hunter focused every ounce of his power into his pumping legs.  



Around the bend, the bank narrowed with a high ridge on the left and, to the right, a deep 

plunge into a bay which fed back to the sea. A wide crevice off to the left into the cliff wall led 

back to a dead-end with high banks on either side. The hunter raced into the crack in the cliff 

wall just wide enough for the huge creature. The hunter heard his feet slapping desperately on 

the damp clay soil as he fled. His burning lungs panted for air. Behind him the sound of a 

rockslide grew louder. Small avalanches of rocks and debris caved into the narrow ravine as the 

beast passed between the high banks. 

As fast as he was, the hunter steadily lost ground to the angry monster. He felt himself 

tiring quickly. Sweat flowed over his body with his desperate exertion. Ahead, he saw, through 

his trembling sight, the thick trunk of the fallen tree that blocked the way to a small, protected 

area in the end of the narrow ravine. The monster shouldered along the cliff on its blind side. Its 

massive weight shook the narrow canyon dislodging more rocks and soil from the high cliffs. 

Clouds of dust enveloped him as the leviathan closed the gap to its prey.  

The hunter intentionally slowed down to lure the beast further toward the dead-end. 

When the gap between the hunter and the beast closed, the creature seemed to sense its prey was 

tiring. The leviathan gave a deafening scream and lunged forward, stretched its long neck, and 

snapped at the hunter’s running feet.  

The running hunter felt the monster’s hot breath on the back of his legs a moment before 

something heavy crashed against him, thrusting him forward. A giant fang just missed 

imbedding itself in the hunter’s heel, bruising it badly. The hunter frantically stumbled the last 

few steps toward his refuge. The sudden numbness in his heel would soon turn to agonizing pain. 

In desperation, he dove headfirst between the thick branches of a fallen tree, narrowly 

avoiding a fatal snap of the angry creature’s jaws. Its foul breath reeked of rotting flesh and 

sulphur. From the relative protection of the far side of the tree trunk, the hunter turned, waved his 

arms, and hopped up and down while shouting taunts. He saw his spear still protruded from its 

bloody eye socket.  

The maddened beast gouged enormous bites from the tree as it tried to get at him. The 

jagged edges of branches broken by the beast’s attack protruded into the air between the creature 

and hunter like thick spears. The ground around them shook as the giant lunged and clawed 

furiously at the thick branches impeding its revenge. 



The creature reared back, filling its lungs. The hunter noted the strange flicker of light 

coming from within its ruby colored throat. The creature’s long forked tongue rolled back into its 

gaping maw. A fine mist spewed from the end of a fist-sized tube under its tongue. It pointed its 

massive head at the hunter who'd kept just beyond the reach of those snapping jaws. 

A blast of hot flame and a deafening roar surrounded the hunter. At the last second, he 

had ducked behind his thick shield in time to deflect most of the searing flames spouting from 

the monster’s gullet. The flames swirled around the crouching hunter and scorched the grass. The 

drying leaves of the felled tree burst into flame.  

He felt the skin blistering on his exposed shoulders, which were slightly wider than the 

oval shield. The shield started to blacken on his side as the leviathan’s searing flames blasted 

against it. He felt the scorching heat through the shield as he continued to hold it in place. The 

inside of his shield started to smoke and glow a dull red. Despite the searing pain in his shield 

arm, he knew he couldn't drop the shield. 

The leviathan whipped its maw from side to side and spewed fire over the tree trunk that 

blocked its path. After several long seconds, its thick, armored neck arched upward. The plume 

of flames from its mouth shot high into the air toward the hunter's men that huddled on the cliff 

above. They dove out of the way, narrowly avoiding immolation, as the last of the angry 

leviathan’s flames shot skyward. When the stream of fire finally abated, a cloud of smoke 

billowed from the leviathan’s nostrils.  

The hunter noticed the tree had burst into flames around him, and his stunned ears rang 

from the creature’s loud roar. Steam sizzled from the scorched shield, still glowing red with heat. 

He hastily slammed the shield face down on the moist grass to snuff out the flames from its 

pealing front.  

High above the leviathan and the hunter, ten men hurled rocks and dropped heavy limbs 

on the wounded beast from their position on the cliff. The hunter kept the creature focused on 

him while his friends attacked its back. Although a few of the thick scales flaked off with their 

attempts, they saw another layer of scales growing beneath. In its rage, the Leviathan ignored 

their puny attacks. Its long, forked tongue flicked out trying to sense the hunter, but the flames 

and smoke from the tree helped hide him from another attack. The creature vented its rage with 

another deafening roar.  



The great sea monster seemed oblivious to its peril even as the hunter’s men thrust 

against a huge boulder that teetered above its head with all their might. They pried against the 

boulder with stone-tipped spears to loosen it from the grip of the limestone cliff wall. Finally, all 

the men threw their weight against the rock in one enormous heave. The boulder budged, held 

for a moment, then the brittle limestone cliff beneath the boulder crumbled away and the stone 

plummeted into the canyon. The men scrambled back from the crumbling edge and shouted a 

last-second warning to the hunter below. He flung himself backwards, narrowly missing being 

crushed. 

The falling boulder slammed onto the leviathan’s wedge-shaped head and thrust its wide 

skull down against the trunk of the fallen tree. A thick, broken branch protruding upward from 

the smoking tree trunk, pierced the soft skin under the leviathan’s jaw, drove through its skull, 

and pierced its brain.  

With a long groan, the leviathan sagged into the muddy ravine floor. Its limbs still jerked. 

As if it struggled against the power of death itself, the leviathan's powerful body undulated 

around the narrow ravine setting off a series of tremors. 

There was a pause as the men waited warily for the creature’s next move unable to accept 

that they had won. The hunter noted the beast’s long red tongue protruded motionless from its 

wide jaws. Blood gushed from its reeking mouth. The leviathan’s powerful heart still pumped 

blood even after the creature’s death. 

With sigh of relief, the hunter pulled his heavy stone hatchet from his belt. After several 

powerful blows, he managed to break off one the beast’s huge fang-like fore teeth at the festering 

gum-line. The tooth was the biggest he’d ever seen, longer than two hand-lengths, and was still 

warm from the blast of the creature’s hot breath.  

The hunter scrambled carefully out of the tangle of charred tree branches and stood on 

the heavy stone over the leviathan's while steam from the beast’s last autonomic breaths curled 

around him. He raised his soot-blackened fist in victory at his hunting party who peered over the 

limestone cliff and shouted, “We’ve won, men.”  

His men cheered with a resounding roar of relief.  

The hunter jerked his spear from the leviathan’s ruined eye socket noting half of the 

brittle flint point had broken off. He discarded the broken weapon carelessly and limped back the 



way he’d come, carefully avoiding the still squirming body of the dead creature. His bruised heel 

throbbed painfully and limped away.  

The other hunters in his party caved in the high banks on both sides of the ravine over the 

beast’s carcass as he passed. Their cheers echoed down the ravine as they waved congratulations 

at him.  Normally, the hunters carved enough meat from the carcass of the kills for a feast of 

celebration, but their knives couldn’t penetrate the leviathan’s double rank of scales. 

The victorious hunting party returned to the village. His fellow hunters surrounded him 

with their praises for his speed and bravery. They pointed at the scorched skin on his shoulders 

and leggings. The hunter’s pretty mate stood smiling proudly with the people of the village 

holding his infant son.  

The village elder surrounded by the excited clan met the victorious hunting party. Noting 

the grizzly token of the hunter’s success, the leviathan’s tooth, the elder said in his ancient 

gravelly voice, “Another successful hunt, master hunter. You continue to bring great honor to 

our clan. What will you do with this, your greatest, of all trophies?” 

“I thought I’d mount it in our lodge,” the hunter said without thinking. Then he looked at 

his young wife who gave a disapproving shake of her blonde head. 

The hunter remembered she’d complained that he’d filled the lodge with so many 

trophies that there was no place for his son’s bed. He loved the boy, but he enjoyed sleeping with 

his wife too. Looking at the numerous large thunder-lizard teeth that garishly adorned his hut, he 

suddenly reconsidered.  

“I think I’ll make the leviathan’s tooth into a special weapon,” the hunter stated, thinking 

of a war axe. He watched his wife’s doubtful expression turn to a smile. He hugged her and 

whispered in her ear, “Perhaps it’s time I built another room on the lodge for my trophies.”  

She switched their son to her other arm and, hugging her husband, stretched up to kiss 

him on the mouth.   

The victorious hunters, along with the people of the village, wandered back to the day’s 

duties. The hunt was over, and the hunter had avenged his sires’ deaths. Tonight there would be a 

feast in celebration of the hunter’s success. In the exuberance of his success, the hunter absently 

noted the growing scarcity of the great beasts, and he sensed this hunt held a special significance.    

 

O N E  



 

Present day, somewhere in Turkey 

 

The world-renowned archeologist, Dr. Judith Walker, stood at the edge of a new dig site. 

A Turkish farmer had discovered a large fossilized bone protruding from the bank near the 

ancient streambed on his property. The farmer had called Bilkent University in Ankara for 

guidance in what to do. Dr. Maria Zimmer, the department chair, had commissioned her to 

investigate the old farmer’s claim and supervise the dig. 

Dr. Walker was in her late thirties. Gray streaked her brunette hair prematurely. She was 

about five-foot-six-inches tall, medium weight, with merry green eyes, in good physical shape, 

with a deep suntan. She wore a sweat-stained ball cap, comfortable khaki shorts, and a loose 

work shirt with plenty of handy pockets. She was a strong woman with a bright, smiling face.  

Dr. Walker identified the partially-buried, fossilized bone as a pelvic structure of some 

large creature, but, with a sense of growing excitement, she didn’t recognize the type. As she 

surveyed the position of the specimen and the condition of the undisturbed earth surrounding the 

remote site, she felt the chances were good that most of the fossil skeleton remained intact. 

Somehow, she sensed this dig would result in something extraordinary.  

Of course, she admitted to herself, every dig generated excitement for her like searching 

for treasure. She loved her work and still hoped to discover a hidden key that would unlock some 

clue to life in ancient times. However, as she gazed down at the exposed fossil of a bone the size 

of a bathtub, she sensed something more than the normal excitement and anticipation 

surrounding a dig, she turned and addressed her new dig team. “Well, here we are. This looks 

promising, doesn’t it?” Dr. Walker asked, pointing at the partially exposed fossil. 

Her assistants nodded and twittered with excitement. 

“Each of us knows what to do. We’ve months of hard work ahead, but I sense something 

special here. Something,” she paused, with hands outstretched over the ground and breathed 

excitedly, “. . . amazing.”  

Her new team of eager, young archeologists stood watching her silently. Dr. Walker’s 

strange attitude of reverence seemed to have a strong emotional impact on each of them. Even 

the most negative, became infused with her seeming boundless enthusiasm.  



The Turkish countryside bloomed in the late spring with wildflowers. Newly-leafed 

maple trees dropped their seedpods like miniature helicopters everywhere. The oak trees leaf 

buds had just begun to pop open exposing the baby leaves. An ancient, gnarled juniper tree clung 

oddly to the shear limestone wall high above the dig, as if there had been a cliff where it grew in 

the ages long past. The weather was cool, but comfortable. The spring rains had not overly 

delayed their progress. 

Dr. Walker’s team worked steadily at exposing the specimen from the pelvis toward the 

head. They soon discovered they were working on a previously uncatalogued specimen that 

appeared to be larger than the Tyrannosaurus Rex. However, the fossil didn’t possess the heavy 

leg bones of a bi-pedal dinosaur. The scientists enjoyed guessing what kind of beast they’d 

discovered. Most days some member or other shared a newly discovered fact about the 

mysterious ancient animal that they added to the growing mountain of clues related to the 

specimen. 

The team speculated that this animal had moved on four legs. Yet it appeared to have the 

bone structure of a great serpent with its long body and tail. However, it had relatively short leg 

bones, only as long as a tall man, which seemed to be made for speed and power similar to the 

alligator. The mysterious long slender bones along the spine could only be some kind of fins or 

even vestigial wings. If wings, however, the archeologists agreed, they could never support the 

estimated twenty tons of the animal in flight. 

During the infrequent breaks for inclement weather, the archeologists searched fruitlessly 

through the fossil records for any similar specimen. Their inquiries spread across the community 

of Dr. Walker’s peers like wildfire. The internet seemed to radiate with the news of her find. She 

graciously turned down offers of archeologists who wished to gain some level of recognition 

from their attachment to the historic dig.  

The dig progressed slowly but steadily. The work on a fossil of this size and importance 

required careful attention to details. When their excavation neared the head of the specimen, her 

team disappointedly discovered a boulder, weighing several tons, blocked access to the skull 

buried underneath like a fortress. Dr. Walker and her eleven associates gaped into the shallow 

excavation that had exposed a roughly flat-topped boulder the size of a large table. Unearthing 

the boulder had effectively quenched the scientists’ childlike enthusiasm of day-to-day 

discoveries.    



The next morning Dr. Walker found that she dreaded getting out of her uncomfortable 

canvas cot for the first time since the project began. She had no clue of how to resolve the 

problem of the boulder. She and her team of academics had no way to remove the heavy stone. 

She only hoped that the scientific community would not permit such a promising project to end 

so dismally. Surely some help would be forthcoming. 

Even though she was late getting to the modest pavilion that they used as a mess tent, she 

was still the first of the team to arrive for breakfast. Clearly, the bad news had taken a toll on her 

team's morale as well. Stirring her steaming morning tea, she gathered her courage for the work 

ahead. She had to believe a solution would present itself.  

She straightened her shoulders back, and set her jaw. Failure was not an option. They 

would proceed with the myriad details for exposing and documenting the remainder of the fossil 

while she worked out how to get the boulder off the specimen. Hopefully, she thought, without 

crushing its skull. She finished her tea as the rest of her team drifted in for breakfast. They’d 

already lost an hour of precious daylight with the late start. 

Dr. Walker watched as her team of archeologists gathered sullenly in the mess tent. She 

rinsed out her empty teacup, hung it by its handle in the small cupboard, wiped her hands on her 

khaki shorts, and stated emphatically, “Today, we continue uncovering the specimen. We won’t 

let our set back from yesterday slow us down.” 

“But how are we going to lift that huge boulder of our specimen, Dr. Walker?" Her 

assistant, Asli, asked. Asli was a dark-eyed Turkish beauty. She was taller than Dr. Walker. Her 

dusky skin reflected her long hours of working in the sun. 

“I'm not sure, but we'll work out something, my dear. I’ll call Bilkent today to see if we 

can get some help. In the meantime, we’ve got the world’s first fossil of its kind to uncover. 

There’s plenty left to do around the rest of the specimen,” Dr. Walker stated excitedly. “Grab 

your canteens and digging tools. This animal’s been waiting a long time for us.” 

The archeologists nodded to each other and moved out of the pavilion with far more 

purpose than when they’d arrived. 

While Dr. Walker tried to determine how to remove the heavy boulder without destroying 

the precious skull, they proceeded with the tedious job of clearing the soil from the fossilized 

bones of the specimen. The archeologists excavation had revealed a long, undulating bone 

structure as they meticulously removed the hard-packed earth around the bones. Over fifteen 



meters of the specimen lay exposed in the bright Turkish sun that looked like a children’s 

schoolyard play-set. 

She studied the skeleton where it disappeared under the mound of earth that supported the 

huge boulder. She listened to the gentle tapping of hammers, and the swish of shovels as her 

team worked on. She noticed the chatter and chirps of the birds in the surrounding trees that 

sounded as if they, too, discussed the dig’s progress.  

Dr. Walker's worried that the project might be truly doomed when, later that day, she 

called the Bilkent Department of Archeology to report the problem with the boulder. Dr. 

Zimmer, the department's head and her longtime colleague apologized profusely, but the 

magnitude of the dig had already stretched the department’s limited budget. 

Trying to remain positive, she had brainstormed the problem with her team. However, 

without engineers and heavy equipment, they offered little help. She was loath to risk what she 

considered the key to her newly discovered specimen, its skull. Without the skull, it was 

impossible to provide a complete evaluation of the huge, prehistoric animal. 

Just when things seemed they couldn't get any worse, a TBC news crew rumbled up in 

their sparkling new van. The vivacious young news reporter listened to Dr. Walker as she tried to 

portray an enthusiasm that she didn't feel about the project. She felt like a someone who tried to 

keep up a brave face for a loved-one who'd been given bad news at a hospital.  

After the emotion sapping interview, she needed to be alone. She wandered away from 

the site, found a tree, and slumped down against the gnarled roots at the base of the trunk. She 

felt like crying, but that wasn't her way. It took an enormous amount of energy to lead a team of 

students, keeping them engaged. Now that the project faced a challenge beyond her resources, 

she felt deflated.  

She rested for a while and watched the birds that flew to and from a nest high up in the 

tree above her. She heard the insistent cheeping of the baby birds while the parents searched the 

surrounding meadow for bugs. The birds never stopped. They never quit.  

She realized she was pouting. There was still plenty to do. She was sure an answer would 

present itself. Just because she didn't see it now, didn't mean she should quit. Dr. Walker walked 

back to the dig, picked up her brush and hand spade, and continued the boring, arduous work of 

releasing the huge fossil from a millennia of dirt. 

 



T W O  

 

President Keran, of the Republic of Turkey, listened to the exciting news report of the 

archeological find near an obscure village within his country over his morning bacon and eggs. 

He was a short, fit man with steel gray hair and eyes. He was clean-shaven and wore a blue suit. 

He watched as the media reported the dig’s latest problem with the boulder. There were shots of 

students working along the length of what looked like a giant snake skeleton. 

The TV news reporter, a young woman dressed in cargo shorts with a khaki shirt and 

fedora, said, “Near a remote farming community in Turkey, history is being made today. Dr. 

Judith Walker and her team of archeologists from Bilkent University in Ankara are nearing their 

goal of uncovering a completely new specimen. As you can see behind me, they have uncovered 

over fifteen meters of the specimen and still more remains hidden.”  

The picture panned from the tail forward, and showed the gradually increasing size of the 

bones. The rings of the ribs and backbones connected to form a cage large enough for most of 

the students to stand erect within them. The bone structure widened slightly at the hips and its 

width almost doubled at the chest. Long sweeping bones lay along the spine. The fore and rear 

leg bones attached at the hips and shoulders.  The curving neck bones gradually reduced in size 

disappearing under the remaining mound of hard-packed earth that supported the boulder. 

The report continued, “However, the historic discovery has hit its first major snag. The 

skull of the specimen seems to be buried under several tons of rock.” The camera zoomed in on 

the team of workers gathered around a huge boulder at the far end of the line of exposed white 

bones. The reporter continued, “Archeologists consider finding the skull intact a critical element 

to the project’s success in identifying the new specimen. 

“Sources within the University indicate funding for the project is limited, raising the 

question as to whether they will be able to find a solution. This is Vera Frank, TBC News.” The 

pretty, young brunette reporter smiled at the camera.  

When the reporter ended the segment, he switched off the TV. The President reread the e-

mail he’d just received from a close friend and major campaign contributor who had indicated he 

would consider any assistance the president might give the project as a personal favor. The e-

mail was signed simply, “M.” The President knew that if M was interested, then surely the 



remote dig must have enormous potential. He quickly decided that he would take a more direct 

interest in the project.  

Keran, a consummate politician, understood the value of the media attention. He’d also 

seen how a major archeological find had generated sudden interest in an area by other scientific 

teams and curiosity seekers who provided the much needed influx of cash his country always 

needed. He called the head of the Turkish Army suggesting they provide engineers to assist the 

immanent Dr. Walker as she unearthed what could be the major find of the decade.  

 

Dr. Walker puffed a perspiration-soaked strand of hair from her eyes as she meticulously 

brushed away the hard-packed dirt between two ribs so that she could remove it with a hand 

spade. The bleached-white ribs stood about a forty centimeters apart and over two meters high. 

She’d tried to keep her mind on the tedious work of unearthing the specimen, but the exposed 

boulder covering its skull seemed to mock her like a faceless adversary.  

There was little wind in the protected valley where the dig stretched in the warm Turkish 

summer sun. The sun had moved past her crumpled red umbrella making her unprotected flesh 

sizzle. She brushed a pesky fly away from her tender forearm and felt the searing heat in her 

skin. Everything seemed to irritate her today. 

With a groan, she levered her dirt-stained knees out of the clay to a squat, then stood to 

re-arrange her umbrella for cover from the blazing mid-day sun. Giving her stiff knees and back 

a rest, she gazed around the dig and the surrounding quiet valley. Most of the team worked 

individually along the length of the specimen. She could hear the muted shuffle of brushes and 

hand spades. Occasionally, someone got up to empty a rusty wheelbarrow of discarded soil onto 

the growing pile away from the dig. 

As Dr. Walker stood massaging the crook in her back, she heard the distinct sound of an 

engine in the distance. With a quick shake of her head, she corrected the thought, no, engines. 

The sound grew appreciably. They were going to have visitors. She thought for moment. She 

hoped it wasn't more news crews.  

After further consideration, Dr. Walker alarmingly realized she didn’t know what day it 

was either. Time moved slowly at a dig site, she thought as she leaned on the millennia old fossil 

with a deeply tanned hand. She reflected on how long the specimen had waited for discovery.  



Several camo-colored Armored Personnel Carriers, or APC’s, arrived at the dig with a 

semi-flatbed trailer carrying a heavy tracked loader, and a tracked heavy-equipment mover fitted 

with a boom for lifting heavy repair parts for army tanks.  

A man in uniform leaped out of his command car energetically, and grinned as he 

marched toward Dr. Walker. The Turkish Army officer in command was a short, black-haired, 

and barrel-chested man with an enormous voice and a smiling face. 

The dig team stopped working and watched as the Turkish military pulled into their 

peaceful dig site like an invading force.  

“Dr. Walker, so good to finally meet you. I am Major Abdullah from the Turkish Army 

Corp of Engineers,” Major Abdullah said excitedly. “President Keran has ordered me to assist 

you with your problem.” 

“Problem?” she asked in stunned surprise, amazed at the sudden appearance of a military 

unit in the obscure Turkish countryside. 

The stout little major looked around, the bright sunlight reflecting off his gold-rimmed 

sunglasses. “Ah, yes, there it is,” he stated as if he’d discovered a new source of fuel. He pointed 

a stubby finger at the boulder that lay at the unexcavated end of the exposed bones. “I realize 

you'll want my men to be careful not to disturb your precious fossil, so if you’ll just tell me what 

you want, my men and I will be happy to assist in your historic efforts. By the way, Dr. Zimmer 

sends her warmest regards.” 

Ten semi trucks, pulling camouflaged trailers, rumbled across the field toward the dig 

site. “Excellent,” Major Abdullah exclaimed. “My equipment and our quarters have arrived. The 

President asked me to bring along quarters for you and your team, doctor. My satellite survey of 

your site indicated we should have a pleasant camp site along the stream under the trees over 

there,” he said, pointing to an idyllic location. 

Dr. Walker nodded as if in a daze. 

By the end of the day, Major Abdullah and part of his team of engineers had cut a new 

road out to the main highway while others had taken a number of measurements around the 

boulder. They stood in the air-conditioned command trailer looking at pictures of the boulder 

while they discussed their options.  

Dr. Walker looked out the command trailer's window to see the dig site bathed in bright 

spotlights brought by the military. She’d been amazed at the swift action of Major Abdullah’s 



team. In her profession, she measured a dig’s progression in centimeters and years. They’d set up 

a comfortable campsite, cut out a crude road, and helped her students move from their pitiful 

tents into air-conditioned barracks trailers in a few short hours.  

“Major Abdullah, permit me to thank you and your team for your assistance. I’m not used 

to people arriving to grant assistance with our boring, meticulous work. So I hope you’ll forgive 

me if I ask you to make sure your team is careful not to do anything that might damage our 

specimen.” she said with a worried smile. 

“You may treat my men as if they were your own, ma'am. We’re here to assist you, not 

make problems.” He offered a reassuring smile.  

“I just can’t think how you’ll get that huge whatever-you-call-it--” she said pointing at 

the daunting piece of tracked equipment. 

“Tracked Logistical Carrier or TLC,” Major Abdullah filled in patiently, looking at the 

heavy, tracked vehicle fitted with a boom and hook for lifting large objects. 

“Exactly, how can you get your TCL,” she misquoted, “close to our specimen without 

destroying the rest of the dig?” Dr. Walker looked worriedly at the wide rubber tracks that tore 

up the turf each time the TLC pivoted. 

Major Abdullah grinned assuringly, turned to a young engineer, and nodded for his 

assistant to explain.  

The younger man unrolled a drawing on the table for everyone to review. “This is our 

equipment setup plan for removing the boulder, ma’am,” he explained as they looked at a recent 

satellite picture of the area with a sketch locating the Army’s equipment.  

“We’ve given some thought to the problem of keeping the earth around the specimen 

from being disturbed. We’ve faced similar issues when we were working in soggy soil, and 

wanted to keep the collateral damage to a minimum.  

“We’ve brought along a number of sheets of heavy plywood. We’ll lay the plywood over 

the area around the stone before we move the equipment in. After we rig the boulder for 

removal, we’ll lift it with the TLC and remove it with the tracked loader. We feel it would be 

best if you provided us with a few team members to help our people remove the boulder without 

destroying anything valuable. Now here’s our plan--” 

The young lieutenant showed how they planned to hand-excavate around the boulder to 

place the straps for lifting it underneath. 



 

With renewed enthusiasm, the archeologists and the army engineers spent the next few 

days laying out the plywood work platform and setting up the equipment. Teams worked on both 

sides of the boulder meticulously hand-digging troughs for the wide lifting straps under huge 

rock. On the afternoon of the third day, they placed the straps under the stone. They bound those 

straps around the boulder, holding it like a sling.  

When everything was ready, the powerful TLC’s motor roared, sending a plume of black 

diesel smoke into the air as it slowly lifted the heavy stone from its resting place.  

As the boulder inched upwards, Dr. Walker watched nervously. The thick, flat straps 

supporting the boulder groaned under the tremendous strain. Dr. Walker worried that something 

would break and they’d lose everything at this last critical moment. She had no doubt the army 

engineers meant well, but they couldn’t possibly appreciate how important this was to her, her 

team, and the world. Before they moved it clear of the dig site, a few archeologists carefully 

cleaned the dirt clinging to its rough surface.  

The scientists photographed a series of deep scratches in the boulder’s base below the dirt 

line. At first, Major Abdullah thought his men had marred its surface, but one of the 

archeologists explained the scratches were ages old. Major Abdullah relaxed, finding the process 

fascinating.  

With the obstructing boulder moving across the field on the loader for later study, the 

archeologists congregated around the fresh hole it had left in the earth like a vacant tooth socket. 

The teams murmured excitedly when they saw the white, fossilized, and undamaged skull bones 

in the bottom of the hole. 

They took a break and shared a quick victory celebration of tea and cookies. However, 

they were too excited to delay further efforts. The archeologists congregated to remove the 

mound of remaining earth covering the specimen’s skull. The engineers eagerly volunteered to 

help. Soon, there were diggers, dirt-sifters, and wheelbarrow movers removing the earth around 

the precious skull.  

They worked steadily and efficiently, but kept to their strict protocols for searching for 

artifacts and protecting the fossil. The excitement of getting to the hidden specimen’s skull 

helped the teams forget about the brutally boring work.  



After the engineers removed the equipment and plywood, the mound of earth where the 

stone had lain shrank. She watched as the white fossilized bones of the skull were slowly 

exposed. The specimen’s massive skull remained amazingly in tact.  

The mysterious creature's skull was wedge-shaped. It was almost three meters long, two-

and-a-half meters wide just behind the eye sockets, and a meter-and-a-half in height. Long, fang-

like teeth ringed the huge jaws. 

The two teams cleared away the loose dirt and discovered a thick, petrified branch from 

the tree lying beneath the skull had penetrated through the skull into the brain cavity like a 

massive spear. They determined that the heavy branch had impaled the creature's brain. It had 

fortunately supported boulder and kept it from crushing the massive skull, at least until the head 

had been further supported by burial. The beast's quick burial introduced another element of 

mystery for them to unravel. 

Dr. Walker noted the petrified tree trunk under the skull, and thought about the incredible 

odds that the creature’s head happened to be poised over the broken branch at the exact moment 

when the heavy boulder had dropped onto its head.  

Looking up, she studied the low cliff with the scrubby tree hanging on by its roots above 

the dig site. She reasoned the cliff must’ve been much taller when the beast had died. The 

boulder must have plunged from a significant height in order to thrust the huge branch through 

the animal's skull. She wondered just how much the area had changed in the millennia since the 

giant beast had roamed the earth. 

The archeologists and Turkish Army engineers worked together in anticipation of 

successfully uncovering the complete skeleton before the summer term ended. The day finally 

came when they completely revealed the fossilized bones. Now the archeologists’ research work 

began in earnest. The site was mapped and videographed. They carefully documented each item. 

Dr. Walker's team continued the rigorous search for more clues, and they uncovered a 

bed of limestone under the specimen. She determined that an old clay bog had fossilized over the 

eons since the creature’s death and burial. Then, Dr. Walker noticed the creature’s footprints in 

the fossilized bed beneath the dig. She waved her team to her excitedly.  

“Hey, look at this,” she called, as she brushed the dirt of millennia from massive imprint 

of the creature’s foot. The original clay imprint had somehow filled with the limestone of the 



cliff wall. Several students grabbed their brushes and swept the dirt from the meter-long 

impression.  

As they cleared the dirt from the side of the footprint closest to the specimen, they 

discovered the imprint of the creature’s body also lay beneath the bones. Someone else said 

excitedly, “Look, there’s more underneath.” The whole team was soon kneeling excitedly in the 

dirt along the specimen sweeping the dirt from the hard limestone bed beneath. A pattern of 

scales emerged from the loose dirt like the imprint of an oddly laid tile floor.   

She and her team had discovered an undocumented dinosaur along with a clear imprint of 

the ventral side of its body. The area where its huge undulating carcass rested against the narrow 

valley wall had left a clear impression of the animal’s side. Knowing that they had the possibility 

of finding an impression of the animal’s outer skin, the team proceeded slowly, taking care not to 

destroy any of their precious evidence.  

 

Later, an Army semi arrived carrying a huge roll of camouflage canvass, stacks of poles, 

and reels of heavy rope. The teams erected what looked like a one-ring circus tent. Several dump 

trucks arrived with fresh sawdust they spread over the circus tent floor. They carried the dig’s 

specimens into the tent to prepare them for shipment back to Bilkent University.  

In the new tent, the casting team worked to preserve the fossils. They catalogued, then 

covered the fossils for protection, and packed them for shipment. Eventually, the team planned to 

reassemble the specimen for further study. The exposed imprint of the specimen was carefully 

protected as they removed the fossilized skeleton. The archeologists meticulously cleaned and 

digitally recorded the imprint of the specimen’s final resting place using a grid technique. 

Photographs of the find and its imprint circulated around the world via the internet, and 

archeologists worldwide discussed the implications of the find.  

 

The Turkish government had asked for assistance in recovering the complete imprint in 

the canyon floor bed. Soon scientists and engineers from around the world worked with Dr. 

Walker’s team and the Turkish Army Corp to carefully cut the limestone imprint into moveable 

slabs and transport them back for study and display.  

One day, Dr. Walker heard a loud argument and came to see what was happening. An 

agitated engineer pointed to a strange mark in the undisturbed fossilized area next to the beast’s 



imprint. However, an archeologist waved at his remarks dismissively. When she neared the 

crowd, she noted the argument was between one of the German engineers and a visiting 

archeologist who had volunteered to help with the massive job of preparing the impression for 

removal. 

“It is simply not possible,” exclaimed the obnoxious British archeologist, a self-

proclaimed expert named Sir Robert Bottoms. He had been the only bad addition to Dr. Walker’s 

team. The balding, middle-aged man wore a pinched expression of haughtiness. 

“You are an incompetent fool, Bottoms,” shouted the German engineer named Franz in 

his thick English accent. He was a tiny, quick-witted man with sharp, dark eyes who’d been 

highly successful in developing the process for removing the blocks of impression with minimal 

disturbance of the precious surface. She held Franz’ work in high esteem, but she’d met with 

constant arguments from Bottoms. The Britisher seemed to have some hidden agenda for taking 

over the dig site. 

“What is it, Franz?” she asked consolingly, looking at Bottoms with exasperation. 

Franz stated firmly, “This is a human foot print, Dr. Walker. Right here beside the 

impression of the creature. My men were cleaning the area in order to perform the saw cuts. 

Seeing that this may be important to you, we moved our cut further along, but we found another 

one there, too.” Franz gesticulated to illustrate his actions.  

“Then this idiot interfered and said it was not possible to be a footprint,” Franz continued. 

The German pointed his thumb over his shoulder disgustedly at Bottoms and tried to mimic 

Bottom’s snooty attitude. “He stated that this creature existed and died many millions of years 

prior to the evolution of man.”  

Franz turned to speak to her, “I may not know about that, but I can tell a man’s running 

footprint when I see it, doctor. I say this creature was chasing the man. I would run too, if this 

thing was after me,” Franz stated emphatically. She heard several snickers from the crowd that 

had gathered. 

“The man may be an average engineer, but he knows nothing of the science of evolution 

and archeology.” Bottoms interrupted with superiority. 

“Science,” Franz countered loudly, “does not deny the facts, Bob.”  

Sir Robert detested anyone using anything but his title, and Franz knew it. The little 

engineer continued angrily, “I have another flash for the scientific archeological community. 



That same man walked away, look!” He knelt suddenly and swept the dirt from an area beside 

the first footprint with his thick fingers, and there appeared another set of footprints facing the 

opposite direction, toward the creature’s tail, but much closer together. 

Bottoms sputtered as everyone looked, and kept muttering, “Impossible.”  

She looked at the area of the imprint Franz had indicated. In the ancient mire that encased 

the beast, a man had run. The bare footprint clearly indicated a deeper impression on the ball of 

the foot indicating the man was running. The obvious deduction was that the beast had chased 

the man.  

Even more impressive was another impression of the same foot traveling in the opposite 

direction. The imprint clearly showed the complete outline of the footprint, indicating the man 

was walking as he returned. Her team searched the area carefully for more evidence of 

footprints, and they discovered the trail of footprints in both directions along the length of the 

beast's imprint, all made by the same man. 

Dr. Walker and her team praised Franz for his careful observation, and discovery of 

another clue to what had happened to their specimen so long ago. 

Bottoms’ loss of face and credibility was too much, and, within the hour, he’d left the dig 

in a huff, much to everyone’s relief. 

 

On a rainy day, the teams took time to update their notes. They cleaned and made 

reparations to their gear. Dr. Walker sat with the various team leads sipping strong Turkish 

coffee. The air was moist and cool as the first vestiges of autumn arrived. The summer had been 

hot and dry. The grass had turned brown long ago. The big tent leaked in a few places, but the 

moistened sawdust that covered the floor smelled sweet.  

She mused about the historic nature of the discovery. She wondered how the new 

information would affect her professional peers. Then she considered how she felt about the new 

data. The facts clearly indicated that her long-term beliefs were patently wrong. If so, then much 

of the basis for her professional knowledge was also flawed. She couldn’t understand how 

everyone she knew and respected could be so mistaken. In the end, she decided to wait to make 

her final determination until they’d completed their research.  

Dr. Walker had studied the latest evolutionary timeline. It now stretched billions of years 

to give the process the time it needed to make any sense. The extinction of the dinosaurs ended 



millions of years before Homo sapiens. She felt the evolutionary timeline seemed like an 

extremely long story to which archeologists and geologists discovered a single unnumbered page 

from time to time.  

She glanced over her shoulder at the dig that now stretched almost one-hundred meters to  

include the limestone bedrock imprint. She guessed that after her discovery, her peers would toss 

a number of the old story’s pages into the wastebasket. The history of life on the earth was about 

to become a lot shorter. 

Dr. Walker considered that one problem she had with evolutionary theory was that 

scientists constantly juggled the timeline and reshuffled the events as if it were a cosmic deck of 

cards. This lack of a firm timeline she liked the least about her field of science. She understood 

the process, but she somehow felt that true science did not require this constant rewriting of the 

facts.  

The fields of geology and archeology were constantly revising the facts. When she spoke 

to her colleagues in physics and mathematics, they never had to revise the universal constants by 

which all their Laws depended. She wondered how could they have Laws, and she felt like she 

had a deck of Tarot cards?     

One of the last notable discoveries at the site was a long, straight item embedded in the 

ancient fossilized mud. It was a hand-made spear with most of its flint tip broken off. They had 

almost missed it, but the dark flint tip contrasted with the whitish limestone. It had taken another 

day to recover the amazing spear. Its presence only generated more questions about the 

circumstances surrounding the death of the animal.  

 

When Dr. Walker’s team left the dig at the end of the summer for their newly-built lab at 

Bilkent University – courtesy of the Turkish government, she had more questions than answers.  

The strange beast was unlike anything known to science. The track seemed to be the 

imprint of the animal, her studies would soon verify that question, but it also showed webbing 

between the long toes and sharp talons at the end. The webbed feet indicated a water creature. 

The heavy dorsal and ventral structure was more like a huge alligator. However, the elongated 

abdomen and tail, well over eighteen meters long was certainly serpentine in nature.  

The artists on the team had attempted sketches of the animal, but they all seemed to 

arrive at an animal that looked like it came from a children's fairy tale. 



As Dr. Walker reflected on the summer's accomplishment, she realized that she couldn't 

have accomplished all of this on her own. Then a strange word popped into mind. . . miracle. It 

had been a long time since had she believed in miracles. She shivered with goose bumps, and the 

thought refused to leave. She didn’t understand where all her wonderful support had come from, 

but she was glad.   

 

T H R E E  

 

Elsewhere. . . 

 

The World Media Service reported, “Today in a remote area in Turkey, history is being 

made.” The picture switched to the various scenes as the commentator continued. “Archeologists 

from Bilkent University in Ankara uncovered a formerly undocumented dinosaur. Initial reports 

are that the fossilized bones are intact and a fossilized bed beneath the specimen contains an 

imprint of the creature’s body. The new dinosaur is a type of giant sea serpent.  

The renowned archeologist, Dr. Judith Walker, considered one of the finest in the field, 

directs the historic dig. Rumors state this find may revolutionize our understanding of the earth’s 

history. Dr. Walker’s research team continues to study the flood of scientific data from the site. 

 “Other sources state any reports from the project are premature, and the science of 

archeology and evolution are firmly established facts that will certainly be supported by any 

discovery. 

“The scientific world awaits further developments with great expectation.” 

 

A short man with a medium build and jet-black hair slicked back over his round skull, sat 

in a plush red leather arm chair in the deep shadow of his luxuriously appointed sitting room in 

the private club in Baden, Austria. His dark, almost black eyes and thin black mustache over his 

slightly down-turned mouth made him appear as if he smelled something unsavory. He was 

dressed in a perfectly tailored black, three-piece suit. Although attractive, he had an oddly 

serpent-like face. This concept was further strengthened by the tiny ears that lay flat against his 

skull and the twin port wine stain birthmarks in line with either side of his large mouth.  



Thick clouds of aromatic cigar smoke enveloped him as he said in a high nasal tone, 

“This new archeological discovery in Turkey bears watching. What do we know about it?” 

“The fossil is unlike any other, milord. The security at the dig site was tight with 

elements of the Turkish Army providing support,” his servant offered.  

“Turkish Army, that’s a contradiction in terms,” the unknown speaker snorted scornfully. 

His servant didn’t choose to respond, but continued, “Now the project has moved to the 

University of Bilkent. Dr. Judith Walker is still in charge of the project. She has a reputation for 

excellent results, and doesn’t stay within our normally recommended parameters. Rumors 

suggest the specimen was in excellent shape with a number of anomalous findings that disagree 

with our carefully developed historical scheme.” 

“‘Anomalous findings?’ That sounds ominous. What sort of ‘anomalous findings?’” the 

smoker asked, flicking the ash from his expensive cigar into a nearby silver ashtray. 

“Preliminary reports indicate evidence of human interaction with the specimen,” the 

servant reported cautiously. 

“What? Did the beast eat some unlucky fool?” the smoker asked, grinning at his joke. 

“Not at all, sire, it seems the beast was victim of a successful hunt by a man,” the servant, 

stepping back as if to avoid any tantrum from his master. 

The smoker sat forward suddenly alert. “Impossible! It must be one of the smaller 

specimens,” he conjectured hopefully. 

“I’m sorry, milord, but the specimen is considered equal to or greater than Tyrannosaurus 

Rex, except it is reported to be a sea creature.” The man kept his eyes averted. 

His master eyed him suspiciously. “I need more information. We must take care to 

control any media coverage from the project. Make sure our contacts within the media are given 

the standard disclaimers downplaying any statements from the research team. Let’s perform in-

depth background checks on all the project’s team members. I want to know who is vulnerable to 

threat and who will respond to our generosity. The Society has worked too hard for something 

like this to upset our agenda. We’ve almost captured the complete educational and scientific 

sectors, while painting our detractors as religious nuts.”  

The servant smiled, and cooed, “Our efforts are bearing fruit, milord Cain. I will see to it 

immediately.” 



“On another note, how is our project with the Abbey of Saint-Riquier in France 

proceeding?” 

The servant ducked his head, frowned, and said, “Up until recently, our efforts to remove 

the offending documents from the library have gone unnoticed. The Abbey seems to be unaware 

of the value of the rare documents’ content, being more interested in maintaining their condition 

than the information they contain.” 

“To be fair,” the smoker noted, “the obscure dialects in most of the books make 

translation extremely difficult, only our agents’ long relationship with the actual historical 

events, enable them to distinguish the noteworthy from the worthless. However, you stated ‘up 

until recently.’ Is there a problem?” The smoker frowned at the growing string of reversals of 

fortune. 

“Our delivery from the Abbey is overdue. We’ve stashed the stolen materials quietly over 

the past year, and we’re in the final preparations for removing them. I expect to hear from our 

agent at Hinterbruhl, Austria anytime.” 

“I suggest we send someone to find out the truth.” 

“At once, Lord Cain,” the man said, hustling out of the room. 

 

The picturesque Abbey of Saint-Riquier, located five kilometers northeast of Abbeville in 

Picardie, France, was built around 625 A.D. It originally held one of the few ancient libraries to 

survive the Dark Ages. Now, a busy tourist center within the French countryside, the library 

remained a secret in the vaults beneath the flamboyant gothic buildings of the Abbey. 

The new curator of the library scanned down a list of its precious tomes from his secret 

handler on his PDA. This would be the final installment of the order required by his masters at 

the Tanniyn Society. He remembered how they’d taught him to pronounce it Tanneen.  

The Tanniyn Society had provided the curator with an exhaustive catalogue of the 

Abbey's priceless incunabulum, or early, hand-printed books. The Society selected a list of 

documents whose contents threatened its agenda to establish the origin of the universe and 

humanity.  

Personally, the curator couldn’t see the value of taking such risks, because no one ever 

read the ancient books. However, his masters claimed they had effectively controlled the 

knowledge of the ancients for thousands of years using this method. They reminded him of his 



excellent salary compensation, and the fact that they permitted him to retain the salary from the 

Abbey while continuing to collect his pay from them. The greedy librarian followed their orders 

without question. 

The secret crypt beneath the Abbey held a number of volumes written prior to the Eighth 

Century. The curator lifted a rare scroll from its storage rack. He checked its catalog number 

against his list. Looking inside its high-tech plastic protection tube, he saw the golden-glazed 

ceramic scroll case resting on its foam supports. He slid it into the carrying bag with another 

large tome carefully enclosed within its protective binding.  

The curator had looked at the markings of the scroll when he’d first received the list of 

acquisitions. In all of his previous pilferages of ancient manuscripts and books for his masters, 

they’d never included a scroll. The images on the scroll were pictographs reminiscent of many of 

the earliest writings. However, they were unique in the experience of the little thief. The style 

was not crude, but written with great care and skill on a media made from an unknown plant. The 

scroll remained un-translated, but had passed from keeper to keeper down through the ages.  

On the small part of the manuscript the curator had seen, the only obvious pictograph was 

the prominent vertical spear that appeared at the right of the first section. The spear was not a 

typical pictograph, but a carefully drawn image of a spear with a very long handle. The label on 

the high-tech case holding the ancient scroll read, The Spear Scroll, and the research team 

speculated it to be antediluvian. The curator smirked at the story, he didn’t believe in Noah’s 

Flood anymore than he believed in any other fairy tale. If there had been a universal flood, no 

scroll could have possibly survived, unless it was on the Ark. He chuckled as he rejected the 

preposterous thought. 

The curator's masters in the Tanniyn Society had firmly established that the earliest 

writing began long after the purported time of Noah’s Ark about 2304 B.C. As he calculated the 

time interval, he speculated that if the Spear Scroll was written prior to the rumored Genesis 

Flood, it would mean it was more than 4300 years old. Ridiculous! The little curator shook his 

head as he shuffled and puffed his way through the ancient crypt gathering the last few items for 

the list before the shipment.  

The Abbey’s stone crypt contained the latest technology in maintaining the environment 

for keeping the precious volumes safe. As he left the areas, the dim foot lights switched off 

automatically, and the security gates dropped like portcullises in front of the vault doors that 



separated the sections. The little man had the eerie feeling someone was watching as he roamed 

the area. He laughed to himself at his fears. The naive monks who tended the Abbey library 

didn't have a clue. 

 

Gabriel Hawk watched the bookish little man as he shuffled through the library in the 

Abbey of Saint-Riquier carrying the heavy tomes from a hidden storage unit to a sealed travel 

container. Hawk’s hidden security cameras had observed the chubby little man for several 

months. The Abbey had asked Hawk’s firm, the Foundation, for assistance with what they 

considered a serious problem with their rare books. They were concerned that someone inside 

the library was stealing the books for sale to private collectors. 

Wanting to minimize the negative press, the Abbey contacted the Foundation who had a 

reputation for finding unusual solutions to such matters while maintaining absolute secrecy. 

Some of the volumes had been part of the library for centuries, since the Dark Ages.  

A new curator had joined the Abbey recently with an impeccable reputation who had 

aided in the cataloguing of the ancient tomes. He offered an outside firm’s expert resources for 

the care and restoration of the books at an incredible savings. Convincing the Abbey to permit 

him to restore the books off-site, he’d sacked the library’s elderly restoration team when they 

complained. However, after he’d shipped several dozen books away for restoration, and none 

returned, the Abbey became suspicious.  

Hawk had heard the story, amazed at the gullibility of Abbey’s board of regents. He had 

waited patiently until the curator had another shipment ready, in hopes of tracking the thefts back 

to their source. The curator had scheduled another load of ancient tomes today for shipment to 

the “restorers.”  

The chubby curator sweated and puffed his way up the dusty narrow stone stairs from the 

secret library, through the flamboyant gothic style cathedral to the humble loading dock hidden 

behind the church. Hawk directed security to maintain a tail on the curator at all times as he left 

to follow the special courier’s panel truck that transported the crates to their destination.  

Gabriel Hawk stood five-feet-eleven inches tall and looked to be in his late thirties. His 

brown hair grayed prematurely. He had dark brown eyes. The Foundation had recruited Hawk 

out of Central Intelligence Organization after ten years of exemplary service. One of Hawk’s 



greatest assets was his ability to blend into his surroundings, and to turn virtually anything into a 

lethal weapon. He’d seldom seen another Foundation agent except his partner, Ariel Myst. 

Ariel was a small, but attractive African-American woman who looked to be in her late 

twenties and stood five-foot tall in her bare feet. However, most of the time she wore spiked 

heels, unless she was on assignment, like now. Ariel’s specialty, like Hawk’s, was counter-

intelligence. Both of them were masters in martial arts.  

She rode inside a custom-built replica of one of the curator’s shipping crates. She’d 

rigged the crate to open from the inside. She’d also rigged a couple surprises into the sturdy 

crate. Only Hawk could open the shiny aluminum crate without getting a nasty surprise.  

The crate held supplies and weapons for their mission. It had a tracking device with 

miniature exterior cameras so that Ariel could observe what happened outside. She settled herself 

as comfortably as possible within the case, while the special courier drove toward the private 

airport in northern France. In an hour, the crates were on an executive jet heading toward scenic 

Hinterbruhl, Austria. 

 

Hawk had used the Foundation’s considerable resources to discover the flight plan of the 

private jet assigned to carry the precious cargo of stolen manuscripts. Hawk arrived in time to 

follow the crates into the non-descript warehouse on an electric freight-mover. The huge 

automatic warehouse doors closed immediately after Hawk had slipped inside unnoticed.  

He shadowed the crates as the cart carried them across the dark, cavernous warehouse. 

The freight-mover had headlights. Its driver hadn’t bothered to turn on the warehouse lights. Tall 

racks filled with pallets of goods separated by narrow aisles sprawled across the warehouse. 

Hawk jogged along in a parallel aisle keeping pace with the cart. He kept his night vision 

goggles on, scanning for hidden security systems.  

He slipped ahead of the cart and stood hidden in the shadows beside the main aisle. When 

the cart hummed slowly by, Hawk leapt on the back of the moving cart and covered himself with 

his raincoat. He appeared as canvas covered cargo. He had barely settled on the cart when the 

vehicle hummed into the wide corridor at the far end past a set of security cameras. Hawk texted 

his location back to Foundation headquarters.  

As the cart approached the rear of the warehouse, wall panels groaned opened revealing a 

hidden elevator. Hawk’s cell phone lost its signal as soon as the elevator doors closed. The 



elevator descended with creaks and groans deep beneath the warehouse. He recognized Nazi 

swastika’s on the elevator walls, and realized this must have been a secret bunker during World 

War II. He’d seen this type of thing before on several missions.  

The elevator reached the bottom of the shaft with a clunk, and the gate at the rear of the 

elevator car creaked open. The freight-mover hummed along the wide concrete corridor deep 

beneath the surface. A few minutes later, it turned into a side tunnel and stopped while an 

overhead door squealed open.  

Peeking from beneath his coat, he saw the well-lit storage room beyond the door. Storage 

racks held hundreds of crates similar to the ones on the freight-mover. Some looked ancient, 

made of wood or leather. All were sealed and stacked on the shelves that reached to the room’s 

ceiling. Hawk slipped into the shadows behind a rack as the vehicle pulled into the center of the 

room. The German-speaking driver hailed his mates. 

A man on a lift truck raised the crates from the vehicle and loaded them onto the bottom 

shelf of a nearby rack. Then the men walked into the office and shared a cup of coffee. Hawk 

noted a red Nazi flag still adorned the storage room wall. He carefully scanned the room for 

security devices and, finding none, entered the code to unlock Ariel's pseudo-crate. 

She stretched her back, looked at Hawk with suspicion, and growled in a whisper, “Next 

time, you ride in the box. I told you not to put any of that junk food in the crate. I’m trying to 

watch my weight, and the six packs of Twincakes wasn’t funny, Hawk.” 

Hawk tried to look innocent, “I’ll relay your concerns to M, Ariel. I’m sure he’ll make 

the needed changes.” 

“M had nothing to do with packing Twincakes in that crate, Hawk.” 

His sly grin changed suddenly, and he held his finger over his lips, shushing her. The 

workers returned. The freight-mover driver hopped into his vehicle and drove away. The forklift 

driver walked to the door, shut off the lights and left.  

Hawk and Ariel searched a few crates, and noted they contained ancient works of art and 

rare books. As rare relics, the items were priceless, but the value they contained in truth was far 

greater.  

The Foundation had fought against the Tanniyn Society for centuries. The ancient foes 

had struggled for the mind of humanity over the ages. The Tanniyn Society worked to cover the 



truth and put forward its own godless philosophy. To Hawk it seemed the Tanniyn Society was 

winning on all fronts, but he and Ariel continued the struggle doggedly.  

Tonight’s work was the product of several years’ research. The Society had waged a 

campaign to steal selected volumes with obscure references to specific truths. As he stared at the 

stacks of stolen manuscripts, he began to understand why the ancient tomes were so rare. The 

Abbey thought the curator had sold the manuscripts, instead they were kept where no one would 

ever find them. 

Hawk speculated about how he and Ariel could escape while retrieving the ancient 

treasures safely. The Foundation agents moved like shadows across the dim storeroom and 

entered the office. He placed a USB memory card into the office computer’s USB port. The PC 

automatically accessed the portable drive, and the screen saver froze for a second. In a minute, 

the screen unlocked and Hawk looked at a screen that read “Foundation Access Screen.” It 

requested a password. The USB drive had uploaded a compressed, encrypted file. The program 

was an invisible worm that worked its way to any internet connection within the system and 

passed access to the Foundation’s mainframe that copied and analyzed the network’s data. Hawk 

sent along a private message requesting directions and assistance.  

He was surprised when a text message popped up on the PC for him. “Imperative. 

Retrieve scroll in special protection case from last shipment.”  

Ariel saw the message and walked back to the companion crate. She quickly found the 

scroll holder and placed it in her carrying bag. “Now what do we do, Hawk?” 

He looked at his partner. She was a woman of action, but now was the time for patience. 

“Let’s give the Foundation a chance to work its magic. We’ll sit tight until we get the word. 

Want a Twincake?” he asked, smiling as he bit into the golden cream-filled cake with a look of 

complete satisfaction. 

Ariel shivered in disgust at the sight of the pastry and stomped away.   

 

Two hours later a tone sounded from the PC, and the screen-saver cleared. Ariel jumped, 

as Hawk awoke from his nap. Another text message appeared, “Standby for a fire drill.” 

An alarm sounded within the bunker, and a voice speaking German announced a fire 

alarm ordering all personnel to evacuate immediately. They heard running footsteps passing the 

door of the storage room. Hawk and Ariel stood on both sides of the door with their silenced 



weapons drawn, but the footsteps receded down the corridor. The PC beeped, and a text message 

popped up, “Area clear, the elevator will arrive in five minutes.” 

“Let’s go, Ariel.” He jerked the door open and jogged down the long hall with Ariel close 

behind. 

 

The freight elevator rose and opened at the warehouse level on a scene of mass 

confusion. People in gray coveralls fled from the huge building. The light from flames flickered 

along the walls, and thick black smoke billowed out of the huge warehouse door at the roof. 

Numerous emergency vehicles surrounded the warehouse entrance.  

Thick, choking smoke billowed through the huge warehouse. A huge ladder truck 

sprayed water over the warehouse roof. Firemen ran to the fleeing workers and shared their 

oxygen as they escorted the choking victims to fresh air. Ambulances pulled up with sirens 

blaring, and the emergency staff grabbed the victims and hauled them away. 

Hawk waited with Ariel just inside the secret elevator gate on the ground floor. They 

watched as the Foundation's mock emergency personnel secured the warehouse workers. The 

Foundation had laced the oxygen in the mask with an incapacitating gas that caused nausea, 

uncontrollable fits of coughing, and, in some cases, sudden unexpected explosive diarrhea.  

Hawk smiled grimly as several men in white lab coats grabbed their stomachs, then duck-

walked while trying to control their bowels. The gas caused the victims to remember nothing of 

the rescue. They would awaken at a nearby hospital with thoughts of terror from the fire, glad to 

have survived. 

When the last warehouse worker disappeared into the ambulances for transport back to 

the hospital, another team arrived to remove the smoke bombs while other technicians removed 

the flickering special effects lighting that simulated the flames along the walls. The warehouse 

exhaust fans started up as the fire alarm silenced. Semi tractor-trailers pulled up to the dock 

doors and teams of workers recovered the hoard from the secret Tanniyn Society facility.  

The first Foundation trucks rolled out, filled with the stolen booty from the Society’s 

centuries of theft. The process continued with another truck replacing the truck that departed 

until they had secured every item. In ten hours, they had recovered all the precious stolen 

manuscripts and artifacts.   



The last trucks delivered junk resembling the building’s original stolen contents. A team 

of engineers released the fuel-air agent within the old Nazi bunker and detonated it from a safe 

distance.  

 

The next morning, a TBC news helicopter displayed views of the burning warehouse 

complex venting black smoke, and surrounded by real fire equipment.  

 

Later, a shiny, black 1947 Packard Custom Super Clipper Touring Sedan pulled up to the 

small crowd of onlookers who watched the fire from a chalet in the nearby Alps. A giant of a 

man opened the driver's door, and unfolded from the big car's front seat. The huge bodyguard-

chauffer opened the rear passenger door, and a tall, elegantly-dressed man with perfectly-

trimmed silver hair, goatee, mustache and smiling brown eyes got out to shake Hawk and Ariel’s 

hands. 

“Congratulations, an excellent job,” he stated. “It will take years to re-catalogue and 

return the items to their proper owners.” 

“This should set the Society back a few centuries,” Hawk commented. 

The older man nodded and said, “We must take care that they never know we’ve 

interfered." He looked around anxiously. "By the way, do you have the package I requested?” 

Ariel nodded and pulled the high-tech case that protected the ancient scroll from her tote. 

“Here you are, sir.” 

The man held out his hands taking the scroll holder as if he accepted a precious gift. He 

peeked inside the carrying case and spied the golden ceramic scroll case with a look of 

reverence. “This was stolen from my family many years ago. We’ve been searching for it ever 

since.” 

“We’re glad to be of service, sir,” Hawk said. 

“You have no idea,” the man named M said with deep emotion.  

“Can you tell us what it is?” Ariel asked eagerly. 

“Sometime, my dear, but not yet,” he smiled enigmatically. “Again, please accept my 

deep appreciation and I hope this small tribute reflects my gratitude more substantially.” He 

placed a velum envelope in each of their hands. Laying the case carefully on the Packard’s 



leather rear seat, he slid into the gleaming black car and opened his newspaper to an article about 

a fantastic archeological find in Turkey.  

Ariel opened her envelope eagerly as Hawk watched the Foundation's CEO ride away in 

his classic car. She squealed as she saw the check for ten-thousand Euros and two tickets on a 

Mediterranean cruise from Monaco. She noted that Hawk watched the limo disappear seemingly 

lost deep in thought. “What’s the matter, Hawk?” 

Hawk jerked as she roused him from his muse. “Nothing, Ariel, great work,” Hawk 

complemented. “I’ll see you back at the Foundation in a couple weeks.” He walked through the 

chalet and got into his completely restored, fire engine red, 1952 MG TD and sped away. The 

agile sports car cornered around the winding Alpine road as if magnetized. The cool mountain air 

felt good in the bright sun as he streaked down the curving road with the roadster’s black canvas 

top down.  

 

Ariel stood watching the black smoke turn gray and then white as the Hinterbruhl fire 

brigades vanquished the Tanniyn Society's burning warehouse in the distance. She hugged 

herself happily and felt a strange squishing feeling in her coat pocket. Reaching into the pocket 

carefully, she extracted a fresh pack of Twincakes. “Hawk,” she growled, then grinned. She 

hadn’t noticed when he’d dropped the sweets in her pocket. 

 

“What happened?” Cain screamed at his minion. “Centuries of work gone in a flash. Not 

one of our people can tell me anything, and the complete loss of our finest sanctuary.” He stood 

with mussed hair in a bathrobe that was oddly twisted on his body having been awakened by the 

emergency. He watched the news report with an expression of horror.  

“The investigators determined that an old cache of World War II Nazi weapons hidden in 

a secret chamber deep beneath the bunker became unstable when ground moisture seeped in over 

the years,” his servant reported quietly. He’d feared having to awaken his boss with the bad 

news. 

Cain listened, but wasn’t sure if he believed the report. “Pack up. We’ll be heading back 

headquarters in the morning.” He waved at his servant dismissively. 

“At once, milord,” the man grumbled. He'd spend another sleepless night packing up for his 

master. 



 

F O U R  

 

For the next six months, Dr. Walker and the Bilkent University archeological department 

cleaned, catalogued, and carefully re-assembled the preserved fossil at their new lab in the new 

lab near Ankara. They mounted the huge fossilized impression of the canyon floor on a specially 

reinforced wall. They built a tracked camera system over the re-assembled impression of the 

specimen’s body to enable study of the fossilized bed that was more than twenty meters long and 

four meters wide. 

She organized the project like a giant production line. One team prepared the fossil 

remains for study, another worked on the impression, another team worked on building 3D 

models and renderings from the digital images, and the last team worked on researching all other 

known specimens with similar characteristics and worked with paleontologists and geologists. A 

team applied numerous spray coatings of the consolidant that sealed the fossils in their pristine 

condition. While other technicians worked diligently to build a working replica from the 

castings, another team re-packaged the original fossils for safe storage.  

The technicians that x-rayed each fossil discovered another surprise in its skull, a hard bit 

of hand-sized flint lodged in the back of the specimen’s bucket-sized eye-socket. On a hunch, 

she had them compare it to the broken spear found at the dig. The flint spear and broken tip 

matched perfectly. They placed the spear and the tip in a display case with photographs of their 

locations on the site.  

As Dr. Walker continued her careful inspection of the skull, she found a single tooth 

missing. Missing teeth were, in fact, the norm in most specimens. In some cases, fossils were 

missing many elements. Whole skulls of fossilized animals were frequently missing, since the 

skulls were the most fragile part of the animal. A skull attached to the animal by fragile neck 

bones. During the time after death until its fossilization, damage to the specimen’s skull might be 

the result of scavengers. Natural causes easily dislodged a detached skull, that could be swept 

away from the rest of the heavy carcass, and lost forever. 

Usually, an artist or sculptor would develop their concept of what the missing elements 

looked like, based upon the rest of the specimen and some imagination. From a few partial bits 



of bone, whole animals sprang to life from the vivid imagination of an artist. Then imagination 

would bear the fruit of conjecture based upon the theory of evolution.  

In the case of the Leviathan, the entire skeleton had remained intact. A good portion of 

the impression of the creature’s body existed permitting a sense of the creatures’ real size and 

shape, threatening the unfounded conjectures of the vaunted theory.  

After further investigation, they’d discovered evidence that the missing tooth had been 

forcibly removed by some hard implement. They’d found several chips in the jaw from the strike 

of some heavy implement leaving only the root. The mystery around the new specimen deepened 

with each new bit of evidence, and the project members buzzed with excitement from their latest 

discoveries.  

 

The project took on a life of its own when Dr. Walker held her normal Monday morning 

team meeting with all of the staff as they sat around the table with coffee or tea and bagels. She 

gave usually permitted each member an opportunity to share their progress, findings, and to 

broach any concerns or issues that needed resolution.  

She sipped her tea and asked, “So is there anything new to report?” 

The x-ray team lead, Asli, raised her hand and said, “Dr. Walker, there’s simply too much 

evidence that the specimen we found was involved in a hunt of some sort. All our training and 

today’s geological consensus suggest that Homo Sapiens and these animals did not co-exist in 

Earth’s history. How do we report these discoveries without sacrificing our credibility?” 

Before she could respond, another team leader interrupted passionately, “There can be no 

doubt the spear we found was used against the animal. The running footprints suggest a hunting 

party somehow lured the beast into the kill-zone. The boulder that forced the creature’s head 

down onto the sharp point of the branch that took its life indicated sophisticated hunting tactics, 

planning, and strategies.”  

A murmur of assent swept around the assembly.  

The speaker explained further, "We aren’t talking about a bunch of pre-erect hominids 

getting lucky with half of them killed and eaten. We see here a strategized hunt executed by a 

tall, intelligent human with an organized group of hunters who worked to drop the boulder on the 

animal. We even know he took a tooth as a trophy.”  

More excited twitters swirled through the group as they tried to justify their discoveries. 



The casting team lead stood and said in his Southern American drawl, “I’ve read the 

reports from the other teams as you’ve directed, Dr. Walker. We’ve made a number of castings 

from the animal’s footprints. Their can be no doubt it had webbed feet like a gator. Therefore, we 

know we’re dealing with some kind of aquatic. However, our investigation of the bone structures 

on its back suggests they are either wings or some kind of fancy fins. Do we think this thing can 

fly?”  

Before anyone could respond, another team member spoke up, “We found several of 

these within the fossilized mud just outside the imprint.” He laid several clear plastic bags 

contain large, flat bluish-green objects on the table. Each diamond-shaped object was about 

thirty centimeters square. “These match the imprint of the animal’s scales we found,” he said 

excitedly. 

The other archeologists crowded around Dr. Walker to inspect the new evidence. They 

stared in awe at the new discoveries. The bluish-green objects looked beautiful in the bright 

light.  

Someone asked, “How could these exist over millions of years without being destroyed 

or fossilized?” 

Dr. Walker reverently held one of the carefully wrapped scales in her hands, and said, 

“First, they had to be buried along with the animal. Perhaps the makeup of the earth helped 

preserve them. We know that peat bogs contribute to preservation. The scales themselves may 

have properties that resist degradation. They feel incredibly dense. An aquatic animal’s scales 

may inherently resist the elements. I assume we are testing these?” 

The team lead nodded, “Yes, our lab results should be back in a few days.” 

Dr. Walker nodded, “Another factor for fossilization is a quick burial. Our specimen had 

to be buried almost immediately after death. The fact that burial must be almost immediate is a 

key to fossilization. Can anyone tell me why?” she asked. 

The students looked at each other, and Asli stated, “If the animal isn’t buried immediately 

sealing off the oxygen to the carcass, it will simply rot away.” 

“Exactly, my dear,” She smiled. “Even with immediate burial, the carcass may not 

become fossilized. Does anyone know what else is needed to make a fossil?” 

Another intern raised her hand and said, “The proper minerals and a leaching process in 

which the bone material is gradually replaced with the minerals in the soil, like limestone.” 



“That’s right. It was our good fortune that our specimen met with all those realities and 

avoided the destructive forces over the millennia.     

A young research scientist offered another suggestion, saying, “Perhaps our assumptions 

regarding the overall timeline are wrong, doctor.” 

“Explain,” Dr. Walker stated looking at the new speaker, a young man with flaming red 

hair. 

“Our evidence clearly indicates the specimen and man co-existed. This means that our 

base assumptions about the time of the existence of one or both are incorrect. We could be 

looking at a major shift in our perspective for evaluating the fossil record that could impact every 

find in history,” the speaker said excitedly. A general muttering swept across the group. 

Someone in the group said, “What do you mean assumptions? I was never taught there 

were any assumptions. I studied the dates and times for each era, just like everyone else here. 

Surely the geological evidence will resolve this problem, if not, we could use carbon dating.” 

The group was strangely quiet. The last speaker asked in confusion, “What? Did I say 

something wrong?” 

Dr. Walker smiled and asked them all to sit down while she explained, “The dating 

process of fossils has a problem. We may be in a situation in which we have to make our best 

guess for this instance.” 

However, the last speaker didn’t relent. “Problems? Best guess? What do you mean?” he 

stated, sounding upset. 

The other team members looked at the young man impatiently, but Dr. Walker held up 

her hand. “All right, let’s try a little test of our early geological training. Everyone may 

participate, and I’ll see if we can shed some light on our dilemma.” She paused for a moment and 

asked, “Who knows how we date our fossils?” 

A hand went up in the back, and she acknowledged the person who said, “We date them 

by the geological strata in which they are found.” The answer came loud and clear. 

“Exactly,” she agreed. The group nodded thoughtfully. She continued, “Now, who knows 

how we date the geological strata?” 

Only one hand rose tentatively, and said unsurely, “We date the strata by the fossils we 

find.” 



Dr. Walker nodded and was about to continue when instantly, an uproar from the group 

erupted. The young man who asked the first question stated emphatically, “That can’t be right. 

Anyone can see that’s circular reasoning. Don’t we use some kind of scientific process like 

carbon dating?” 

“No, carbon dating doesn’t apply. For some reason the numbers don’t tally with our 

expectations,” Dr. Walker responded. “In some cases, carbon dating indicates a much younger 

earth than our model suggests.” 

A general discussion rumbled through the group until she raised her hands for order. She 

projected her voice to get their attention, “Let’s just use our best judgment and all the resources 

available. We’re clearly in uncharted territory here. I want this to be the truly historical find that 

we know it is. We’re all scientists and professionals. I’ve no preconceived notions of the truth. 

We should be able to determine the truth from the growing mountain of evidence before us. No 

prehistoric dig has offered such a wealth of information about the specimen and its relative 

environment.” 

The team settled down nodding in satisfaction. Dr Walker sensed, like everyone else, that 

this was an important find that could change the course of prehistoric study. 

“Now, has our research team come up with any answers on this specimen?” 

The research team lead was a young man who had an innate skill with all sorts of 

technology. His name was Hugh Wade, and he held a doctorate in computer sciences (D.C.S.). 

Hugh could make a computer do almost anything. She thought he reminded her of someone, but 

she could never quite remember who it was.  

Hugh was a tall young man with intelligent green eyes and a quick wit. His unruly curly 

brown hair made the handsome young man look like a rogue. He seemed to have an innate 

understanding of how things worked. “Yes, Dr. Walker, but I don’t think you’ll like it. Several 

religious texts refer to a sea monster fitting the description with a few interesting additions,” he 

answered evasively. 

“Why do you say I won’t like it, Hugh?” she asked. She had great confidence in the 

young computer wizard’s skill. If anyone could find out something about the mysterious beast, 

Hugh would. She knew he wouldn’t hide the facts from them, even if they weren’t popular with 

the scientific community.  



“I’ll relate my findings for everyone. From the Biblical accounts, there’s a good chance 

our specimen is the Leviathan, or,” he paused dramatically, “a dragon.”   

Another uproar ensued as the word dragon was uttered around the room.  

Dr. Walker recalled the cartoonish sketches several of her artists had offered as they 

postulated how the beast might appear. The stylized oriental dragon closely resembled the rough 

sketches.   

Hugh raised his voice to get their attention and continued, “There are references to the 

Leviathan in the book of Job chapters three and forty-one. These are highly descriptive and 

coincide well with our findings. In Psalms chapters seventy-four and one-hundred-four and in 

Isaiah chapter twenty-seven the Scriptures further describe the Leviathan. The word dragon 

cross-references with some of these verses. Other ancient texts make these same references as 

well.” 

Someone said, “You’ll be telling us next that the Bible talks about dinosaurs and the 

Leviathan is a fire-breathing creature.” A ripple of derisive chuckles swept through the crowd. 

The comment didn’t sidetrack Hugh, who said, “I’m merely reporting the results of the 

research. In the mass of data currently available to us, the Scripture describes the Leviathan as a 

fire-breathing animal that is the foremost sea monster.” Hugh activated the overhead projector 

displaying Job chapter forty-one on the screen with its reference to the Leviathan. 

 

1. “Can you draw out Leviathan with a fishhook?  

“Or press down his tongue with a cord? 

2. “Can you put a rope in his nose?  

Or pierce his jaw with a hook? 

3. “Will he make many supplications to you,  

Or will he speak to you soft words? 

4. “Will he make a covenant with you?  

Will you take him for a servant forever? 

5. “Will you play with him as with a bird,  

Or will you bind him for your maidens? 

6. “Will the traders bargain over him?  

Will they divide him among the merchants? 



7. “Can you fill his skin with harpoons,  

Or his head with fishing spears? 

8. “Lay your hand on him;  

Remember the battle; you will not do it again! 

9. “Behold, your expectation is false;  

Will you be laid low even at the sight of him? 

10. “No one is so fierce that he dares to arouse him;  

Who then is he that can stand before Me? 

11. “Who has given to Me that I should repay him?  

Whatever is under the whole heaven is Mine. 

12. “I will not keep silence concerning his limbs,  

Or his mighty strength, or his orderly frame. 

13. “Who can strip off his outer armor?  

Who can come within his double mail? 

14. “Who can open the doors of his face?  

Around his teeth there is terror. 

15. “His strong scales are his pride,  

Shut up as with a tight seal. 

16. “One is so near to another,  

That no air can come between them. 

17. “They are joined one to another;  

They clasp each other and cannot be separated. 

18. “His sneezes flash forth light,  

And his eyes are like the eyelids of the morning. 

19. “Out of his mouth go burning torches;  

Sparks of fire leap forth. 

20. “Out of his nostrils smoke goes forth,  

As from a boiling pot and burning rushes. 

21. “His breath kindles coals,  

And a flame goes forth from his mouth. 

22. “In his neck lodges strength,  



And dismay leaps before him. 

23. “The folds of his flesh are joined together,  

Firm on him and immovable. 

24. “His heart is as hard as a stone,  

Even as hard as a lower millstone. 

25. “When he raises himself up, the mighty fear;  

Because of the crashing they are bewildered. 

26. “The sword that reaches him cannot avail,  

Nor the spear, the dart, or the javelin. 

27. “He regards iron as straw,  

Bronze as rotten wood. 

28. “The arrow cannot make him flee;  

Slingstones are turned into stubble for him. 

29. “Clubs are regarded as stubble;  

He laughs at the rattling of the javelin. 

30. “His underparts are like sharp potsherds;  

He spreads out like a threshing sledge on the mire. 

31. “He makes the depths boil like a pot;  

He makes the sea like a jar of ointment. 

32. “Behind him he makes a wake to shine;  

One would think the deep to be gray-haired. 

33. “Nothing on earth is like him,  

One made without fear. 

34. “He looks on everything that is high;  

He is king over all the sons of pride.” 

 

--Job 41, New American Standard Version (NASB) 

 

“I’ve displayed this as prose, because the phrasing obviously indicates that is how it was 

originally written. I’ve left in the verse numbers for our easy reference during our research 



discussions. In the text, God describes the Leviathan as one of His most powerful creations. He 

invites a comparison between his awesome creation and its Creator.  

“You can all read, so I won’t bore you, but permit me to point out a few interesting 

references. In verse one, the writer indicated the creature is called a Leviathan. In the following 

verses to verse nine, he spoke of the futility of attacking the creature, and its absolute 

fearlessness. Verses ten and eleven indicated God spoke to Job and his friends who dared to 

question His motives.  

The writer continued by describing the creature’s armor-like scales. In verses eighteen 

through twenty-one, the description clearly indicated the creature could breathe or spit fire. The 

remainder of the passage described the awesome power of the creature, and its impact on the 

environment, portraying it as a powerful sea creature. The writer ends by describing it as the 

most fearless creature on the earth.”  

He paused for a moment while the scientists read the reference through again slowly. He 

left a list of scripture references on the screen, and many of the team noted them down. 

“Does anyone have any comments or questions?” Dr. Walker asked. 

A hand raised, a young man stood, and stated nervously, “Dr. Walker, I’m uncomfortable 

referring to the Bible as a source for our research.” Several other technicians nodded in 

agreement. 

“We have a couple choices here, as I see them,” she responded. “We can look at all the 

possible sources of information, or we can choose to exclude some, because they are 

inconvenient. I’ll permit each of you to do your own research. Because of the vast amount of 

information on the internet, we now have access to information of which our predecessors in 

archeology never dreamed.  

"I encourage each of you to review this account. It seems relative to our specimen. If it is, 

it gives real insight into the creature’s behavior, and how society perceived it. I challenge you to 

consider this, if this passage is not referring to our creature, to what does it relate? I can’t 

imagine another such creature so closely fitting our specimen’s description. Can you?” Dr. 

Walker looked around at her associates with a serious expression. 

Another student challenged, “If we accept this account as relative, won’t we be forced to 

accept other tenants of the Bible? I’m sure we will damage our professional credibility if we start 

spouting the Theory of Creation or Intelligent Design.”  



She felt the student’s concern was valid and said, “Let’s just see what we can validate 

first. The facts won’t change anything. Remember, evolution is also a theory, but we have a long 

way to go before we can jump to such an extreme conclusion.” She nodded for Hugh to continue. 

Hugh said, “There are many more references, and I encourage everyone to take a few 

minutes to study these passages. There’s simply too much evidence that our specimen aligns 

with the Scripture’s account to be coincidental. I suggest that each of you read the texts indicated 

in my report and judge for yourselves. I believe you’ll find them most enlightening.” The 

scientists sat quietly trying to comprehend the shocking references and their meaning to this 

work. 

Another voice said, “It’s too bad we won’t be able to determine if it was a fire-breather.” 

One of the lab researchers replied, “That’s not exactly true. We recovered the section of 

petrified tree that caught our specimen. It showed evidence of burning.” 

The lab was instantly quiet. After a few moments, Dr. Walker sat down heavily in her 

chair at the table. She said, “Our commitment is to provide the facts. If this information is 

relevant, it would seem someone recorded the existence of dinosaurs after all. For now, we’re 

only looking for answers. I’m not ready to commit to anything yet. I ask everyone to be careful 

in reporting anything to the media or our colleagues. At this juncture, any report would be highly 

premature. I want all reports routed through my office. Is there anything else?” 

Hugh raised his hand and said, “Yes, ma’am, there is. If everyone will refer to the screen 

again, my team has prepared a draft 3D rendering of our specimen. We’ve compiled all the data 

to date, including the items you’ve seen and heard today. I appreciate everyone keeping us in the 

loop on your findings. Now, here’s the draft of our combined efforts.” 

The overhead projector displayed the image of the skeleton as it re-assembled from the 

individual bones. The imprint reformed under the skeleton providing almost half of the exterior. 

From the scales, the image was given a new color, not the ubiquitous ruddy brown that most 

dinosaurs were colored, but with the aquamarine of the newly discovered scales. Hugh’s team 

extrapolated how the remainder of the skin would look from the half they had.  

He extrapolated a man from the length of the stride. The man beside the beast gave it 

some perspective. The beast was powerful looking. Hugh’s programmers had given the animal 

wings based upon the bone structure. The wings were more vestigial in nature, and not large 

enough to support free flight. However, the wings could provide powerful locomotion across 



water, and the beast might glide for short distances, like a flying fish. The body undulated and 

the animal crawled along on the ground like an elongated alligator. Lastly, the beast rose up and 

blew out a long flame, and Hugh’s team provided the appropriate roar from the sound effects 

library that frightened everyone. The presentation ended, and the team sat in stunned silence. 

“Thank you, Hugh,” Dr. Walker stated finally. “We’ve got a job to do people. I think we 

can all understand the importance of this work. However, I don’t want to report anything we 

haven’t verified. We want no scientific group to discredit this project due to lack of proper 

procedures or research. As of now, this project is classified. Now, let’s get busy.” 

Dr. Walker looked at Hugh and motioned him to the side, away from the team. “I need 

you to secure all your data, and make sure you have multiple back-ups.” 

“Is there a problem, doctor?” Hugh asked looking at her in shock. 

“Certain elements of the scientific community might respond radically to this 

information. You must implement all safeguards and security protocols. Conversely, we might 

have a bunch of religious nuts beating on our door, if word got out.” 

“I don’t know how you can contain this, Dr. Walker. This information could 

revolutionize our understanding of earth’s history.” 

“Yes, and it could dry up our funding. Do you have another job to go to, Hugh?” 

He shook his head.  

“Me neither,” she continued, “I want you to keep track of what the world is saying about 

our little project. We must control the flow of information, until we know the truth, and until we 

can present our facts fully.” 

 

F I V E  

 

A twelve-year-old boy with curly black hair, wearing shorts, and a mud-stained t-shirt ran 

bare-foot through the long wet grass. His yellow-haired dog chased him over the low hills to his 

favorite fishing stream near Elazig, Turkey. The bright sun glinted off the pond at the bottom of 

the hill. He stopped at the crest of the hill, and noticed a strange depression along the top of the 

ridge, as if there had been an old streambed there at one time. The sound of his dog’s strangely 

echoed barking came from somewhere behind him.  



Turning to look, the boy noticed an ancient oak tree had blown down in the previous 

night’s thunderstorm. He remembered waking in the night and thinking it sounded as if God was 

hurling boulders in the hills above the village in which he lived. He’d passed the old tree many 

times on his travels to the stream. Over the ages, lightning and time ravaged the oak until one 

massive limb remained alone.  

His father had called the ancient tree, the Old Man. It had survived above the village 

looking like a man with one arm pointing skyward, and the village thought of the Old Man as a 

sentinel against evil in their peaceful valley. Now the Old Man lay stricken in the mud on the 

hilltop. The wind had finally won the battle against the old tree’s roots. The spreading root ball 

had ripped up the earth exposing a deep hole in the crest of the hill.  

His dog stood at the edge of the hole, barking. The echoes reverberated from a chamber 

deep in the ground. The boy ran back to his pet at the edge of the black hole in the hilltop. 

Bending over carefully at the pit's edge, he could see nothing in the pitch-black chasm below. He 

picked up a stone and dropped it into the emptiness. A few seconds later, he heard the sound of 

broken pottery from far below. The boy realized he’d found something important and raced 

home to tell his mother with his yellow dog yapping at his heels. 

 

S I X  

 

Dr. Walker’s team celebrated the completion of the Leviathan Project at their warehouse-

lab in Bilkent University near Ankara. They had finished re-assembling the presentation replica 

of the specimen. The mounted specimen seemed to undulate across the display floor with a full-

sized mural representing the scene on the rear panel. A replica of the valley floor lay under the 

specimen like a dim reflection of the real creature.  

The team had discussed displaying the Leviathan in its final circumstances of the hunt. 

Some wanted to show the man huddling beyond the fallen tree as his fellow hunters dropped the 

boulder from the cliff above. Although everyone on the team agreed the concept fit the facts, she 

felt a conservative approach would be more effective. She discussed the fact that the animal 

alone would send shockwaves throughout the scientific community. The addition of the human 

element might actually detract from their ability to gain the credibility the specimen deserved. 



Stacked along the wall of the lab were the carefully labeled and crated fossils of the 

original specimen. They had catalogued and stored the research data. Each team finished the 

process of documenting the work for which they were responsible. The University planned to 

publish their findings by the end of the term. Dr. Walker reasoned they had learned enough that 

she could envision the creature as it lived. She was proud of her team.  

Later today, the university would send in the movers to retrieve the project and move it to 

be stored until it had arranged the itinerary for the Leviathan’s display. She imagined the 

excitement of the speaking tours to present her findings in universities around the world. 

Dr. Walker circulated among the team as they celebrated. She knew they’d done 

something historic. She watched as her team shared Champaign and hor d'oeuvres. They joked 

and reminisced about the long hours and hard work. She’d named the project, like the creature, 

the Leviathan Project, knowing the name alone would speak volumes about the team’s findings 

and would raise eyebrows throughout the professional community.    

Although they shared the excitement of the fantastic history-making find, they’d also 

developed a healthy respect for what was truth and what was theory in their respective areas of 

study. She knew many of the students had arrived with heads full of mush from professors who 

easily proclaimed every theory as if it were fact. Worse, if any student questioned those same 

professors, their failure in the course seemed a certainty. For many of the students, the reality of 

politics within the educational community had become a harsh reality. 

It was late that Friday afternoon when Dr. Walker left the party with Hugh Wade, the 

technology guru. She suddenly felt tired, and Hugh offered to take her back to her apartment near 

Bilkent. Asli assured her that the team could see to the details of getting the project loaded on the 

trucks that were soon to arrive. She excitedly showed Dr. Walker her new engagement ring. “My 

fiancé just proposed last night.” 

“I wish you both the best, Asli. I’m sure you’ll do well. Don’t forget to e-mail your 

request for my recommendation when you determine which offer you’ll take. If I don’t see you 

before then, I’ll see you at the wedding,” she said with a smile.  

Dr. Walker had grown close to her team during the project, and she felt as if they were 

her family. Leaving the team at the end of the project was always the hardest thing to do. 

Asli smiled, and they hugged. 



Dr. Walker said her final goodbyes to the Leviathan Project team. She grabbed her worn 

black leather briefcase and scuffed notebook PC, and followed Hugh to his car. 

Hugh drove an ancient rust bucket of a car he humorously called the Beast. He’d painted 

pictures of various dinosaurs on the rusty body, using the rusty splotches as parts of the 

background for his vignettes. The Beast groaned and squeaked along the road heading back to 

Ankara. It left an offensive trail of blue smoke. Worse still were the occasional backfires when 

the old jalopy was under a strain. 

 

After Dr. Walker and Hugh left the warehouse, those who stayed continued their 

celebration. They’d shared an historic discovery, and done their jobs well. Their peers received 

the project’s preliminary reports with excitement and mixed reviews. Responses swamped the 

Leviathan Project’s blog site with people arguing both sides of the issues. Some dismissed their 

interpretation of the facts outright, others questioned their results, but wanted more information. 

Still others, who’d seen similar evidence on their own dig sites, stated their support for the 

team’s findings.  

They had to wait for the publishing of the final report. However, many of the team 

received offers of positions in various universities around the world. Many planned to publish 

their own reports as a part of their doctoral theses. They enjoyed the project’s final celebration, 

and shared their stories with each other once more as they waited for the trucks to load up the 

project and their official release to go home. Many discussed their plans to use their few 

remaining days of break before the next term began. 

An air horn sounded at the large warehouse doors, and one of the team members pressed 

the door opener. Several young couples danced together to soft rock music from a local radio 

station. Little groups sat in circles of folding chairs sharing anecdotes, and laughing loudly as the 

alcoholic drinks gave them a merry spirit. Two of the team rested as they watched TV and dozed 

in the break room. A couple ran from an office giggling in embarrassment after they were caught 

stealing a kiss.  

The plain, unmarked semi-tractor trailer rig backed slowly into the building with the 

reverse alarm beeping insistently, as if alerting them to some grave situation. Its insistent beeping 

echoed throughout the huge warehouse, causing the celebrants to pause until the truck stopped. 

They jumped with surprise at the loud hiss of its air brakes. 



The conversation resumed as the truck’s diesel motor rumbled into silence. The couples 

danced gaily, and several of the team raised their plastic cups in a toast, as they realized in a 

short time they would be leaving for their exciting new future opportunities. The huge garage 

door rolled closed. Asli noted the truck driver had remained seated within the semi’s cab, and 

decided to see if there was a problem. 

 

The Beast wobbled around the hairpin curve winding up the mountain, and the old car 

stuttered, backfiring several times while they looked down on the warehouse for the last time. 

The next turn would take them over the mountain, and out of sight. She looked over the edge of 

the road at the building with the cars of her team parked in a neat line. As the Beast chugged up 

the incline, they watched as the first of the trucks arrived at the warehouse to remove their 

project. The warehouse doors opened, and the tractor-trailer backed into the building.  

Dr. Walker smiled at Hugh and raised her voice over the roar of the car’s throbbing 

exhaust when the warehouse exploded in a huge orange mushroom cloud. Hugh slammed on the 

brakes, and they jumped out of the car as it slid to stop on mountain road. They stood at the 

road’s edge and clutched each other realizing the horrible of the implications of the explosion. A 

compression cloud from the huge detonation swept across the valley floor and climbed the 

mountain. The Beast rocked on its squeaky springs as the sound of the massive explosion washed 

over them. The mushroom cloud rolled into the sky and was now well above their heads. Long 

streamers of smoking debris dropped from the angry black cloud.   

When the smoke and debris cleared, all that remained was an enormous gaping hole in 

the ground surrounded by burning debris and crumpled metal from the building and vehicles. 

The blast had scorched the earth for several hundred meters in all directions. 

 

Hugh and Dr. Walker returned to the accident site in the Beast. They had called for help, 

but heat from the gigantic blast was too intense to enable any rescue attempt for some time. The 

emergency teams arrived shortly, along with the news helicopters. In a flash, their colleagues, 

research, and plans were gone, and their lives had changed forever. 

Eventually, the authorities arrived and numerous investigators descended upon the scene 

of the tragedy. The two doctors cried numbly through the mindless process of answering the 



investigators’ repeated questions until they were both completely exasperated as well as heart-

broken. 

“Now, where were you when the building exploded, again?” the third investigator asked 

a worn out Dr. Walker. He was a tall man with a whining voice, a narrow face, and even 

narrower eyes with a single heavy black eyebrow that made him look like Cyclops. 

She pointed at the high road on the mountain, and stated with her patience stretched thin, 

“Dr. Wade and I were on the road heading back to Ankara.” 

“And what did you see?” asked the investigator ignoring the weariness in her voice. 

She related the same facts again, wondering why they couldn’t have interviewed her 

together. 

The investigator finally released them to leave, but the emergency vehicles and the 

incoming media vans had blocked the only road coming into the area. The news vans parked 

wherever they could around the site. The reporters and cameramen disgorged and set up to report 

via satellite. The enthusiasm of the news teams over the terrible tragedy seemed brutally 

uncaring to the survivors.  

 “Dr. Walker,” one especially insistent reporter shouted as they walked to Hugh’s car. 

“How does it feel to know all your team died before your eyes?” 

She couldn’t believe her ears. She stopped for a moment, but Hugh grabbed her arm and 

dragged her toward the Beast. 

“Come on, doctor,” Hugh said, puffing as he tugged her away from the shark-like news 

reporters. “If you stop, it’ll only get worse.” He closed the door as she sat carefully on the 

Beast’s ratty upholstery. 

After seeing pieces of their friends on the ground around the blast site, the two surviving 

doctors sat inside the Beast and cried silently for an hour until a friendly face appeared at Dr. 

Walker’s door window.  

Major Abdullah leaned in the window, and said, “Dr. Walker, I’m so sorry. Perhaps you 

and Dr. Wade would permit me to take you away. My helicopter is nearby. Why don’t you leave 

the keys to this, uh, car in the ignition, and one of my people will get it back to your apartment.” 

They both agreed readily, and were in the air within minutes. They sobbed and stared 

miserably at the remains of the smoldering warehouse as they flew by. The helicopter flew very 

low over the land, and Hugh was the first to notice they’d headed directly away from Ankara. 



They rode quietly, worried that perhaps something worse was going to happen to them. They sat 

holding hands in fear and mourning, and the helicopter moved out to a remote area in the 

mountains, far from Ankara and their former project. 

 

“Our lead story tonight is the tragic explosion that took the lives of most of the team of 

the now famous Leviathan Project,” the newscaster said, and the TV showed the smoking hole 

that was the former building that had housed the project. The picture changed to Dr. Walker and 

Hugh scrambling for their car. The reporter stated, “Only the project leader Dr. Judith Walker 

and her technology team lead Dr. Hugh Wade fortunately survived the accident—” 

The TV suddenly went black as Cain shouted angrily, “‘Fortunately,’ I spent 100,000 

Euros to eliminate the problem and the worst two contributors are still alive. What must I do to 

end this nightmare?” he asked his silent servant. “It seems nothing has gone right since this 

woman started interfering. Why couldn’t one of my approved archeologists been selected for this 

project? Now there’s no chance we can move on them until the situation cools down. Tell our 

agents I want to know their precise whereabouts at all times,” Cain ordered, stooping to pick up 

his custom blended Cuban cigar and scotch, but stopped when his servant did not immediately 

respond. 

“Is there a problem?” he asked, holding the ignited lighter near the end of the expensive 

cigar.  

“Someone picked up the two doctors in an unmarked helicopter after the explosion, and 

they haven’t been seen since. Our agents have staked out their apartments, but thus far, neither 

has returned,” Cain’s servant kept his balding head down, knowing what would happen next. 

“What is happening?” Cain roared. “Am I suddenly surrounded by idiots?” Suddenly 

getting an idea, he continued, “What about satellite imagery of the site?” 

“The satellite was down for a maintenance upgrade, milord.” 

Cain stared at his lighter and cigar. He lit it, trying to control his growing rage. The 

butane lighter quivered in his left hand. He puffed the rich smoke several times, dropped his 

lighter in his suit coat pocket, and sipped his scotch. After a moment, he took on a look of 

supreme relaxation, “Never mind, they will surface soon, then we will have them. Send out our 

standard request for information. Maintain our surveillance on their apartments for a week. If 

they don’t come back by then, they aren’t coming back." He glanced up at his servant as if 



remembering something important. “Did our accident investigator take over the situation?” Cain 

asked. 

The servant finally had something positive to report, and said, “Yes, milord, our man has 

just submitted his report. It was a terrible accident, caused by fumes from the chemicals used to 

preserve the specimen.” 

Cain’s smile returned broadly. “Excellent,” he hissed, “What about the blasted dragon?” 

“Destroyed, milord,” the servant reported. 

“Good,” he stated, “at least that’s something. You may go.” He stated dismissively as he 

sat by the fire in his red leather chair surrounded in a cloud of rich cigar smoke. 

 

S E V E N  

 

Major Abdullah’s unmarked, black helicopter skimmed low over the autumn-colored 

trees toward the distant blue mountains of Turkey. As they approached, they saw a building high 

up on the mountainside. Dr. Walker absently noted a blue pool and sprawling lawn surrounding 

the Roman style villa. The villa’s brightly colored clay tile roof gave the building an authentic 

appearance.   

When they’d landed on the helipad behind the villa, Major Abdullah escorted them to the 

entrance. They passed between two large armed guards at the door. Down a hall with a mosaic 

floor in geometric patterns of brilliant colored tile in blues, reds, and white, Dr. Walker noted a 

Roman style mural depicting children playing with a pet dog on the wall on one side and column 

lined portico with a fountain on the other side. She knew she should have enjoyed the villa, but 

the horrific memory of her friends’ deaths overshadowed any appreciation of the villa’s authentic 

beauty.  

She and Hugh followed Major Abdullah into a quiet room where President Keran stood 

in a dark blue suit with another man she’d never seen before. Major Abdullah approached the 

President, saluted, and introduced the President to Doctors Walker and Wade.  

Major Abdullah said, “Dr. Walker is—” 

“The archeologist in charge of the Leviathan Project,” President Keran interrupted. 

“Doctors, please permit me to offer you my deepest condolences. It was a terrible tragedy. I am 

relieved to see that you both survived,” he said. “I hope you didn’t mind my asking Major 



Abdullah to bring you here. When we learned of the unfortunate incident, we were afraid you 

might be in danger. Major Abdullah and his team will remain here to provide your security,” the 

president explained eloquently.  

“I apologize, but I must to get back to work. I can assure you that you’ll be safe here, 

while we investigate the accident.” Pointing to the tall, elegant looking silver-haired man 

standing behind him, President Keran said, “Doctors Walker and Wade, please permit me to 

introduce you to—” 

“M, please, call me M,” the CEO of the Foundation said graciously, interrupting 

President Keran.  

As the president slipped quietly away, M continued, “Dr. Walker, you and Dr. Wade 

have my deepest sympathies, such a tragic loss of life and knowledge. Please honor me by 

accepting my hospitality, and remaining here until we can provide for your safety,” M said with 

a friendly smile. “I was impressed with the early reports from your project. Perhaps we can 

discuss your findings later this evening.” 

The doctors gave each other significant looks.  

“Did I misspeak?” M asked. 

She thought a moment. She sensed she could trust the man, but the tragedy had shaken 

her badly. She wanted to talk to Hugh before she committed them to anything. She said, “I hope 

you won’t be offended, sir, but I don’t know you, and we’ve had a terribly trying day. We 

appreciate your timely hospitality, but I must admit that I’m extremely tired. I’m sure we’ll feel 

more like talking in the morning. Perhaps someone could show us to our rooms.” 

“Pardon me, if I upset you, doctors,” M said graciously. “I’ll have someone guide you to 

breakfast in the morning at eight. Until then, consider my home yours. If you need anything just 

ask one of my staff.” M motioned with his hand and a female attendant appeared. She showed 

them to their spacious, well-appointed cubicoli, or Roman bedrooms.  

Dr. Walker showered and found a thick, comfortable mint-colored robe and emerald-

green pajamas laid out on the bed. The nightstand beside her bed had one book, a Bible in a 

drawer inscribed by the Gideons. She thought back to a time as a girl when her parents had taken 

her to church. She could still remember a few of the Bible stories she’d learned in Sunday 

School. She was tired, but she was also upset. She was reminded of those long past sermons 



when the old preacher had told the congregation how they could find comfort during the bad 

times of life in the Book of Psalms. 

She opened the used New American Standard Bible and found the worn section in the 

middle with the heading “Psalms.” She randomly chose chapter twenty-seven and in verse five 

she read words that spoke of the Lord’s protection and safety in a time of trouble,  

 

“For in the time of trouble He shall hide me in his pavilion:  

In the secret of His tabernacle shall He hide me;  

He shall set me up upon a rock.” 

 

She looked around her palatial room and thought that she had certainly taken refuge in a 

pavilion, and this is the top of a very large rock. If this afternoon was any indication, she could 

certainly use some of God’s protection. She was afraid she’d have nightmares tonight as she 

remembered the tragedy of the afternoon, but somehow the words comforted her, and she soon 

fell peacefully to sleep. 

 

Dr. Walker felt much better when she entered the dining room in the morning. She 

inhaled the tasty aroma of bacon and eggs. The bright morning sun flooded the villa’s spacious 

triclinium or dining hall. Rich tapestries on the plastered walls depicted scenes of some obscure 

story of Roman soldiers fighting a dragon. 

Hugh stuffed his jovial face with a freshly baked, creamed-filled pastry. “Dr. Walker,” he 

mumbled around a mouthful happily, “this is the best food I’ve had in ages.” He swallowed and 

grinned. 

Dr. Walker sat across the table from Hugh. A server poured her a fresh cup of coffee. The 

gold-rimmed china looked expensive, and she noticed the silverware was real as was the crystal 

goblet with the fresh-squeezed grape juice. 

When she and Hugh had almost finished breakfast, M entered and sat down at the head of 

the table between them. Servers dressed in formal black vests, black pants, scarlet ties and white 

shirts poured his coffee and served his toast and jam. “Good morning,” he said smiling. “I trust 

you slept well,” he said spreading the black raspberry jam meticulously on his toast. 

Major Abdullah joined them already holding a cup of black coffee.  



M said, “Major Abdullah related how impressed he was with your team’s work on the 

Leviathan Project.” 

“That’s right, sir,” Major Abdullah replied with a wide grin. “Dr. Walker and her team 

were amazing, and Hugh is the best computer technology expert I’ve seen.” 

Looking up with a sad smile, she said, “We both want to thank you again for your help, 

Major Abdullah. Your Corps was a godsend at the site. We could’ve never been successful 

without your help. Perhaps you could tell us why you brought us here, Major.” She wondered 

why the President had picked M’s villa as their refuge. 

“I’ll be happy to explain, Dr. Walker,” M interrupted. “This may be hard for you and Dr. 

Wade to believe, but I am the head of a secret agency called the Foundation. We’re devoted to 

discovering and spreading the truth. It’s a battle we’ve waged for many years against an 

uncompromising foe. I was so looking forward to the report from your dig. I’m sure the 

Foundation would’ve considered your findings most informative. I can only hope we’ll have 

other opportunities in the future.” 

Dr. Walker and Hugh looked at each other again and nodded, coming to a silent 

agreement. Hugh turned to M and explained, “When we realized the controversial direction the 

Leviathan Project’s research seemed to take, Dr. Walker ordered me to make backup copies of 

all the project data.” He pulled out a 128 Gigabyte USB flash drive from his jean pocket. “If you 

have a computer, we can show you the Leviathan Project, sir. And please, call me Hugh.”  

They adjourned to M’s study carrying their coffee cups and saucers. Numerous books 

lined the wooden bookshelves along the walls. M turned on the large plasma TV in the study. He 

opened his wafer-thin wireless notebook and handed it to Hugh. The TV displayed the 

notebook’s boot-up screen in High-Definition. 

Although Major Abdullah had seen most of the progress at the dig, he was amazed along 

with M as they watched the finished presentation of the team’s findings. One of M’s servants 

refreshed their coffee and left the silver carafe.  

The professional quality digital presentation of the Leviathan Project explained the 

circumstances under which they discovered the specimen. Dr. Walker narrated the ninety-minute 

presentation that covered the process of site preparation, mapping, fossil recovery, research, and 

its final display. She explained about the incontrovertible evidence of the hunt and the existence 

of modern man at the time of the beast’s existence. The video discussed the imprint of the animal 



in the clay and the scales they discovered. The evidence clearly indicated that it was a sea 

creature. The video indicated that the description of the Leviathan in Job chapter forty-one 

seemed to fit their specimen. The presentation ended with a lifelike digital rendering of the 

creature. Hugh had several other USB’s in a small case that contained the complete archive of 

their research. 

After a moment, M smiled and said, “This is quite fantastic, Dr. Walker. I believe this 

might be the greatest scientific find relating to earth’s ancient history in living memory. The loss 

of your team was tragic. However, the fact that you have the complete research project will work 

to our advantage, if you will entrust a copy of it to me. I can assure you that we can make the 

most of a bad situation, and insure that your colleagues’ deaths were not in vain.” 

“How can you do it, sir?” Hugh asked. “All the empirical evidence is gone.” His 

expression saddened at the loss.  

Major Abdullah spoke, “Ah, that’s not exactly correct, Hugh. We have all the original 

evidence in a sealed vault near the warehouse site. When the team made the first replicas, the 

University removed the original specimen and imprint. After the Leviathan Project proceeded to 

the presentation development stage, the Turkish government took the liberty of securing the 

original specimen. However, we did not have a copy of your research. You’ve actually been 

working with the replicas. I’m just sorry we didn’t think to give your team more security. I 

apologize for my fatal failure.” Abdullah said contritely. 

Dr. Walker and Hugh looked surprised as the Major continued to explain, “There have 

been several important finds recently that suddenly came up missing important elements, but we 

had no idea anyone would consider mass murder.” 

M stood and walked around the room, “Considering the radical nature of the information 

your team uncovered, I can understand why the attack was made.” 

Hugh shook his head in disbelief and said, “Wait a minute. Mass murder, attack, are you 

two saying this wasn’t an accident? Are you saying someone killed our team and tried to destroy 

our work on purpose? That’s crazy,” he growled angrily.   

M responded, “I’m sorry to be the bearer of bad news, young man, but there is indeed a 

radical element that has worked to control the flow of information regarding the earth’s origin 

for ages. During that time, the Foundation has battled them secretly at every step along the way. 



The battle is for the mind of humanity. Virtually every tenant currently adhered to by modern 

educational institutions is the result of our adversary’s efforts.  

“Through the theft and sale of rare art and tomes, they fund their educational agenda to 

remove every element of God from society through the educational process. I’m afraid my group 

hasn’t been as effective as we’d like.” M walked to the carafe and refilled his coffee cup. Dr. 

Walker sensed M considered his next words carefully.  

M continued, “After reviewing your data, I understand how every aspect of the wealth of 

information that you discovered is a direct threat to our enemy’s agenda. They’ve worked hard to 

establish the artificially long age of the earth in order to support their claim for evolution. They 

claim that the process takes ages to work. Our evidence indicates the Earth is far younger, on the 

order of 6,000 to 10,000 years. I believe if you look at your data in these terms you’ll discover 

your findings fit our model better than the millions of years purported by the evolutionists.” 

Dr. Walker sat stunned. Finally, she stated, “Setting aside your suggestion of some evil 

society bent on controlling the thoughts of humanity, what makes any difference if evolution is 

over thousands or millions of years, not that I’m agreeing with you.” 

M smiled and said, “I think you need some time to get over the shock of your loss and 

what you consider radical statements. I have no interest in arguing about my understanding of the 

facts. I challenge you and Hugh to review the information you uncovered in the light of my 

statement, and then ask yourselves how would a secret society bent on controlling the 

information about the origin of the Earth regard your data.” 

Dr. Walker nodded and said, “Alright, M, but what about this secret society. Obviously, 

you believe they had something to do with our tragedy.” 

“The Tanniyn Society is the primary purveyor of the Theory of Evolution and power 

behind the fight to keep the Biblical account of Creation, or Intelligent Design, from being 

considered in the public sector. As I’ve said, they’ve stolen countless works of art, ancient 

documents, and manuscripts to obscure any reference to the origin of humanity.” 

Hugh stopped and looked at M in surprise. “You said the Tanniyn Society. That’s a name 

in one of the references we found when we researched our specimen.” 

M nodded and said, “That’s right. Leviathan, dragon, and Tanniyn are all names given to 

the same animal in the Scriptures. Unfortunately, I am sure that is why they considered the 

destruction of your project as an imperative. Your group posed too great a threat to the Tanniyn 



Society. It simply could not afford to have anyone connect the dots from the ancient reference to 

the evil beast and their existence. As I said, our struggle has been in secret. As far as I know, the 

Tanniyn Society is unaware that the Foundation is fighting against its agenda.” 

Dr Walker asked, “If the Foundation is secret, why are you talking to us?” 

“That’s a fair question, doctor,” M answered, “I’m afraid the Tanniyn Society wished the 

two of you dead. If you show up anywhere as yourselves without security, you’d soon suffer a 

lethal accident. As an alternative, I wish to offer you both positions in my organization. I have 

need for your services. We have a special project that I believe you’ll find most exciting. I can 

offer you security and the freedom to discover the truth without interference.” 

Dr. Walker looked at M severely and said, “I’m sure you already know that I don’t hold 

to any preconceived ideas about origins or evolution or anything else. I look at the evidence I 

find, and make the conclusions I believe to fit the model best. I won’t change just because you 

seem like a nice man. I’ll state the facts as I see them. I won’t make up a lie to suit your agenda.” 

M said, “I realized that when I first met you, Dr. Walker. I’ve no hidden agenda, other 

than to thwart the Tanniyn Society in their attempt to control the thinking of humanity. I 

welcome your challenge and would encourage, no, I will demand that you let no one influence 

your findings.”  

M’s expression became serious as he continued, “Conversely, I’ll support your findings, 

provide publishing, access to the media, and fight any legal battles. You’ll never have to worry 

about making your contributors happy. I’ll provide research resources, security, and funding for 

your work above anything you’ve ever known.”  

He turned to Hugh and said, “My technology division is seeking a new head. The job is 

yours, young man, if you want it. I’ll have one of my people give both of you the tour of our 

labs, if you wish. I suggest you take some time together to think through my offer. Let’s meet at 

dinner tonight after your tour. I have a couple friends I’m anxious for you to meet. You may give 

me your answer over desert. Until then, my home is yours,” he said graciously and left the room 

with Major Abdullah.   

 

In his private office, M turned to Major Abdullah in an unusual display of anger and said, 

“How could we not know what those poor people were doing? How could we miss finding out 

what they were pursuing? Obviously, the Society discovered what they were doing and put an 



end to it. Our lack of follow up was tantamount to murder! We must make sure that never 

happens again. This was the most important discovery in our history, and we nearly missed it. If 

the Society had killed those two, we’d never have learned of their incredible discovery. I want 

Hawk and Ariel here tonight. From now on Hawk is heading our counter investigation of the 

Leviathan Project tragedy, and Ariel is heading Dr. Walker’s protection detail. No expense is to 

be spared on these assignments.” 

Major Abdullah replied, “Yes, sir, I’ll see to it immediately. I’m afraid Ariel is on a 

Mediterranean cruise.” 

“I don’t care if she’s on her way to the moon, I want her here tonight,” M ordered with a 

scowl.  

 

The fire engine red 1952 MG TD sped over the winding road up to M’s villa in the 

Turkish mountains. Hawk had the top down. The sky was brilliant blue and the wind whipped 

through his prematurely graying hair. It was a beautiful day, and he enjoyed taking the curving 

road at an insane rate of speed. He knew his vehicle as if it was part of his body. 

 

A black helicopter landed on the Orient Queen’s flight deck as the ship neared Turkey’s 

five-mile limit in the Mediterranean. A steward carried the bags of a young woman as she ran to 

its open door. The rotors never slowed down. The young woman boarded the helicopter, and it 

flew away. All the while, the big cruise ship sailed toward its destination. 

The First Mate looked at Captain Mosel as he returned to bridge and asked, “Who was 

that, sir?” 

“I’m not sure, but President Keran of Turkey called an hour ago to let us know she was 

needed immediately for a special mission.” 

They watched the black dot of the helicopter disappear over the horizon. 

 

E I G H T  

 

For dinner that evening, M’s chef prepared an appetizer of Artic Char Tartar with 

walnuts, served with Stilton and Yorkshire puddings. M and Major Abdullah sat at the ends of 

the table. After introductions, Ariel sat beside Dr. Walker, while Hawk took the chair next to 



Hugh. They listened with evident interest as Dr. Walker and Hugh traded enthusiastic comments 

about their discoveries during the Leviathan Project.  

During the fish course of braised marlin with chorizo, clams, kale, and saffron potatoes, 

Dr. Walker enumerated their experiences as they uncovered the strange specimen, the imprint of 

the specimen in the ground beneath, the footprints, and the discovery of the spear.  

The meat course followed of pan-roasted lamb loin with goat cheese polenta, asparagus, 

figs, and lamb jus. M asked Dr. Walker, “What would you say was the greatest day on the 

project?” 

Dr. Walker looked up at the crystal chandelier over the richly inlaid dining table and 

mused, “I guess the greatest day at the dig was when Major Abdullah arrived to help us move the 

boulder. I was feeling low, and didn’t see how we could get the thing off without crushing what 

remained of the priceless skull. The next best day came several days later, when his team moved 

that boulder off the creature’s skull, and we discovered it was still intact.” She turned to the 

Major and said, “We owe you so much, Major Abdullah, thank you.”  

Major Abdullah acknowledged her praise with a nod and tipped his crystal wine glass as 

a salute.  

During the salad course, Dr. Walker thoroughly enjoyed listening to the light banter 

between their two tablemates Hawk and Ariel. She could tell there was quite a history between 

the two agents. 

The chef served a dessert of passion fruit Baked Alaska. Hawk looked at Dr. Walker 

while he waited on desert and said, “It is a pity, M.” Hawk's face screwed up in a fake frown, but 

his eyes smiled impishly as he winked at Hugh and Dr. Walker. 

“What’s too bad, Hawk?” M asked, knowing what was coming. Ariel looked up after 

watching M’s staff serve Dr. Walker the Baked Alaska. She hadn’t paid attention to Hawk’s 

comment. 

“Well, Boss, do you know what Ariel’s favorite dessert is?” Hawk asked. 

“Tell us.” M said evidently sensing a setup.  

Ariel glared at Hawk through slitted eyes. 

“She just loves Twincakes. She takes them with her wherever she goes.”  



Ariel looked daggers at Hawk. A server arrived on cue a moment later and presented 

Ariel with a small brass covered server. Opening it with a flourish, he displayed two golden, 

cream-filled Twincakes lying on a dainty white doily.  

“Hawk, I’ll get you for this,” she growled under her breath as the dinner party chuckled.  

Another server quickly replaced the Twincakes with Baked Alaska. However, the cream-

filled cakes never reached their destination. The kitchen staff loved eating the cakes, but they had 

to do so in hiding. The chef disdained any pre-packaged food, but M kept a supply of them for 

Hawk, who relished the sweet cakes. 

After the five-course feast, Dr. Walker and Hugh were stuffed. Her taste buds were in 

shock after her diet of canned chili and hotdogs at the project. The wines the chef selected with 

each course were superb and rare, but Dr. Walker especially liked the Earl Grey tea blended with 

rose petals at the end. She really wasn’t much of a wine person, but everyone was so nice, she 

didn’t feel she should make an issue.  

Over tea and coffee after dinner, Hugh shared his excitement as he discovered the odd 

references to the sea creature in the Scripture. 

“What did you make of those references, Hugh?” M asked, watching the young computer 

wiz with interest. 

Hugh thought a moment, “I was amazed at how well the description in the book of Job fit 

the actual circumstances. It seemed as if the writer had first-hand knowledge of the creature. The 

more I studied the situation in the light of our current theoretical model in regards to the 

evolutionary timeline, the less comfortable I became with the model. In fact, we’ve had to 

discard most of the dating model outright.  

I couldn’t think how Dr. Walker was going to present the case to our colleagues. I was 

impressed that she didn’t try to fudge the facts to fit the theory, but I feared she would suffer 

greatly for it. I noticed there were preliminary reports in the media about our findings that 

indicated our whole process was in question. It was as if someone tried to set aside our work 

before we’d had a chance to present it.” 

“I’m sure you found that disturbing,” M stated as the servers cleared the table. 

“Indeed,” Hugh agreed, “in the light of the tragic destruction of our friends and work, the 

idea that our findings disagreed with popular consensus seems to give credence to your inference 



that our project was intentionally squashed before its presentation.” He looked down at his lap 

with embarrassment at his wet eyes. 

“Yes,” M agreed, “one would hope such a discovery would be welcomed by the scientific 

community. If the reason for the study is not to discover the truth, then why look for the answers 

at all? The discovery of such specimens is extremely rare. In view of its value to the scientific 

community, I’m afraid they saw it as a threat to an agenda. The purveyor of that agenda 

considers the threat critical because most people are unaware there is an agenda at all. Many of 

your colleagues blindly accept the theory as fact, and argue any case that threatens the theory 

without reason. Almost as if the theory was part of a religious belief system.” 

Dr. Walker shook her head and said, “Why would you say it’s a belief system? I’m only 

interested in finding the truth.” 

“Oh, but you see, my dear,” M replied. “Your work is considered some of the best in the 

discipline today. However, you refuse to espouse the popular consensus regarding archeology 

that blindly embraces the tenants of the Theory of Evolution as if it were a foregone conclusion."  

M shook his head sadly and said, "I hate to say it, but you’re slated for failure, Dr. 

Walker. Eventually, your work would be discredited, and, if you had persisted in your counter-

cultural statements, you would be blackballed. Many of your colleagues believe as you do, but 

they will not face up against the peer pressure and risks associated with bucking the system.” 

Dr. Walker nodded as she began to see the emerging pattern. She asked, “You keep 

talking about a belief system. Would you explain what you mean?” 

M nodded, and sipped his coffee while the others ate their deserts. He said, “There are 

two basic belief systems in the world today. There is the belief in God or a Supreme Being or 

gods, and there are those who believe that Man is god or Naturalism. I’m sure you know about 

many of the various religions, but most people have never considered the religion of Naturalism. 

In Naturalism, everything that happens does so due to a natural progression. There is no God or 

gods, and man is the epitome of the evolutionary chain, and thus, a god.” 

Hugh grunted around a mouthful of Baked Alaska, and said, “But what about atheists? 

They don’t believe in any gods.” 

“On the surface, that would seem true, but when you consider my analysis in detail, 

you’ll find they fall into the group that believes Man is a god. Currently, the belief system in 

power throughout most of the world, the one that holds sway among the educational elite, and 



the pseudo-scientists, that wish to seem informed, is Naturalism. It includes atheists and 

humanists. This belief system, or religion, tolerates some religions, except those that believe in a 

Supreme Being. The religious groups that believe in God as a Supreme Being are a clear threat to 

the Man as god religion.” 

“Why are the humanists more tolerant of those who believe in many gods?” Hawk asked. 

“It’s not so much they’re tolerant of those who worship many gods, they consider anyone 

who think differently as rustic fools. However, they abhor Christians, Jews, and, to some extent, 

Muslims. Their abhorrence of the worshipers of God is an ancient hatred that goes back to the 

very foundations of the world. This hatred is born of jealousy.” 

“I’m sorry, but I must disagree strongly, sir,” Hugh argued. “I don’t consider myself a 

religious person, but many of my friends are atheists and humanists. They simply don’t hate 

other people as you have portrayed them. They disagree with those beliefs, but they don’t hate 

religious people enough to support the vicious attack we witnessed on our lab.” 

“Most of those who espouse the belief system I’ve described have no knowledge of its 

true agenda. Its originator has duped and destroyed Mankind for generations. Humanity’s played 

the roll of attacker and victim on both sides of the issue in this age-old hatred. Mistakes were 

made on both sides by the people who felt strongly about their beliefs, but the true victim was 

the truth and future generations from whom the truth was carefully obscured.” 

“I’m sorry, M, but I don’t see how all that has anything to do with finding a dinosaur. We 

aren’t practicing a religion, or even asking anyone to take sides. We’re just trying to get to the 

truth,” Dr. Walker stated. 

“But you see, Dr. Walker, our battle is about the Truth. What is the truth? Is there a God? 

Is man a god? Or are their many gods? If you discovered information that supported the ancient 

Scriptures in great detail, it would indicate the Scriptures aren’t merely old stories about the 

Jewish people. It would also give credence to the belief system founded on One Supreme Being. 

. . God. 

“That belief system hinges on one truth, the truth of origin. God is the all powerful, 

loving creator. If God created the heavens and the earth and everything in them, as the Scripture 

says, then mankind should consider life in terms of God’s revealed truth in the Scripture. That 

truth is diametrically opposed to many of the most popular beliefs society espouses today. Our 

enemy simply cannot tolerate such a threat.” 



Hugh disagreed, “But I know many Christians, Jews, and Muslims who believe in the 

Theory of Evolution.”  

M explained, “As you said, Hugh, these people believe in the Theory of Evolution. The 

key word is believe. The study of origins is not science. Science is defined as the study of 

something that maybe observed and reproduced through experimentation. Why is the study of 

the origin of the universe not science, Hugh?” M asked, as if he expected the young man to know 

the answer. 

Hugh thought for moment and seemed to remember something. “Essentially, the First 

Law of Thermodynamics states that all energy is conserved, nothing is being created, and 

nothing is destroyed. I think the Second Law of Thermodynamics applies here as well, which 

states that in all energy exchanges, the state of the process is such that the sum of the resulting 

change will always be less than the original state. This is also called the Law of Entropy.” 

“Correct,” M smiled, and noted Dr. Walker listened closely. “The Laws states that 

nothing is being created, and in all processes in which energy is exchanged the result is a loss.” 

Dr. Walker was impressed with Hugh’s knowledge of other scientific fields of study. 

She’d focused most of her life on archeology, and hadn’t taken time to consider the other 

disciplines. She expected the experts within them to know their fields and provide appropriate 

answers when asked. She knew the Laws as well, but always struggled with the Law of Entropy.  

She remembered her high school physics teacher that had used the over-simplified 

illustration showing the sum of the energy in a process when he said, "We face the tragic affects 

of the Law of Entropy every day, people and things age, wear out, and breakdown. That's why 

we pay millions of dollars on maintenance every year." 

Dr. Walker leaned forward, holding her teacup, and said, “So you’re saying we can’t 

study the process of creation, because nothing is being created?” 

“Yes,” M said, and waited as if expecting her to continue. 

“But Evolution is taught as a fact.” She said slowly, trying to make sense of the new 

perspective. She’d been wondering why her field of science had no laws, now she was beginning 

to understand a critical flaw in her knowledge. She had blindly accepted a teaching that directly 

opposed scientific Law.  

Dr. Walker tried to apply her new perspective to her experiences and continued speaking, 

“The First Law of Thermodynamics applies to all science, and nothing is being created. The 



Second Law stated every process results in a change downward. So scientists who state that the 

Theory of Evolution is a fact merely state an opinion and certainly not science.”  

She sat back with a quiet grunt, and mulled over her situation as she listened. For years 

she had accepted the theory as fact without giving it a second thought. Now she understood her 

error, but felt there must be a reason for the mis-information. 

Dr. Walker had wondered why her area of study had no Laws, but she now realized she’d 

been ignoring the Laws that applied to everything. These Laws simply couldn't be ignored. She 

considered how she could have missed this important step in her professional practice as the 

conversation around M’s table continued. 

M seemed to watch Dr. Walker with a keen eye. He waited for her eyes to return to his, 

and concluded, “The naturalist’s belief in evolution is based on faith, Dr. Walker. It is a critical 

part of their religion. It is not science, and can never be considered as such.” 

Dr. Walker glanced at Hawk, Ariel, and Major Abdullah who had watched the byplay 

with seeming interest, as if they’d heard and seen this before. She had no doubt M knew his 

material and had a gift of helping others understand it well. 

Hugh interjected, “If you think that’s radical, Dr. Walker, consider the implications of the 

Second Law of Thermodynamics.” He looked eagerly at M and said, “See if this makes since, if 

all processes are in a state of entropy, or change downward, then the very foundation of 

Evolution that considers changes in species as a progressive process is also fatally flawed. If 

anything, de-evolution would make more sense than evolution. Given the Law of Entropy, no 

matter how long we waited, evolution is fundamentally impossible,” he stated with a satisfied 

smile.  

M smiled, nodded, and said, “That’s right, Hugh.” 

Dr. Walker said, “Where does that leave us? I’ve always depended upon the experts in 

the other scientific disciplines to provide the answers for their fields. We ran into a number of 

problems with the archeological and geological evidence. Now I discover they aren’t based on 

science at all. No wonder we’re always changing the model.”  

Hugh agreed, “That rings true with the problem our research had with the evolutionary 

timeline. We clearly witnessed an intelligent, erect man existed coincidentally with the 

Leviathan.”  



Hugh ticked off points on his fingers as he said, “That the man had a strategy for hunting 

the creature, and was successful in doing so. We believe he took a trophy from the creature."  

Dr. Walker added, “Conversely, according to the theory of Evolution, animals like the 

Leviathan were extinct a million years or more before man walked erect upon the earth. The 

theory’s excessively long timeline is completely counter-intuitive to our findings.”  

M explained, “When we consider the changing evolutionary timeline over the last fifty 

years, we see it continue to stretch out longer and longer in order to give the process time to 

happen. Originally, it took thousands, then hundreds of thousands, then millions, billions, and 

now with the advent of a new popular term, we can expect the process to evolve into trillions of 

years.” 

“Am I to understand your research indicated a man hunted the Leviathan?” Hawk asked 

quietly. The agent’s quiet comment drew the dinner guests immediate attention.  

“That’s right, we found the tip of a spear in the Leviathan’s eye, and we found the 

fossilized broken spear at the site in the impression made by the animal’s body. If our reasoning 

is correct, the man, whose footprints we found, hunted the animal and took a trophy, its tooth. 

There were no signs that anything else was taken from the carcass. There were no tell-tale marks 

on the bones to indicate butchering.” Dr. Walker stated. 

Hawk said, “So a man hunted this animal for sport. Think of the glory and fame of 

bagging the most ferocious creature on earth. It must have been as exciting as hunting elephants, 

tigers, or grizzly bears. The man must have been a great hunter, perhaps the greatest hunter in the 

history of mankind. What a challenge and thrill the Leviathan hunt must have been to him.” 

“Are you inferring humanity hunted the dinosaurs to extinction as they have other 

animals?” M asked, looking at his head of security. 

“Why not?” Hawk answered. “If we can be sure of anything, it’s that man has not 

changed over the years. Technology has changed, and in some ways, we’ve adapted to those 

changes, but deep down we’re the same. We love and hate, we have needs and wants, and we're 

driven to do something greater than others before us.” 

“Why, Hawk, I didn’t know you’re a philosopher.” M stated with renewed interest in his 

friend. 

“I’m a realist, sir. I’ve seen the depravity of man. In the crudest parts of the world man 

can be just as merciless and brutal as in the richest most technical. Likewise, I’ve seen people 



who love and share in both worlds. If your guests said they found a hunter, then I say he was 

motivated like all great hunters. The thrill of the hunt is a powerful motivator.” 

“Is it possible that the dinosaurs were hunted to extinction?” Hugh asked looking at Dr. 

Walker as though she had the answer. 

She thought and said, “I think it could have been an important factor. If dinosaur herd 

levels were low from some cataclysmic change in the environment, hunting might definitely 

have been a factor.” 

M changed the subject, “While you’re considering the tangents of your discovery, I 

suggest there may be another side-issue that you haven’t considered yet. Have you thought of 

how fossils are made?” 

Hugh smiled, “Yes, we discussed this early during our research. They must be buried 

soon after death in materials conducive to fossilization.” 

“Exactly, Hugh,” M agreed and waited. 

“So you proposed our specimen was buried soon after death, perhaps on purpose?” Hugh 

asked. 

Hawk asked in reply. “If the hunter planned everything else, why not the creature’s 

burial? Experienced hunters know how to dispose of a carcass properly. Can you imagine how 

badly such an enormous animal would smell if left to decompose near a town or village?”  

Ariel wrinkled her nose, “There are several recent news stories where whales died, 

stranded on a beach, and the smell was horrible. Any glory gained by a hunter would soon be 

forgotten by his neighbors who had to endure months from the stench of rotting dinosaur.” 

Hugh chuckled and added ironically, “Thanks a lot Nimrod. Couldn’t you have killed that 

thing next to our enemy’s town? Let them smell the stench.” Hugh’s voice mimicked an angry 

neighbor’s tone. 

The dinner guests laughed. 

“I’m always amazed that archeologists eagerly uncover fossils, but forget how they’re 

made.” M stated. “Look at the preponderance of fossil data, and what do we know?” He looked 

around the table at his guests, “We know that something catastrophic happened to kill and bury 

all these animals. We also know that if left to the elements and natural processes, no fossilization 

occurs. We find few examples of fossilization continuing today, except in the cases of volcanoes 

or floods. In these cases, we don’t find fossils, but we find the bones encased within the mud or 



lava.” M continued, “Therefore we know that some catastrophic event happened on a world-wide 

scale to cause the fossils to form virtually everywhere.” 

Dr. Walker’s expression changed to a look of suspicion and she weighed in, “You’re 

referring to the Genesis Flood. If you’ll forgive me, I don’t really want to get into a major 

theological discussion right now, M.” 

“We can save the Flood discussion for another time, doctor, but let me just put forward a 

thought. If there was a universal, worldwide flood, then all of the evidence of the origin of the 

earth would be erased by the terrific hydraulic forces at work. Between the flood, tsunamis, 

volcanoes, and meteorological factors, the whole face of the earth would have been completely 

re-arranged. This is just one more reason why we cannot study origin. We must consider the 

models of origin in view of the evidence of a catastrophic worldwide flood. The Genesis Flood 

would erase all empirical evidence of creation.” 

Hugh looked at M and said, “In view of what little we’ve discussed this evening, I don’t 

understand how evolution gained such notoriety, and why so many believers in God accept it as 

fact to the extent they argue against what the Bible says." 

M responded, “Amazingly, some of the strongest proponents of the Theory of Evolution 

are Christians, Jews, and Muslims who wish to seem knowledgeable. They don’t realize they 

have embraced a philosophy antagonistic to their own beliefs. That espousing Evolution destroys 

the very foundation of their belief, their faith, in the One God who created the universe. One 

cannot believe that man is a god and that God is the god at the same time. Without the Creator, 

the creation devolves into chaos.”  

M paused and seemed to consider an explanation that would reach them. He said, 

“Solomon, the wisest man in history, stated, ‘The fear of the Lord is beginning of knowledge.’ 

Solomon studied all aspects of life using his incredible intellect and amazing resources. He 

determined that all knowledge rests on one truth. That God exists, and that man must revere or 

fear Him."  

“If all Truth, all knowledge, rests on the foundation of God, then any philosophy or 

theory based on the absence of God is doomed to return a false conclusion. The Foundation’s 

purpose is to help people understand the Truth of God, and we know that believing in the origin 

of the universe in the Scripture is a key of that truth and our faith. Surely you can see how this 

information could effect those belief systems.” 



M’s eloquent explanation gave Dr. Walker much to ponder. She could see the link 

between her discovery of the Leviathan and people’s interpretation of the Scriptures. She also 

understood why those who did not believe in God would object. That had been obvious all of her 

career.  

She felt euphoric from the food, conversation, but the excitement and tension of the past 

few days had tired her quickly. 

M seemed to sense Dr. Walker’s and Hugh’s fatigue, and he said, “Let’s set that aside for 

now. I hope we’ll have plenty of time to pursue that conversation later, if you wish.” He took a 

sip of his coffee.  

Changing the subject he asked, “Now, before our time together tonight ends, I’m eager to 

hear what you both think of my offer to join the Foundation.” 

Hugh smiled and said, “Our tour of your lab was incredible, sir. In view of the fact that 

all of my opportunities just blew up, I’d be happy to join your team. I’d like to discuss your offer 

in more detail in private.” 

“Certainly, Hugh, let’s plan on meeting after breakfast in the morning. What about you, 

Dr. Walker?” M asked. 

“I’m very interested in hearing your offer, M. However, my greatest concern is about any 

future work and the teams I might lead. I simply cannot put my people at risk like that again. I 

will retire from my profession immediately rather than see one more person die at the hands of 

some terrorist.” 

“I agree with you completely, doctor. I will not place you or your team at undue risk. The 

Foundation will provide for your personal security. In fact, if you accept my offer, I plan to 

assign Ariel as the lead to your personal security detail. I can assure you Ariel is an 

accomplished counter-terrorist.  

“However," he continued, "if you choose to join us, you must understand that many of 

your colleagues will reject your findings. Regardless of my attempts to protect you, I can do 

nothing to protect your reputation,” M stated with evident concern. “You will be attacked 

professionally if you continue on your present course. People you considered friends will have 

no choice but to think you have lost all credibility.” 

“I understand, M,” Dr. Walker stated soberly. She realized she was about to take a step 

that would change her career path forever. “I’ve always been willing to stand behind my 



findings. If I have your word to take care of my team, then you have a deal. I’ll happily accept 

your offer conditional on our final negotiations.” 

M smiled and clapped his manicured hands together happily and said, “Excellent. Dr. 

Walker, Ariel will be with you at all times once you leave the villa. Hawk will oversee our 

private investigation of the tragedy, and arrange for additional assistance as required. You’ll find 

them most useful. However, I must ask you to follow their directions in matters of security. 

They’ve never failed to provide satisfactory—” 

M paused and looked up as his executive assistant approached with a note on a silver 

salver. “Excuse me a moment,” M said.  

He read the note. His gray eyes lit up with excitement, and he stood smiling. “It seems 

your addition to the Foundation was most propitious, doctors. Not far from your former dig, 

another exciting find has just been unearthed. The Turkish government has secured the site, and 

it’s awaiting you and your team. I suggest you prepare yourself for travel after breakfast in the 

morning. I’ll have my staff provide whatever you need or wish. Ariel will be traveling with you. 

The rest of our team will meet you there.”  

M shook Dr. Walker and Hugh’s hands and bid them goodnight, and motioned for Hawk 

to follow him out of the room. 

 

Out of earshot of the rest of the group, M turned and spoke, “Hawk, I want Major 

Abdullah to secure the new site. Make sure everything meets your requirements, then I need you 

to initiate an investigation into the destruction of the Leviathan Project. Ariel is in charge of Dr. 

Walker and her team’s personal security. Coordinate your activities with her, and keep me 

informed.” 

Hawk nodded and headed down into the villa’s security center with M to review satellite 

images of the new project’s site to plan for its security. In a few minutes, Ariel and Major 

Abdullah joined the discussion as to how to proceed. M noted his experts' recommendations and 

issued orders to prepare for their next project. 

 

N I N E  

 



Although Dr. Walker thought she’d be too excited by the day's events to sleep, she drifted 

off into a deep slumber soon after her head hit the pink satin-covered pillow. She nestled 

between the luxurious satin sheets. The day had been both exhilarating and exhausting. The 

review of the Leviathan Project after breakfast, and tour of the Foundation facilities, followed by 

the wonderful meal had completely drained her. That night, as Dr. Walker slept, she had a 

strange dream.  

 

In her dream, somehow Dr. Walker understood that she saw through the eyes of someone 

else. She experienced what that person heard and felt. There was a sense of awe and anticipation 

in her dream that she had never experienced before. The person in her dream stood in the cool 

shade of a spreading oak tree looking out across a verdant rolling valley. Dr. Walker sensed that 

her dream avatar was a man. Although she was confused, she felt no fear, only genuine curiosity 

and wonder at the sense of absolute safety. The beauty of her surroundings filled her with awe.  

 

The morning glowed with muted mauve and gold hues, casting long shadows 

across the land. The man felt the soft thick moss under his bare feet, and smelled the 

wildflowers on the gentle breeze. A small brook nearby chuckled over smooth stones.  

A hand-sized lunar moth landed on his shoulder to rest. Its wings flexed slowly, 

as if fanning him. He smiled and placed a finger under its fragile legs, lifting it tenderly. 

The moth’s delicate wings were crimson and purple. The man found joy in the 

unexpected visual treasure. He brought it up to eye level, turning the moth slowly. “Very 

nice, He has made you well, has He not?”   

The moth seemed to understand him. Its tiny head nodded slowly. He observed 

the intricate design along its wings and held out his hand. It took flight, slowly making its 

way down the valley. He watched as it landed on a giant white peony blossom. The 

contrast of its crimson wings on the fragrant white flower in the sunrise was startling.  

The man listened as a turtledove cooed somewhere in the branches far above. 

The dove was reminding her mate to return quickly to their hungry chicks. In a moment, 

her mate flitted through the branches with a fat worm for his family to share. 

Along the edge of the brook, a pair of lions with several wobbly-legged cubs 

crossed through the low grass. The lion parents patiently waited while the flitting 



movements of a startled chameleon distracted their playful young. The cubs watched 

the colorful lizard curiously, and forgot about their parents completely. Their mother 

looked at her mate who had settled in the shade of a towering hemlock. She growled as 

if to say, Well, aren’t you going to do anything? 

Her mate lazily ignored her complaint and the tumbling cubs. 

The lioness grabbed one cub tenderly in her mouth and carried him away from 

the distraction, dumping the cub at its father’s head. She looked at him as if to say, At 

least you can watch him. When she returned to the other cubs, the man held a soggy-

looking cub that had fallen into the stream with a splash and struggled to climb the slick 

grass along the bank. She picked up the third cub, and carried her up to her brother.  

The man followed the lioness and gently dropped the soggy little fellow next to 

his sister. His mother licked the water out of her baby’s fuzzy fur. The man tenderly 

scratched it under the neck, and it purred loudly. Soon, his siblings were butting him for 

attention. He laughed and rubbed their ears. With only two hands, he thought, one was 

sure to be disappointed. He stood, and the lions grumbled their goodbyes as they made 

their way through the tall grass in front of their den. 

 He sat down on the brook's grassy bank, dangled his feet in the cool clear water 

and felt refreshed. A smallmouth bass as long as his forearm slowly made her way 

through the deepest part of the stream to the pool in which his feet dangled. She rose to 

the surface and lay on her side, displaying her bulging body full of eggs. Her red eye 

peered at him.  

“Yes, I see, soon you will have quite a family,” he said, stroking her side as she 

waited. 

Her mate joined them. 

“You will be busy soon,” the man said, addressing the male. “Have you chosen a 

site for your nest?” 

Her mate swam to a nearby spot, deeper in the clear water, circled and returned. 

“I’ll be watching. Your children will be beautiful, like their parents.” 

The man carried a small basket he’d made of thick reeds, in which he carried a 

number of seeds and a few simple tools. He plucked several handfuls of the succulent 

grass along the water’s edge and laid them in the basket.  



He walked along the stream with some purpose. He stopped when he reached 

an area that had few trees and little grass. He dug into the soil with his bare hand felt its 

coolness. The soil was sandy. From his touch, he sensed the soil needed something.  

He looked around the area, and walked to an outcropping of whitish rock. 

Breaking off a chunk of the rock, he held the brittle crumbling rock in his hand. 

“Limestone,” he stated, and nodded with satisfaction. He returned to the barren spot 

and crumbled the rock into the brown earth. He turned the mix over a few times and 

dropped in a seed. “I think this is the perfect spot for some fig trees,” he said, and 

repeated the process several times. He left plenty of room between the plantings. He 

had no doubt that they would grow and prosper.     

 

It was midday and the man stood beside a large body of water. He laid the 

basket on the shore and ran a few steps into the cool water, then dove in headfirst. The 

cool water refreshed and cleaned the dust of his walk from his body. He swam with 

powerful strokes for a distance into the deep water. He dove deep and looked around 

with anticipation. He formed image of a familiar water creature in his mind.  

In a moment, a pod of dolphins surrounded him with playful antics. She shared 

his joy as he played with the sleek creatures. The two larger dolphins were obviously 

the parents. They presented their dorsal fins to him as his need to breathe overcame his 

desire to play. Grabbing their fins, he held on as they raced to the surface with him and 

flew into the air. He gulped a lungful of air, and they plunged back into the water.  

Rising back to the surface, he laughed and played with friendly creatures. Later, 

they seemed disappointed when he climbed back onto the shore and shook the water 

from his body. He waved goodbye and said, “I will be back, my friends. Thank you for 

sharing your joy with me.” He picked up his basket, and discovered a beautiful golden 

rock in the black sand. He added the heavy rock to his basket.   

 

The dream changed, and the sun was lower in the muted purple sky as the man 

walked between lush green ferns almost his height. The air was cooling slightly. At this 

time of the day, the normally fitful breeze increased to a steady, gentle wind. When the 

sunset, the air would be completely calm. It was a time of day he liked the best.  



Moving from the giant ferns, he wandered under towering redwoods. The 

pungent smell of pine filled the air. The breeze whispered through the feathery bows 

high above. Wide spreading roots covered the ground. He paced off ten steps 

measuring the diameter of a huge tree. He couldn’t see the top of the father tree of the 

forest for its tall children. He placed a hand on the rough bark of its tall straight trunk, 

sensing its slow, patiently measured life. 

The man followed a narrow path that many creatures used through the tangle of 

gnarly roots between the silent giants. A family of squirrels chattered with their 

chipmunk neighbors on the ground far below. They seemed to be discussing their 

preference for the acorns the giants dropped early in the morning, these being the 

sweetest. The man smiled and nodded. He’d heard the same thing from the squirrels on 

the far side of the woods. He preferred to eat fruit rather than the slightly bitter acorns. 

As he neared the glen that surrounded his garden, a family of deer met him at 

the edge of the woods. The stag dropped his head in greeting, displaying its wide, 

branching rack of antlers. The doe turned to look back at her two spotted fawns. The 

man knelt at the edge of the dirt path and waited patiently as the little ones approached 

shyly. He shared a handful of tender grass from the brook’s edge with the fawns that 

nibbled tentatively at first. He knew this was a learning experience for them. 

“You will find this grass along the water’s edge. I’ve heard your parents think it’s 

the best. It’s always tender and juicy.” The older deer seemed to nod as the fawns 

looked at them for approval.    

Walking through knee-high grass, he looked at the grove of fruit trees that 

surrounded his home. The setting sun streaked the misty sky crimson and gold. A slight 

knoll raised the grove above the surrounding fields of wildflowers. In the center of the 

grove, a large striated rock whose cauldron shaped top held a pool of clear water. 

Springs of warm water fed the pool constantly. A waterfall several times his height from 

the large pool above spilled into another larger pool at the level of the grove. A high 

overhang provided the simple shelter that he called his home. 

He enjoyed listening to the tinkling music of the waterfall as it splashed into the 

pool beside his comfortable cove. More springs fed the lower pool, and a river flowed 

out to the edge of the field. That river branched into four streams that grew and fed the 



land around his home. On his explorations, he had discovered that each of those 

streams grew into mighty rivers that drained the lands far beyond. 

The trees of the grove were in a constant state of fruit bearing. The climate was 

comfortable throughout the seasons. While one tree flowered, another tree bore fruit. 

He enjoyed the constant change of his diet, and the never-ending visual feast. The fruit 

trees grew large and strong. He planted their seeds throughout the area to assure he 

could eat wherever he went. 

As he approached a tree, it seemed to offer its finest fruit for his selection. Today 

he tried a juicy red apple. It was larger than his hand, and more than enough for his 

meal.  

He drank at the water’s edge. A family of geese paddled by teaching their 

goslings to swim, and showing them the tender shoots of the lily and cattail. The fuzzy 

goslings were comical, having none of the grace of their parents. Then the man looked 

down into the clear water of the pool.  

 

Dr. Walker saw the stones beneath the water. Then she realized that she saw the man’s 

handsome face reflected back in the calm surface of the pool. He was remarkably handsome with 

long black hair, smiling brown eyes and a black beard and mustache. She could tell that he was 

tall and guessed that he stood over six feet. 

She took a moment to reflect on her own feelings. She realized she felt no fear. She felt 

completely relaxed and focused on observing the beauty in everything around her. She had 

walked over grass, stones, and passed trees for years without appreciating the beauty each one 

offered to her. She felt awe and wonder, and marveled at the strange sense of peace and joy. 

She’d never had a dream that seemed so real, so . . . amazing. 

 

Bees buzzed in the flowering trees and wild flowers. The man noticed they never 

stopped in their search for nectar until the golden globe of the sun disappeared from the 

misty blue sky. A hummingbird zipped into view. It hovered over the pool for a second 

as it drank. It flew to him in acknowledgement. The brilliant green feathers and its ruby 

throat flashed in the evening light as its wings throbbed. He smiled, but the energetic 

bird didn’t wait for a comment and flitted away in its unceasing hurry.  



 

The dream changed again, the man stood calmly as the light in the grove 

changed direction suddenly, and a sense of warmth and well-being flooded over him. 

The air around him shimmered and his skin tingled. He held out his hands before him, 

as if gratefully receiving a gift. The world around him seemed to still in this time of quiet 

communication with his Creator. The inhabitants of his sanctuary paused and watched 

as the man and God walked together in this cool time at the end of the day. 

“What did you discover today, Adam?” the Voice asked in a gentle tone like a 

whisper in the wind. The diffused cloud of light around the man changed hues. It looked 

as if he stood inside a brilliant rainbow. 

The man reviewed his exploits in detail. He described new sensations, and the 

beauty of the world around him. His enthusiasm and appreciation seemed to bring joy to 

his Maker.  

 

Dr. Walker somehow realized the man and his Creator met each day and reviewed his 

life as if it were an adventure. He enjoyed his time with creatures of the Earth, and his Creator 

enjoyed sharing his excitement at his new discoveries and observations. She sensed the great 

love the man and his Creator shared for each other, and it thrilled her. 

Dr. Walker lay perfectly still trying to absorb every nuance, every sound, every— 

 

A blaring, discordant tone sounded, disrupting the soft sounds of the dream’s cool breeze 

and quiet nesting calls of the animals as they bedded down for the night, and the dream faded 

suddenly. Dr. Walker awoke disappointed. She’d never experienced a feeling of rightness and 

well-being as she had in her dream. She snapped off her alarm, but felt refreshed and excited 

about the mysterious adventure that lay ahead. 

 

T E N  

 

Three black helicopters flew in close formation across the Turkish landscape. Dr. Walker 

gazed out the helicopter's window at the beauty of the land in the glorious sunrise. She wondered 

if perhaps part of her dream experience had affected her perspective on life. The sky was bright 



blue, somewhat different from that she remembered in her dream. She screwed up her eyes 

behind her sunglasses trying to envision what was different about the clear sky. Then she 

realized, in her dream, the sky looked as if it had thin mist. Not actually cloudy, but not as clear 

as today either. 

The pilot announced their arrival over the site. Ahead, she saw a ring of military vehicles 

and soldiers around an ancient fallen tree on a low hilltop. As they approached, the soldiers 

efficiently erected a camouflaged pavilion over the hole left by the old fallen tree’s root-ball in 

the crest of the hill. The helicopters landed in the valley beneath the hill near the trailers 

configured as the site's headquarters.  

At Dr. Walker’s arrival, the site came alive. Major Abdullah drove her in his ATV up to 

the pavilion. She recognized many of the men from the Major’s Engineering Corp. They were all 

glad to see her and Hugh again. A team of seasoned archeologists had arrived on a bus from the 

Foundation’s research group and awaited her direction.  

When everyone had arrived, Major Abdullah nodded to his assistant and said, “Report, 

Lieutenant.” 

The young officer said, “The site is secured and awaits your direction, sir. We are ready 

whenever Dr. Walker gives us the word.” 

“Let’s see what we’ve got, Major Abdullah.” Dr Walker ordered with an expectant smile. 

 

Ariel Myst stood on the hilltop inspecting the site security. When Dr. Walker arrived, 

excitement swirled around her. The archeologist's enthusiasm seemed infectious as the team 

who'd been waiting quietly suddenly came to life.  

Ariel looked at the stationing of the security guards and made mental notes how she 

wanted them repositioned and what additional equipment she needed for her mission to protect 

Dr. Walker.  

She noted the Turkish Army guards didn’t have clear fields of fire and couldn’t see each 

other. They stood their posts looking bored. She made mental notes of the situation, and opened 

her cell phone to call M with an order for high-tech equipment to assist her as she half-listened to 

the dialogue of the technicians as they prepared to lower the ROVER into the chasm.  

Ariel noticed the unusual gathering of birds in the trees around the site. She looked at the 

horizon and noted more on the way. She removed a set of 18x50 image-stabilized binoculars 



from her carrying pouch. The birds watched silently, as if waiting for something. Ariel also noted 

an unusual number of wildlife at the edge of the surrounding forest.  

Then she heard the team of archeologists and technicians gasp in surprise. 

 

The tech team sat at a table in the pavilion.  Hugh had worked with the Army Corp 

electricians to connect the remote controls and HD monitors for the equipment. A large titanium 

tripod stood over the hole in the ground with cables from the wench which was set up to lower 

devices into the dark chasm. They rigged a tracked Remotely Operated Vehicle for Exploration 

and Recovery, or ROVER, provided by the Foundation on the cable. The ROVER looked like a 

tracked copy of the Mars Explorer, Free Spirit, and had instruments for measuring temperature, 

humidity, lasers for measuring distance, hi-intensity LED floodlights, and four HD cameras 

equipped with night vision and infrared to view the area in 360 degrees. The Foundation had 

designed the ROVER to reconfigure easily for various functions.  

Four HD LCD TV’s displayed the views from the ROVER’s cameras. The staff sat in 

folding chairs, watching the ROVER's survey. A trained Foundation technician, named Dexter, 

operated the vehicle while Hugh led the team of technicians that operated the cameras and 

equipment. When they’d checked the systems, they lowered the ROVER into the dark chasm 

using a titanium tripod and a wench. 

The four TV’s displayed the views as the ROVER descended into the chasm. Dr. Walker 

immediately realized they had setup over a large cavern. The dome-shaped sides swept away 

from the bright lights and cameras, the walls sparkled with some kind of highly reflective surface 

covered by ages of mud and layers of dust. The remote control cable measured the distance the 

platform dropped into the cavern. The ROVER’s lasers measured the distance to the floor and 

the walls in four directions. A PC captured the readings and developed a 3D digital image of the 

cavern as the ROVER lowered slowly. 

At three meters from the floor, the platform was 6.75 meters from the opening in the top. 

The lasers measured the dome’s diameter of 19.5 meters. The dome was almost uniform in 

shape. Hugh adjusted the cameras to cover the greatest area. He increased the LED floodlight’s 

output and zoomed in on the walls. They could see the glistening reflection now appeared in 

brilliant flecks of blues, greens, reds, and yellows, but the dust and dirt of ages obscured most of 



the wall. The normally smoothly curved wall was flat on one side and did not reflect the light 

like the rest as if that area was different. 

A camera mounted in the tripod above the hole in the top of the dome looked down on 

the ROVER as it descended. When the ROVER reached the floor, its brilliant lights reflected off 

bits of shiny debris all around it from the collapsed ceiling. 

“Does the ROVER have the ability to recover anything in its current configuration?” she 

asked. 

They watched the main screen as a scoop deployed. The ROVER moved forward 

capturing samples of the strange cavern’s fallen ceiling material. “Do you want to see it now, 

doctor?” Dexter asked. “It’ll only take us a few minutes to bring it back up and return to the 

floor.”  

“No, we’ve waited ages to get this close, let’s see what else we find,” she directed 

eagerly. 

The tech nodded and said, “I’ll just dump the material in the sample hopper then.”  

The scoop rotated inward and dumped into a stainless steel hopper lined with a plastic 

bag. The hopper rotated, presenting a second empty hopper for more samples.  

The ROVER’s lights and cameras were mounted on a platform about a half meter from 

the floor. Since the floor of the cavern was relatively smooth and compact, it made a solid 

surface for moving the ROVER. Dexter raised the platform to a full meter to get a better 

perspective. 

“What do you want to see, doctor?” Dexter asked as he looked at her. 

Dr. Walker felt a thrill at knowing she was directing the exploration of an ancient room. 

The room looked muddy brown and covered with a thick layer of dust, but the glistening surface 

of the wall under the dust suggested something totally different. 

“Where is the anomaly in the dome wall?” she asked, indicating the flat spot. 

One of the camera operators zoomed in on a distant wall. Even at this distance, they 

could see an arched opening filled with some kind of man-made blocks of stone. The surface of 

the opening was of completely different material than that of the sparkling walls.  

“That’s some kind of door or entrance,” she observed as the edges of the opening 

resolved on the large LCD screen.  

One of her archeologists stated, “It looks like someone blocked it up." 



“Let’s mark the approximate location of that on our map overlay. We’ll come back to it 

in a minute.” Dr. Walker directed. 

The digital map overlay displayed a red outline of the walls as measured by the lasers. A 

yellow block indicated the entrance. The monitors showed the readouts from the various 

instruments. It was a warm muggy day on the hilltop. In the cavern, the temperature was 

nineteen degrees Celsius. She disliked the Celsius system and converted the temperature in her 

mind to sixty-six degrees Fahrenheit. The ROVER’s humidity sensor indicated fifty percent, and 

she summarized cavern’s interior was the cool and dry.  

“Move the ROVER directly away from the entrance.” Dr Walker ordered. She 

remembered that the multi-colored walls seemed to be in that direction. She could smell the odor 

of stale air and clay wafting from the hole under the tent. A warm, gentle breeze over the hilltop 

drew the cool air from the cavern below. 

Dexter moved the joystick and the vehicle pivoted. The tracks stirred up dry dust. He 

drove it slowly toward the back of the domed cavern. They heard the high-pitched whine of the 

electric servomotors as the ROVER moved along. At ten meters from the drop point, the cameras 

indicated the ROVER approached a raised elevation in the floor. “Looks like we have an 

obstruction, ma’am,” Dexter announced. “I’m not sure the ROVER will climb it.”  

He lowered the camera platform to improve the ROVER’s stability, and drove up to the 

ledge about thirty centimeters high. The tracks angled upward at the front to enable some 

climbing. He drove the thick rubber tracks up to the edge and slowly let them chug against the 

surface, hoping they would find a purchase and climb the low barrier.  

After a minute Dexter stopped the vehicle and said, “Sorry, Dr. Walker, but ROVER’s 

not going to make it over the edge, and I don’t want to keep grinding on the surface and risk 

damaging it or something priceless. She’s made to climb about six inches safely, anything higher 

than that would risk tipping the vehicle over.” 

 Dexter raised the camera platform back to full height. In the dim edge of the light ahead, 

they saw a number of undistinguishable objects. The ROVER had stirred up the dust in trying to 

climb the low ledge, and the HD cameras and bright lights displayed the dust cloud, but not the 

items beyond. 



Hugh looked at the map overlay and the angle of the cable from the tripod relative to 

ROVER’s position. “I may have a way to get over the ledge, but I suggest you look around the 

rest of the dome first. I’m not sure we could get the ROVER off the ledge safely.” 

Dexter looked over at Hugh with interest, then up at Dr. Walker.  

“Let’s go right and proceed clockwise around the dome,” she directed. The ROVER 

pivoted right and drove along the dais toward the wall. Dr. Walker noted the entrance to the 

dome exited through the south wall. The low dais was on the north wall. The ROVER faced due 

east as it approached the wall. Long streamers of the dust built up over the centuries hung from 

the curved dome walls like stalactites. As the ROVER touched them, they disintegrated and fell 

in a cloud over the vehicle. The picture was lost as the area filled with the dust cloud. 

“I suggest we avoid the dust streamers in the future.” Dr. Walker said after the dust 

settled. “A few more of those and the camera lenses will be too contaminated to continue. Let’s 

back up and make sure we didn’t damage anything.” 

The ROVER retraced its path a few meters. They could see a clean spot where the long 

streamer had attached to the dome. The dust cleared from an area of forty-five centimeters square 

on the wall. The handsome face of a man looked at them.  

The team gasped in surprise, and stood up to see the camera’s display better. 

The face looked real. Full-sized, about two meters above the floor, with long black hair, 

neatly trimmed mustache, beard and brown eyes with a friendly smile. Dr. Walker instantly felt 

she could like the man. Then she recognized the face was of the man in her dream. He was a 

little older here than she remembered, and his beard and mustache were better trimmed, but this 

was the same man. She felt excited and a strange feeling of déjà vu. Goosebumps ran up her 

tanned arms. 

Looking around, she saw similar surprised looks on other team members’ faces. It looked 

as if the man peeked through a dusty hole in the wall at them. The camera zoomed in slowly until 

they realized it was actually a 2D image. Then the camera zoomed in further until they could see 

the face was a tile mosaic. Dr. Walker had never seen such fine work in ceramics. 

Dr. Walker remembered from her studies that the earliest mosaics were Sumerian from 

about 3000 B.C. in ancient Mesopotamia or currently Iraq, but no one ever recorded mosaics of 

this nature. Those Sumerian mosaics were typical, not of this quality and fineness of detail. The 

subtle variances in color and shading made the face appear real.  



“Back this thing up now,” Dr. Walker ordered, referring to the ROVER. She had the look 

of a mother bear protecting her cubs. 

The ROVER backed up, little swirls of dust puffing from the tracks. “Stop,” she ordered. 

The vehicle halted back in the center of the dome. “Pan slowly around.” The pictures from the 

four cameras swam wildly, and she leaned in close to watch the dome.  

“That’s it,” she ordered with finality, “Major Abdullah, call M and tell him we need a full 

environmental enclosure over the hole as quickly as possible.” She stated pointing at the crater 

left by the root ball. “In the mean time, we need to cover the hole carefully. We need to remove 

that tree, and get a bore sample of its age. She looked at Major Abdullah’s engineers. You might 

want to cover the area around the hole with your plywood. We need to get this menagerie of 

equipment off the hilltop as soon as possible. I want you to be sure NOT to use any heavy 

equipment on this hilltop. I’ve never seen anything like this dome, but what little we’ve seen is 

amazing. We can’t afford to have the roof collapse.” 

Major Abdullah nodded to his men. They moved out to follow Dr. Walker’s orders.  

She continued, “You need to get the weight off this hill and make sure no motorized 

equipment is used near that crater.” 

Major Abdullah bowed and moved off. 

“Hugh--” 

“I know, Dr. Walker, we have to pack up and relocate off the hilltop. I’ll see if we can 

hook up some remotes to operate the equipment.” 

Dr. Walker nodded. Major Abdullah closed his cell phone and turned to see her looking 

at him. “We need that entrance excavated, Major.”  

He nodded and said, “My team will work with yours as before, of course. We know the 

depth of the floor. It seems the valley floor has raised three meters since the cavern was last used. 

I assume we can use our heavy equipment to get close to the area, and then we use the hand tools 

to finish the dig.” 

Dr. Walker started to relax. She feared someone would object to her sudden change in 

direction. She nodded and smiled slightly. “Thank you, Major Abdullah. I’m so worried the 

dome will collapse before we can get in there. You see, the key stone to the dome is missing. It 

was ripped out when the tree was uprooted.” She sat down heavily as if she’d narrowly averted a 

disaster. 



However, the stout little Major was nonplussed. He said consolingly, “Dr. Walker, I don’t 

think you need to fear anything. I have a sense of these things. Your precautions are prudent, and 

we shall follow them without question. I can’t help but believe that you are destined to make this 

discovery. We can work patiently to make sure there are no accidents.” 

Dr. Walker rubbed her forehead, thinking. “Please have your engineers review the 

dome’s structural integrity.” 

“At once, ma’am, why don’t you join me for a bite of lunch in our headquarters. We can 

discuss our strategy.” Major Abdullah rose and offered Dr. Walker his arm. “It will take some 

time for the team to accomplish your orders. You must be hungry, excited, and worried.” He led 

her to the golf cart and drove her away.    

 

During the rest of the day and night a number of trucks and flight after flight of large, 

twin-bladed heavy-capacity helicopters dropped cargo, vehicles and personnel into the valley 

around the hilltop. The huge helicopters’ double blades whopped the air as they circled in for a 

landing. Flocks of birds exploded into the air, avoiding the helicopters. The air was filled with 

the roaring of engines as the little hill came alive with all the activity. The birds squawked as if 

discussing what all the fuss was about. Soon all the team realized the unusual number of birds 

around the site. 

 

Ariel brought her security team together and explained her needs. They worked through 

the night establishing a secure corridor around the site. Every security position had three separate 

support positions. She’d moved the old security checkpoints to setup open, interlocking fields of 

fire. Workers moved natural barriers like rocks and downed trees to re-direct traffic and 

eliminate easy access. She also received some special vehicles with a few surprises. Ariel hoped 

she was being overprotective, but her intuition told her otherwise. 

The Army removed the camouflaged tent over the hilltop, and cut up the ancient oak tree 

for removal. They installed a white containment tent over the crater and started the 

environmental controls. Then they erected the original camouflage tent over the containment 

tent. By morning, the new security was in place. The team installed camouflaged covers over 

trailers and mobile facilities. The new, custom developed, digital camo made the site look as it 

did before the project began. From a spy satellite’s point-of-view the dig site appeared as it 



always had. All the helicopters and most of the trucks were gone as were most of the workers, 

but the site security team had almost doubled. 

They moved the ROVER control systems in another shelter at the bottom of the hill. 

Heavy equipment gathered at the site to excavate the dome’s entrance. By the end of the day, the 

teams had secured the site. They were ready to begin work inside the dome again. 

 

E L E V E N  

 

Hawk stood at the edge of a crater almost fifty meters wide and fifteen meters deep at 

what was left of the warehouse that had housed the Leviathan Project. He felt his anger growing. 

He’d been a part of the secret battle against the Tanniyn Society for a decade, but never had they 

gone this far. Never before had they dared to attack openly in a situation that might serve to 

expose them. He knew how important the struggle for the mind of humanity was, but flagrant 

mass murder. This had only happened when they knew they were totally without risk. He 

remembered images of the Nazi death camps. Even now, thugs massacred Christians in parts of 

Africa, where they wandered into churches with machetes and slashed the congregations to bits 

with demonic glee.  

However, a crazed tyrant hadn’t hidden this crime within a barrier of soldiers and steel 

more than sixty years ago during World War II. Neither was it in a remote area of Africa for 

which the world cared little. No, this was near the capital of one of the leading nations of the 

Mediterranean. The Society had attacked innocent students who’d worked on an academic 

project in search of the truth. In a moment of stark clarity, Hawk realized that this attack 

mirrored what the lies the Tanniyn Society had done to the souls of humanity over the ages.  

Hawk noticed the yellow evidence flags still stood where the investigators had found bits 

of more than thirty victims. He had read the copy of the accident report that stated the cause of 

the explosion was a gas leak ignited by a random spark. The acetate solvent used in the 

consolidant had multiplied the initial explosion. 

That was all well and good, but Hawk knew they’d removed the solvents safely the day 

before the accident according to Dr. Walker’s testimony. The Leviathan Project’s log that Hugh 

carried on a USB drive held a copy of the documentation.  



Hawk’s trained eye recognized a high explosive bomb crater, like C-4. He took soil 

samples for the Foundation’s lab. He knelt to photo the dual tire tracks in the dust that indicated 

a semi trailer had backed into the project warehouse here. That would square with Hugh and Dr. 

Walker’s eyewitness testimony. The semi must have carried the bomb. The Leviathan Project 

was a victim of a homicide bomber. 

Hawk flipped open his cell phone. When a voice answered, he said, “Ariel? Yes, I’m 

here. It was a bomb.” He paused to listen for moment then he said, “Yes, the bomb was on the 

semi as we thought. You’d better check all deliveries from now on. Did you keep any of the 

semis I sent to you? Good. Use them to ship your artifacts back. Put all the critical stuff on 

Foundation trucks. How’s Dr. Walker?” He nodded as Ariel spoke. “Call me if you need me, 

I’ve got some leads to follow. Bye.” He closed the connection.  

Looking at the devastation once more, Hawk clenched his teeth in anger. The Leviathan 

Project was important, but not more than people’s lives. These were innocents, and the extreme 

measure suggested desperation.  

The clean accident report suggested high-placed resources for a cover-up. Someone had 

called in very high markers to cover up this murder. Some important people had exposed 

themselves who normally don’t interfere. They would be nervous, and that nervousness could 

translate to mistakes. Hawk knew he only needed to unmask one of the conspirators to get a 

toehold into the cover-up. He pulled the copy of the accident report out of his jacket pocket. He 

read the lead inspector’s name and said to no one, “Let’s find out what Inspector Eames knows.”    

Hawk settled into his MG and headed back to Ankara. In a few miles, he noted he had a 

tail, a black sedan with dark tinted windows. His fire engine red classic was impossible to miss, 

so he acted as if nothing were wrong. As his car wound through the winding roads with the top 

down, he noted another tail, a black helicopter drifted along in the sky above. Hawk drove 

straight to the address of the police station indicated on the report. His tails suddenly disappeared 

near the police station.  

A distinguished-looking, bald-headed man with a bushy black mustache dashed out of the 

police station, jumped into a blue Mercedes, and tore off as he pulled in to park. Hawk’s PDA 

had already given him the picture and a description of the inspector’s vehicle. He wasn’t 

surprised when the man he saw leaving was the man with whom he intended to speak. The 

hidden camera on his overcoat took pictures of the man and his vehicle. 



Inside the station, Hawk verified he’d just missed the inspector. He noted the desk 

sergeant’s name and the station’s phone number. Hawk offered a fake business card with a 

message for the inspector to call him, and left.  

As he got into his car, Hawk noted the dark-windowed tail car was parked a few spaces 

down the street. Hawk started the agile MG, whipped the wheel hard to the left, and slid between 

cars going in the opposite direction to a storm of angry blaring horns. His tail tried to lurch into 

the busy street, but the big sedan had no chance to keep up. 

Realizing he couldn’t keep away from the tail in his vivid red vehicle, Hawk considered 

how he could avoid detection. The MG sped down the narrow lane between buildings in an older 

part of the ancient city. Zipping into a parking garage, he slid his car between two larger cars, set 

his burglar alarm, and called a taxi. He heard the whirring rotors of the black helicopter seeking 

his car from high above the city. In ten minutes, Hawk had arrived at a safe house in the 

sprawling city of nine-and-a-half million souls. 

Without entering the house, Hawk went straight to the three-car garage by the white 

stucco villa and found the car he wanted, a silver custom-built luxury SUV. The powerful V8 

engine throbbed to life as the garage door hummed opened. Hawk glanced at the SUV’s 

navigation’s system, entered the address of inspector’s home, and set off. The SUV wouldn’t 

hide any better than the MG, but it would fair better in a battle. Hawk didn’t want to sacrifice his 

precious classic if his enemies decided to get rough. The monster SUV with its special security 

package and custom tactical additions would do well in his plans to follow the killers back to the 

Tanniyn Society’s den. 

 

Inspector Eames hurried through his apartment gathering a few possessions in a blind 

panic. His contact within the Society had warned him seconds before the unknown man in the 

Red MG arrived. Another call warned him the little car had somehow disappeared. He opened 

the safe in his office and pulled out his list of secret contacts, a passport, a false passport, and 

other identity papers and a wad of cash.  

When the inspector reached in with his right hand to get a weapon hidden within the safe, 

a quiet voice behind him said, “I don’t think you’ll need that where you're going, Inspector.”  

Inspector Eames started to face the intruder with sweat trickling down his neck, but 

Hawk stopped him while he still faced the wall safe. 



“I think you should stand perfectly still with your hands on top of you head. You will find 

this position most healthful, Inspector,” Hawk said. The Inspector froze and raised his arms as 

directed. “Good,” Hawk purred, “now, with your left hand, carefully drop your bag of goodies on 

the chair next to you and get on your knees facing the wall.” The cocking hammer of Hawk’s 

pistol sounded loud in the quiet of the room. The distinctive size and shape of the pistol were 

nothing compared to the huge 45 caliber hole at the end of the barrel. To anyone gazing at the 

business end of the pistol, the gun looked like a cannon.  

“Now, put your hands slowly on the wall above your head.” Hawk commanded. His 

anger at this conspirator with the murderers of Dr. Walker’s friends simmered. “Inspector 

Eames, you have a chance for mercy, a small one, certainly more than the innocents whose 

murder you’ve tried to cover-up. You shall choose your fate, Inspector Eames. I need 

information, I shall get it from you, or not. It makes no difference to me. You shall not leave my 

presence alive if I’m disappointed. Now, speak,” Hawk commanded. 

Inspector Eames cried and whined his confession. “I didn’t do anything to those people. I 

just made sure the report said what it was supposed to say, that’s all, I promise,” he squealed in 

terror. 

Hawk held his Foundation special PDA out to record the Inspector’s comments. “I need 

more, you filth. I want phone numbers, contact points, and everything else. Do you think your 

pitiful confession will suffice to save your miserable hide, maggot?” Hawk growled. “You are 

part of the Society, are you not?”  

The surprised Inspector Eames tried to turn his head, but Hawk held the pistol’s cold 

muzzle against the Inspector’s curly-haired temple. 

“Not a good idea, Inspector. Keep your eyes shut and off of me, or you won’t leave here . 

. . alive,” Hawk said with emphasis.  

Inspector Eames clinched his eyes shut with a whimper. Information poured out of him in 

a torrent. He spoke of his long association with the Tanniyn Society, how he had watched for 

opportunities for years with little direction from his masters. He continued, “Then the accident at 

Leviathan Project happened, and I received the order to perform the investigation. I was to make 

sure the report indicated it was an accident.” The man knelt shaking with fear. 

“Who warned you that I was coming?” Hawk inquired. 

“A voice called me on my cell phone and ordered me to flee--,” he paused. 



“And?” Hawk prodded. 

“And it said if I were caught I, would die.” 

Hawk knew the threat against the man’s life was real whether he caught him or not. The 

inspector was already dead. He simply posed too great a risk to the Tanniyn Society to remain 

alive with his knowledge. The Society had sealed the naïve Inspector’s fate before he accepted 

his orders to cover-up the homicide bombing. 

“I don’t plan to kill you, Inspector, but your masters will, and there is nothing I, nor 

anyone else, can do to stop it. You’ve outlived your usefulness. The bill for those years of taking 

fat payments for doing nothing has come due.” 

“Impossible,” Eames objected wildly, “My family has served the Tanniyn Society for 

many years. The head of our European Principality, Lord Edwin Bannerman, personally 

appointed me to my post. I have served them loyally. Don’t try to make me think they’re 

threatening me.” He tried to sound indignant.  

Hawk almost smiled. He’d known many such people who believed themselves exempt 

from the brutal truth of the Society’s belief that a person was a pawn for its purpose. The name 

of his overseer was a new bit of information. In this game of life and death, information was the 

difference between survival and oblivion. 

He offered quietly, “I suggest you try to flee immediately. You may go, but leave your 

cell phone. He pulled out a few large Turkish notes in the stash from the safe, and handed them 

over the bowing man’s shoulder. “Don’t use a credit card and don’t call anyone you know. Steal 

a car and leave the country. Never use your name, and get a high-quality fake ID, and you might 

live to the end of the year. 

“Inspector, I’m sure you agree. This is far more mercy than your masters showed to those 

innocent students they murdered. Now be gone, I’m sick of looking at your stinking carcass,” 

Hawk growled, releasing his pistol’s hammer back to its safe position. 

The nervous Inspector raced out the back door, stuffing the notes in his pocket. Inspector 

Eames roamed the neighborhood for twenty minutes looking for a vehicle to steal easily. It was a 

lethal delay. 

 

Hawk grabbed the cell phone and connected it with a patch cord to his PDA. He selected 

a command and called the Foundation special service number. The Foundation service 



coordinator answered with a clear sweet voice, “Good morning, Agent Hawk, how may I help 

you?” 

“Good morning, Bertie. I have a cell phone connected to my PDA. I need to you trace the 

last few calls it received and send the information back to my PDA as soon as possible,” he 

stated. Hawk noted the cell phone had activated and the Foundation was accessing the data. “I 

also have some pictures on my PDA and some names. I’ll need any cross-references you have to 

this man within the last year.” 

“You’ll have anything we find as quickly as possible, Hawk.” The pleasant voice 

responded. “Don’t forget to stop in and get your package from me the next time you’re in, 

Gabriel.” Bertie suggested with a lilt to her voice. 

“Are you trying to tempt me with Twincakes again, sweetie?” Hawk asked smiling. 

“Hum, well, I’ll see you soon. Goodbye.” 

“Goodbye, Bertie.” 

Hawk heard the distinct sound of the cough of a silenced pistol, followed by glass 

breaking. He shook his head knowing the Inspector’s peers had punished him for his failure. 

 

Later, the PDA beeped as Hawk drove away from the Inspector Eames’ house. Bertie’s 

research found Eames’ secret bank account with his bank contact. They still worked on the most 

recent phone calls to the Inspector’s cell phone, but he had a couple leads. The Foundation’s 

techies had appropriated the Inspector’s funds.  

Hawk forced himself to walk naturally to the SUV. He noticed the ubiquitous black sedan 

had parked down the street several spaces behind his vehicle. The ominous sound of an 

approaching helicopter carried on the hot summer air.    

Hawk climbed into the SUV, pressed the alert button notifying Foundation headquarters 

that he anticipated a confrontation with the Society. Next, he activated the SUV’s security 

package. A growl sounded from the SUV’s sound system, along with an announcement. 

“Foundation security system activated,” said in a deep growling bass. Hawk thought the system’s 

programmer must be a “Transformers” aficionado with a sense of humor, because the silver SUV 

sounded very much like Optimus Prime. 

The SUV had armor plating, bulletproof glass, and run-flat tires. The security system 

activated the SUV’s independent four-wheel drive. Any of the drive wheels could propel the 



heavy vehicle if something damaged the other drive wheels. Hawk pulled the vehicle out on the 

street and started the drive across town to the Inspector’s bank. The black sedan waited for a few 

seconds before following. 

Hawk and his tails made it through the quiet suburbs. When they reached the Ankara 

expressway with the light mid-morning traffic, Hawk noted the sedan had some friends. A non-

descript, rusty van and white panel truck followed the sedan like obedient dogs. Hawk hit the 

accelerator, and the big silver SUV surged ahead, leaving the tailing vehicles behind. The wide 

O-20 expressway encircled Ankara. He intentionally chose the southern route through the 

sparsely populated areas at the edge of the city. His tail finally started to catch up as he held a 

steady 120 kph. 

As the van and panel truck approached, their side doors opened. The black sedan trailed 

along a few car lengths behind. The black helicopter swooped forward with a man perched on 

the skid, hanging out the side door. Hawk activated a button on the SUV’s defensive control 

system and a panel opened above the rear of the cabin. A curious shiny gold, dome-like structure 

rose from the open hatch.  

When the trucks and helicopter were just beyond firing range, Hawk pressed the 

activation button on the panel labeled “Starburst”. He pointed the SUV down the center of the 

expressway and slipped on his dark sunglasses. A loud whine built up in the rear of the SUV as 

the over-sized generator charged the Starburst’s capacitor.  

The chasing vehicles closed on Hawk, and the golden dome pulsated several times 

captivating the gunmen’s attention. Then an explosion of painfully blinding light flashed from it 

in all directions. Hawk saw the brilliant reflection off all nearby surfaces.  

Glancing back, he watched the chase vehicles swerved out-of-control, their blinded 

drivers panicking. The panel truck veered into the van, and blocked the expressway’s center lane. 

The driver of the sedan must have thought his way was clear. He failed to slow down, and the 

sedan slammed into the two trucks. 

The SUV’s rear camera indicated the flash had blinded the helicopter pilot. The aircraft 

jerked crazily through the air, and the blinded gunman lost his balance. He fell from the skid and 

hung dangling from his safety belt, swinging wildly under the helicopter’s cabin. The helicopter 

remained aloft for a while, at least, until the SUV’s turbo kicked in and the big vehicle shot down 

the expressway out of sight toward the next exit with a gas station. The big car was thirsty.  



When the silver SUV pulled into the service station, it looked like any another expensive 

car. The Starburst’s golden dome had disappeared. While the huge fuel tank filled, Hawk 

watched the local police and emergency vehicles responding to fantastic reports of some kind of 

blinding flash on the O-20. He carried a garment bag into the service station restroom and 

changed into an expensive gray pin-stripe suit. When he returned to the SUV, he had gray hair 

and appeared to be a distinguished sixty-year-old business man. 

 

The Banko Europa executive account manager welcomed the impeccably dressed Hawk, 

now as Mr. Sabit Sahin, into his private office. Sahin’s financial resume was impressive. The 

accountant was further impressed that the man had requested him specifically.  

“How may the Banko Europa assist you, ah, Mr. Sahin?” Mr. Ozlim, the greedy 

accountant, spoke in a smooth, oily tone as he glanced at Hawk’s fake business card. He was a 

short, chubby middle-aged man, balding on top of his round head with its fringe of black hair. 

The man had beady black eyes with bushy gray eyebrows, a long nose, with plump, pursed lips 

pinched in the middle of his puffy florid face.    

Hawk-Sahin worked through the details of several financial transactions. After twenty 

minutes, the wealthy-looking Mr. Sahin asked the bank executive, “Mr. Ozlim, a friend of mine 

recommended this institution, but he further recommended that I might find an interesting 

opportunity for special service through your excellent guidance.” 

Mr. Ozlim was watching him closely. “A ‘friend?’” Ozlim asked cautiously. Hawk hoped 

he hadn’t been updated on Inspector Eames.  

“Yes,” he said smiling, “Inspector Eames recommended you to me.” 

“Inspector Eames,” Mr. Ozlim gave a relieved smile leaning back in his leather office 

chair. “By all means, I shall make the call. If you will excuse me, please wait in the outer office. 

I shall see if our benefactor has time to meet with you, Mr. Sahin.”  

Hawk stood up, smiling. He shook Mr. Ozlim’s hand while pressing a bug under the edge 

of the accountant’s desktop with his left hand. The bug detected anything said in the room and 

piggybacked on any wireless device. Hawk sat in the leather armchair in the outer office. He 

turned on his PDA and listened to the conversation going on in Mr. Ozlim’s office.  

Hawk’s PDA displayed the phone number Mr. Ozlim had entered on his cell phone. He 

listened in as if on the call himself.  



Ozlim’s oily voice said, “Milord, I have a prospective recruit for our Society.” 

“Indeed, Ozlim,” said a high nasal voice, “I was not aware we were recruiting new 

members of the Society at this time.” 

However, Ozlim pressed ahead eagerly, “His financial resume is impressive, milord. His 

philosophy is clearly aligned with our purpose. One of our members has sponsored him.” 

“Oh, he has a sponsor does he?” the voice mocked. “Who sponsored this person?” 

“Inspector Eames, milord, who I believe you know personally.” 

There was a moment of silence from the other end of the phone, and Hawk thought to 

himself that this was the moment of truth. Would the Society know that the Inspector was no 

longer a viable member of their group? 

The voice answered cautiously, “What is the prospect’s name, Ozlim?” 

“Mr. Sahin, milord. Shall I forward my findings with the application for your 

consideration?” Ozlim asked hopefully. There was a pause while Hawk thought Ozlim was 

forwarding Sahin’s personal information via e-mail. 

“Yes,” the voice answered tentatively as if resolving some thought, “Yes, Ozlim, very 

impressive. Tell, ah, Mr. Sahin, I shall be contacting him personally before the end of business 

hours.” 

“Yes, milord—”  

Hawk could tell the voice on the other end had closed the connection. He snapped his 

PDA closed, and a moment later Ozlim opened the door with a look of serene pleasure. 

“Mr. Sahin,” he said with a plastic-looking smile as he held out his hand, “the head of the 

Society’s European Principality shall contact you personally, quite an honor, actually.” 

“I am honored, Mr. Ozlim. I shall be sure to recommend to my friends how helpful 

you’ve been,” Hawk stated as he stood to leave, shaking Ozlim’s limp hand.  

 

When he got back to his vehicle, Hawk contacted M with an update. He drove back to his 

hotel room, thinking about his meeting with one of the Tanniyn Society’s leaders. Bertie worked 

on a trace of Mr. Ozlim’s phone conversation with his master. 

 

T W E L V E  

 



The ROVER’s bright lights glared inside the chamber once again. The archeologists 

silently watched the big screens that hung along the shelter walls. Hugh installed HD projectors 

and screens, when he'd realized flat screen TV’s were not large enough for the growing audience. 

All work at the dig had stopped while the final survey of the chamber progressed. One of 

the ROVER’s cameras zoomed in on the face on the wall, and the combined teams moaned 

softly in awe. The ROVER rotated toward the dais and approached slowly. 

“All right Hugh, let’s see your magic,” Dexter stated dubiously. 

Hugh grinned and said, “May I?” He slid over to take control of the ROVER’s joystick. 

Hugh pulled the cable lift controls over for his left hand. “Watch and learn, Grasshopper.” Hugh 

said, and the audience chuckled as the two super-techs vied to show their expertise.  

Hugh moved the ROVER up to the dais, then he took up the slack in the steel cable that 

had lowered the ROVER into the chamber. He used the thumb-dial on the wench control to 

reduce its servomotor to a slow speed. The ROVER slowly tilted back as the cable came taut. 

Then Hugh drove ROVER forward slowly as he reversed the cable and played it out. The 

ROVER tilted back as if it were doing a wheelie. Meanwhile the ROVER’s tracks gained 

purchase on the top of the dais. It moved forward and Hugh let the cable run free.  

When the meter-long exploration vehicle’s balance shifted forward, Hugh paused its 

forward motion. The ROVER slowly teetered back level on the dais. The pictures on the screens 

slanted wildly as the side cameras tilted in opposite directions. One moment the rear camera 

displayed the view of the dirt floor behind the ROVER. The next, as it tipped flat on the dais 

above, it focused on the dim outline of the entrance. Likewise the front camera tipped toward the 

chamber’s ceiling, then teetered down to view two dim shapes on the dusty floor ahead. 

The audience gasped as the screens wobbled, but they applauded when the ROVER came 

to rest successfully on the raised dais. The birds around the valley leapt aloft with the surprising 

uproar, and settled again with a few complaining squawks. Hugh played out the cable, and stood 

up to return the ROVER’s control to young Dexter.  

When the applause died down, Dexter stated loudly, “Thank you, oh great Obi Wan.” He 

bowed to Hugh.  

They laughed at the good-natured kidding between the two geniuses, until Dr. Walker 

raised her hands. 

“Let’s get back to work, boys,” she said seriously. 



Dexter moved the controls back to his former setup, and headed the ROVER toward the 

objects at the back of the dais. There were low bumps in the thick dust blanketing the dais 

around the platforms and there was a large box on each of the platforms.  

Dr. Walker felt her excitement growing. “I’m concerned about approaching any closer 

and destroying something by accident. If we had access to the chamber, we would carefully 

remove the dust and debris with our brushes. I’m afraid we may have to wait until we get the 

entrance to the chamber open,” she said shaking her head. 

Dexter glanced over his shoulder at her and suggested, “Dr. Walker, perhaps I can help. 

They originally developed the ROVER for undersea exploration. The Foundation ordered this 

one modified for our purpose. While we waited for Major Abdullah to revamp the site, Hugh and 

I made some adaptations to our ROVER to meet our unusual conditions. Permit me to illustrate.”    

Dexter activated a button labeled "Vacuum". Moving the ROVER’s articulated arm, the 

forward onboard camera displayed the tip of a new attachment. Somewhere nearby a high-

pitched fan moaned to life.  

The tip of the new attachment had a brush attached. As it approached the thick layer of 

dust on the floor before the vehicle, the tip sucked up the fine dust. The picture displayed the 

black vacuum hose attached to the back of the attachment as Dexter slowly swept it back and 

forth, making a path of cleared space ahead of the ROVER. 

The teams applauded again and Hugh bowed to Dexter as everyone laughed.  

ROVER slowly approached the low lumps of dust on the floor ahead. The vacuum 

cleared a path two meters wide in front of the vehicle, eating away at the mound of dust covering 

the object near the base of the right platform. A gleaming golden tube inlaid with gems lay on a 

cradle. Dexter continued to use the vacuum to remove the dust around the object. 

“What is that?” Hugh asked. Dexter zoomed in the camera. 

Dr. Walker leaned over their shoulders to see what he indicated. The audience gasped at 

the new item on the big screens. 

 

Ariel kept her eyes on the forest around the encampment. She paid little attention to the 

slow progress within the enclosure. When she heard another gasp from the crowd, she turned to 

see the golden tube lying on the cradle in the picture. She approached to Dr. Walker, watching 

the screen as if drawn toward the item. 



“I know what that is, Dr. Walker,” she said, staring at the gleaming golden tube. 

Dr. Walker turned toward Ariel in surprise. “What is it then, my dear?” she said quietly, 

watching Ariel’s eyes. 

“It’s a ceramic scroll case.” Ariel stated. When Dr. Walker looked at her questioningly, 

she explained, “Hawk and I recovered one just like it for M recently. 

“M has one of these?” Dr. Walker said incredulously. 

Ariel nodded seriously. 

“I don’t suppose you can tell me where he got it?” Dr. Walker asked, thinking of the 

brisk stolen-art trade. 

“No, but he said it had been stolen from his family many years before. I’m sure he’d be 

happy to discuss it with you.”  

“I shall speak to him about it later today. Thank you, Ariel.” She looked at the display. 

“Let’s avoid it for now,” she directed Hugh and Dexter. “Can we get any closer to the platform 

there?” she said, indicating the tall, rectangular object behind the jewel-encrusted scroll case.  

The ROVER rotated left to sidestep the scroll case while Hugh took over the vacuum 

control. When the vehicle cleared the scroll case, it rotated right and the ROVER tracked 

forward over the cleared floor between the two raised platforms. The platforms were 

approximately a meter wide and two meters long. Strange runes decorated the bases. The 

vacuum attachment carefully swept the sides and the area between the bases and moved slowly 

along the side of the box-like object lying atop the base to the right.  

Similar boxes rested lay on each of the platforms on the dais. Each were two meters long, 

three-quarters of a meter wide, and a half-meter high. The view zoomed in to reveal runes carved 

in the side of the box. The vacuum attachment gently swept along the side of the box, clearing 

away the dust of the ages.    

Dr. Walker recognized the objects. “It’s a sarcophagus,” she said in awe. “The runes 

seem somewhat familiar. They’re similar to several types of ancient runes I’ve seen before.”   

The ROVER couldn’t raise any higher to provide a view of the top of the sarcophagus. 

Dexter drove it to the sarcophagus on the left. The vacuum attachment cleaned the dust from the 

side of the sarcophagus when the whine of the vacuum rose suddenly. Dr. Walker noticed the 

dust no longer swept from the surrounding area into the vacuum hose. 



Dexter shut down the vacuum and announced, “Our vacuum tank is full. We’ll capture its 

contents in trash bags for sifting. I’m surprised it went as long as it did. We’ll take a break while 

the technicians empty the dust from the vacuum tank.” He got up and headed toward the 

restroom facilities. 

Dr. Walker looked at her gold wristwatch amazed that they’d been working intensely for 

almost two hours. She had an important call to make. She opened her cell phone and scroll down 

her alphabetical contact list until she got to M.   

 

The ROVER dutifully cleared the dust inch by inch and bag by bag from the dais through 

the remainder of the morning and into the afternoon. Major Abdullah’s engineers excavated the 

chamber entrance. They had used ground-penetrating radar to discern the exact position of the 

entrance. A team of Dr. Walker’s archeologists observed the engineers closely as they skillfully 

used the heavy equipment. Another team sifted through the dust from the bags accumulated from 

the vacuuming of the ancient chamber. 

Hugh’s team continued mapping and cleaning the chamber with the ROVER, while most 

of the archeologists worked around the chamber’s entry. Dr. Walker, like most of the team, 

appreciated the exquisite HD displays on the screens, but touching the ancient artifacts with her 

hands gave her a true sense of satisfaction. The rest of the team excavated through the layers of 

sedimentation to the chamber’s entrance. 

 

During the mid-afternoon, Dr. Walker noticed that Ariel spoke quietly into her wireless 

microphone, evidently carrying on a conversation with someone other than the security detail. 

Ariel opened her special PDA and entered some kind of code. A few minutes later, she heard the 

sound of an approaching helicopter.  

Birds rose from the treetops and circled away as the black helicopter flew in low and 

landed quickly. Its turbines had barely finished winding down when the flight crew whipped the 

camouflage cover over it. 

M disembarked and strolled to the headquarters enclosure. He smiled approvingly as he 

noted the obvious organization of the site. His giant chauffer-bodyguard toted a black leather 

carryon bag. A huge bulge under his suit coat did nothing to hide whatever enormous gun the big 



man carried under his arm. As M entered the headquarters pavilion, he turned to see Dr. Walker 

watching him, and said, “Dr. Walker, I don’t think you’ve met my personal assistant, Graves.”  

Graves looked stonily at Dr. Walker when she offered her hand. He didn’t move, but his 

brown eyes flitted toward M briefly. She noted M’s almost imperceptible nod, and Graves 

carefully took her deeply tanned, calloused smaller hand between his thumb and two fingers, and 

let her do the shaking.  

Dr. Walker noticed the scars on Grave’s face looked as if someone had cut the man 

deliberately. The scars went down his neck, and disappeared beneath the white collar of his 

tailored shirt. She estimated his height near seven feet, and his weight at almost four-hundred 

pounds. 

M quietly explained, “Graves has been my assistant for many years. I found him in a 

prison in which his family was murdered. His jailors tortured him and cut out his tongue. When 

they murdered his little sister in front of him, he broke the shackles and killed all those who were 

responsible.  

My military unit arrived several days later. We found Graves barely alive and all the 

prison staff dead. I helped Graves bury his family and provided what medical assistance I could 

for him. He has protected me ever since. Graves has some very special talents, especially when it 

comes to weapons.” 

Dr. Walker’s eyes had misted over during M’s sad tale. She cleared her throat and said to 

Graves, “I’m truly honored to meet you, Mr. Graves.” 

Graves shook his large curly haired head, and glanced back at M. 

"My associate prefers you call him, Graves, Dr. Walker,” M said. 

Graves face moved into what Dr. Walker assumed was his version of a smile. She noted a 

partial paralysis of his deeply scarred face. 

Graves looked at M and patted the ominous bulge under his arm with a questioning look. 

“Certainly, Graves, please attend to your precious weapons,” M agreed. 

Graves headed to a nearby empty table. He easily hefted a large packing crate into place 

as a chair for his considerable bulk and sat down. The crate groaned under his weight. When 

Graves took off his over coat, Dr. Walker noted his dual shoulder holsters held enormous 

weapons. His tent-like coat thunked heavily on the table, indicating it contained more weapons. 

He placed the black carry on bag on the table and opened it, handing a strange looking case to M.  



Graves laid out a black jeweler’s mat on the table with his gun cleaning kit. He pulled out 

the very large pistol from the shoulder holster. Two large handguns lay on the black velvet 

material like expensive jewelry.   

Before Graves hunched over the guns, blocking them from her view, Dr. Walker 

observed the custom-made weapons. Their pistol grips fit the giant’s ham-sized fists, and were 

made of beautifully hand-carved Turkish walnut. Their barrels looked proportional to the grips, 

which, she realized meant they were almost as long as a rifle. She recognized the pistols were 

revolvers, but the bullets were huge.  

Graves opened a box of ammunition. He laid out circular bullet holders arranged to fit the 

revolver’s cylinder. The lid of the box read, “.700 Nitro Express Speedloaders.” The ammunition 

box displayed the shield-crest of the Foundation. She saw a similar silver shield crest mounted 

on the pistols’ grips. She watched as Graves cleaned and re-assembled the magnificent weapons.  

Graves held a pistol at arm’s length, and his thick finger touched the trigger. A point of 

light from a laser beam mounted within the grip appeared on a tent pole where a bullet would 

strike if the weapon fired. Dr. Walker doubted if she should could lift the massive pistol with 

both hands and hold it out straight. She wondered what the gun would sound like when fired. 

Graves grunted as if satisfied and began cleaning the pistol’s mate.    

M smiled and said, “An interesting man isn’t he, doctor?” 

Dr. Walker barely noticed M’s question and murmured, “I’ll say.” 

“Yes, Graves has quite a collection. They are the only gifts he appreciates, and I try to 

take time to discover what those who choose to help me appreciate most. Mr. Hawk enjoys 

automobiles, Ariel loves free time, but I have trouble providing for her needs in our business, 

where we must respond to the enemy’s stratagems at a moment’s notice.” 

Dr. Walker swung around as M’s conversation divulged something about the man with 

whom she’d just started working. “What about Hugh?” she asked. 

“Hugh is easy. He loves technology. He will discover he is working in a technology 

candy store here at the Foundation.” 

Dr. Walker nodded grinning and asked, “What about me?” 

M turned to look at her as if he was trying to read her mind. “I cannot say explicitly yet, 

but I sense you love the process of discovering the truth. In this, we are very similar. I shall enjoy 

providing you with new challenges and opportunities to explore the truth. As with many 



professionals, you find fulfillment in doing your job well. M reached into his suit pocket pulling 

out a USB memory stick with a smile. 

“What’s this?” Dr. Walker asked. 

“Please review it, and e-mail me your comments. I’m sure you’ll find it interesting. 

Meanwhile, my lab assistants have set up a place for you to review this.” M handed Dr. Walker 

the high-tech scroll case and said, “If you wish, my ancient document handling team can provide 

you with a view of this scroll on the screen nearby.” 

“I’d like to observe them handling it, M. Then we can discuss their findings together.” 

He nodded, and a man in a white lab coat with white gloves took the case to the mobile 

lab. 

 

From their seats in the main pavilion, Dr. Walker and M watched the research specialists 

evaluate M’s Spear Scroll over the closed-circuit TV hooked up to the lab feed. 

The scroll lay in a barrier isolator cabinet, an environmentally controlled cabinet fitted 

with armholes. The two ancient document experts dressed in white coveralls carefully removed 

the scroll case from its protective case. The golden colored ceramic scroll case had a ceramic 

stopper much like the Egyptian canopic jars made of alabaster that held a mummy’s internal 

organs. The techs carefully broke the scroll holder’s wax seal, removed the scroll inside, and laid 

it on the working surface. The scroll was about a meter in length, and a half-meter in width. The 

image of a spear was carefully drawn the full length of the right side of the delicate material. The 

material was not animal skin, but some fine material, not quite fabric, but a far higher quality 

than the scrolls made of papyrus. 

The edges of the scroll were square cut and undamaged. The lack of ragged edges along 

the ancient material of the scroll indicated the scroll maker was far more skilled than most of the 

scrolls they had seen. A red ribbon, made of the same material as the scroll, bound the precious 

scroll. The lab techs lay the ribbon to the side in the barrier isolator cabinet. The small cabinet 

controlled the environment and kept the precious scroll safe while they made their observations.  

They digitally photographed the scroll after securing it in a frame. They clipped a sample 

from the ribbon’s end to perform an analysis of the material without disturbing the original 

scroll. The sample was packed and sent to the Foundation’s mass spectrometer accelerator for 



dating. A few minutes later, they heard the turbine engines of the helicopter whining higher as it 

prepared to rush the sample back to the Foundation. 

A research tech described the Spear Scroll while measuring and weighing it. He said, 

“The scroll’s width is 45.7 centimeters by 91.4 centimeters.” He stopped and thought for a 

moment, “Let’s see, that makes this scroll eighteen inches by thirty-six inches. If I remember my 

ancient measurements, that would make this scroll one cubit in width by two cubits in length, it’s 

an interesting detail.”  

He explained, “You see, in our time, these measurements mean little, but when we apply 

the ancient measurement standards, we see this item fits a standard measurement from the 

ancient era.”   

One of the scientists inspected the unusually straight edge of the scroll through a 

microscope. The TV monitor in the lab displayed the image from the instrument. The tech 

described the edge, “Here we see a finished edge in the material. It looks as if the preparer used a 

fine instrument to spread an extra layer of a coalescent that bonded with the scroll material and 

inhibited degradation.” 

Hugh looked at Dexter as they watched on their networked TV monitor. After the lab 

tech made his announcement, Hugh leaned over to Dexter as said, “That means it helped to keep 

the scrolls edges from tearing, Dex.” Hugh tapped Dexter on the back with a laugh.  

“I know what it means, Hugh. Cut it out,” he yelped trying to look offended, but Dexter 

couldn’t help laughing good-naturedly with everyone else.  

The lab tech continued his observations, “I am going to zoom in on the edge.” The 

picture moved in, “Yes, it looks as if a hot frame was used to sear this straight edge across the 

material and cut it without damaging the fragile ends of the fibers. The precision of the work and 

understanding of processes and chemistry suggest a far higher technical knowledge than we 

we’ve seen before.” 

The other specialist commented on the script, “The writing looks like a combination of 

several ancient types. It reflects in many ways the cuneiform style that is a loose mixture of 

many ancient languages. I also see elements of Akkadian, perhaps Devanagari, Meroitic, and 

proto-Sinaitic. I’d have to refer to my notes but there are various other writing forms as well. We 

could be looking at an earlier writing form that is the foundation of these forms of writing. This 

may be the oldest writing on record. As with the material of the scroll, the style of writing is 



highly developed and well executed.” The investigating scientist’s voice rose with obvious 

excitement. 

 The two document specialists eagerly continued discussing M’s scroll. M motioned for 

Dr. Walker to follow him out of the pavilion into the late afternoon sun. “Walk with me please, 

Dr. Walker,” M invited. 

They walked in the slanting rays of the sun and Dr. Walker could not help remembering 

her strange dream and the difference between the two settings. The light was different in her 

dream, not as bright. The sky in her dream wasn’t cloudy, but not the brilliant azure blue. She 

noted the large gathering of the birds for the first time. However, the birds were strangely silent 

as if they watched her.  

M stopped under the shade of an old oak tree, and looked at her. She glanced around and 

noted Mr. Graves and Ariel watched from a distance, and somehow felt comforted. Then her 

mind swept back to her dream once again. The feeling of peace and safety in her dream was in 

stark contrast to the need for protection here. She stopped and turned to face M. 

M said, “It’s time for me to tell you some important things, my dear.” He smiled, and the 

gentle breeze played with his silver hair. “The scroll I brought with me today has been in my 

family’s keeping for many generations. I followed your video feed from my villa, and realized 

the scroll in my keeping is part of the set you’ve discovered here. I brought my scroll 

anticipating your need.  

“You see, Dr. Walker, the name of my scroll is not the Spear Scroll. There is an image of 

a spear on the scroll, true enough. However, the spear represents the author’s name. It’s a 

signature, if you will. Although it means little now, at one time, the spear represented one of the 

most revered scribes in the world. Although I doubt if he would have agreed, we might soon 

pronounce that the author or scribe of these scrolls will soon become the most famous historian 

ever. 

“We are about to enter into an incredible adventure together, Doctor,” M continued. 

“Shortly before I met you, that scroll was recovered along with many other precious books, 

something of a miracle actually. It’s even more of a miracle when you realize its timely 

appearance at the occurrence of our present need. In my work, I have learned to accept these 

special provisions, but I know it’s new to you.  



“It has been a tradition of service in my family to hand that scroll down from father to 

son over the interceding generations, since my many great-grandfather wrote it and the others of 

the set you’ve found here.” 

Dr. Walker felt goose bumps on her arms and neck as if something amazing were about 

to happen. She watched M with a sense of anticipation. 

“The name of the scribe to which I refer means “spear” in his ancient tongue. His real 

name, like mine, is Methuselah.” M waited while she digested his news. 

Dr. Walker thought the strange name sounded familiar. Her memory drifted back to her 

girlhood, when she learned the old Bible stories in Sunday School. Her expression changed to 

one of awe, which made M smile as he waited for her to respond.  

“Are you saying that the Methuselah of the Bible wrote these scrolls, and you are 

somehow related to him?” Dr. Walker asked incredulously.  

“Yes,” M nodded. He made a hand motion too subtle for Dr. Walker to observe, and 

Graves moved as if he’d received a command. M continued, “I must also tell you that I know 

what the scroll says. Each member of my family who possessed this scroll memorized its 

contents. I know precisely what it says, I can write the scroll for you in its original form, in 

English, Latin, and several other languages if you desire. The name of the scroll is not the Spear 

Scroll. Its true name is the Key Scroll. Our experts were correct, doctor. The Key Scroll is an 

ancient writing form from which all other writing forms were derived.” 

Dr. Walker gasped at M's stunning revelation. Graves silently placed two chairs in the 

shade for them. She numbly nodded her thanks to the giant since she felt a little weak-kneed.  

“Thank you, Graves,” M said as the big man moved away silently. “I’m sorry if I 

shocked you, doctor.” 

“No, that’s all right.” She looked up into his gentle, smiling face, “That’s quite a secret, 

and quite a story. I expect there’s a lot more to tell. Please proceed.” 

M waited for her to sit, then settled back, and studied the leaves of the old oak. “Before 

you ask, I cannot tell you what the other scrolls will reveal. It was part of my training as a young 

boy to read and write the Key Scroll’s contents. The scroll keeper’s purpose is to help interpret 

the other scrolls in the event of their discovery. You can imagine my family’s devastation at the 

theft of the Key Scroll. However, our training faithfully continued, believing that the Key Scroll 

would eventually be recovered during the hour of need.” 



Dr. Walker examined the older man. She saw no hint of fanaticism. He didn’t look as if 

he were lying. He spoke naturally and confidently, as he always did. Most importantly, she 

realized she could easily verify his story. All he had to do was interpret the scroll. His 

interpretation would prove his story without doubt. She had no reason to doubt his story. It was 

fantastic, but no more so than finding the Leviathan.  

 She smiled at him and said, “This is getting interesting, M. I accept your explanation for 

now, and appreciate your confidence. It will take me a while to work through the ramifications of 

all that you’ve said. I must admit that I’m feeling a little overwhelmed. There are some very 

strange things happening here. I don’t sense anything wrong. Quite the contrary, I sense 

everything is going to be all right. May I assume you’ll be staying to help our experts with Key 

Scroll’s interpretation?” 

M nodded with relief. “I would appreciate it if you kept our conversation confidential, 

Dr. Walker. For your information, I have a background in ancient languages and writing forms. 

In fact, I published a book for my doctorate in which I postulate writing began much earlier than 

we currently believe. Since that time, we’ve discovered many evidences of writing thousands of 

years earlier.” 

Dr. Walker chuckled and her laugh echoed in the little hidden glen. She said, “That’s not 

fair, M. I believe you had inside information about the subject matter.” 

He grinned, and looked like a much younger man. “Come now doctor,” he said, “I just 

wrote about what I know. I trust my credentials are sufficient?” he asked, still grinning. 

She patted his arm approvingly.  

He smiled fondly at her gentle touch. “Now, Dr. Walker, perhaps you could share with 

me what you have discovered.” 

 

Not The End 

Please visit Amazom.com to get the exciting conclusion to Origin, or visit my website at 

JonHancockBooks.com. Please send any comments to jon@jonhancockbooks.com. 
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