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Preface

It has long been accepted by those willing to see beyond observable facts, 
that all myths, legends, old wives tales, and folk wisdom are, at least in part, 
based on axiomatic truths. Archeologists, anthropologists, and scientists of 
many disciplines are frequently faced with hard evidence that simply defies 
existing knowledge and theory. Our understanding of the ‘facts’ must frequently 
wait for new insights.

We often tend to think that facts flow linearly. Developments flow from the 
past, though the present, and into the future. If this were true, then the best way 
to project and understand the future would be to simply study the past and the 
present. 

Einstein once commented on how advances in science are achieved, saying:

If at first, the idea is not absurd, then there is no hope for it.

Today, that same idea is expressed by the now oft heard axiom:

Think outside the box or push the envelope.

The true nature of the future will probably be counter factual and, in all like-
lihood, will not simply be a linear outgrowth of either the past or the present. 
To divine the Future, we need to engage our imagination and simultaneously 
reevaluate the past. There may have been processes at work in the past that 
defy existing formal paradigms and, for this reason, the building blocks of civi-
lization and science that we currently hold so sacrosanct, may well need to be 
reexamined and reevaluated. What we know, and what we think we know, may 
well be completely different in origin and consequence.

Lee Smolin, one of the founding members of the Perimeter Institute for The-
oretical Physics has cogently pointed out  in his book, The Trouble with Phys-
ics, that, in the last thirty-plus years, there has not been a major leap forward in 
fundamental physics. Modern physics has become bogged down, largely due to 
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its preoccupation with string theory and its variants. 
Smolin suggests that if a large number of exceedingly brilliant scientists 

have worked on a question for over thirty years, and the answer continues to 
elude them, one must conclude that either the answer is not easy or obvious, 
or it may be a question for which there is no answer. However, an alternative 
explanation could just as simply be that the approach is wrong!

Part of the problem with modern physics is that we seem to know a lot about 
a very small part of the universe, especially since ‘dark matter and dark energy’ 
constitute more than 95 percent of the universe, and currently, we know abso-
lutely nothing about either. Who knows what awaits Mankind ‘out there?’

This is the illustrated version of the novel. Earlier available versions could 
not be illustrated due to formatting requirements. This version makes it possible 
to include the illustrations I included in the first draft of the story. 

     John A. Rorabacher
     Barrie, Ontario
     January, 2011
     wolverine31@rogers.com

   See my blog at: http://johnarorabacher.blogspot.com/
     I’d love to hear from you.
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The Return of the Mayan

Chapter 1

In the jungles northwest of Tulum, Mexico

Sebastian and his archeological assistant, Manolo Sanchez Esteban Menchú, 
were about to return to Tulum. It was already late afternoon and the sun was low 
in the summer sky. The sun filtered through the green canopy of the rainforest 
high above. Shafts of light broke through openings in the canopy. Each shaft 
seemed to ignite the humidity-laden air surrounding it, and dappled the forest 
floor with small pools of brilliance. It was in the middle of one of these small 
pools of light that Manolo first noticed a piece of stone nearly covered by one of 
the root-like knees of a large bull-horn acacia. What caught Manolo’s eye was 
not the fact that the stone was covered by the tree’s roots. That happened all the 
time, but it was the color and shape of the stone. The stone was a light pink, 
rather than the natural off-white limestone that the Mayan builders used most 
frequently. Equally important was the fact that it resembled the tip of a carved 
three-sided pyramid, definitely not a natural shape. This was not the first piece 
of pink stone Manolo had encountered in the years he had worked with Sebas-
tian, a professor of archeology at the University of Wisconsin, but it was the 
first carved stone of its kind that he had ever seen. Manolo called to Sebastian, 
“Jefe [Boss], I have found something of interest.” Sebastian dropped his pack 
and walked over to Manolo.

Manolo pointed to the stone beneath the root. “What is it?” asked Sebastian.
“I am not sure.” He tried to dig quickly through the layer of decaying forest 

debris that surrounded the stone with his bare hands, only to find that it was 
larger than he had originally believed. “It is getting late and we should return 
tomorrow and try to dig it out,” answered Manolo. “Now we should get out of 
the forest before nightfall. The jungles are not safe here after dark. The big cats 
and banditos wander the forests at night.”

Sebastian had mixed feelings about leaving now. It could be something of 
value but, at the same time, Manolo was right. The forests were unsafe at night. 
It would be more prudent to come back tomorrow. Also, the heat and humidity 
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and the mosquitoes had taken their toll on Sebastian today. “Very well, tomor-
row it is. Make sure you get a GPS location for the stone, Okay? And kick some 
leaves over it, just in case.”

“Si.” As Manolo pulled his new Garmin receiver from his pocket, Sebastian 
retrieved his pack and slung it over his shoulder. It was still almost a two ki-
lometer walk back to their Jeep, and the trails were little more than disturbed 
undergrowth in this part of the forest. It was always wise to leave early, rather 
than lose one’s way, ‘We have the GPS, worst case,’ he thought, but he would 
rather rely on Manolo’s path finding skills. 

“Did you get it?” asked Sebastian.
“Si, Señor,” answered Manolo, as he slid the device back into one of the side 

pockets of his pack, securely pressing the pocket’s cover flap’s Velcro strips 
together. It would be safer there than in the back pocket of the Levis he wore. 
He had learned long ago that one could lose one’s footing on the slick muddy 
trails that ran through the jungle, and fall. He once had the misfortune of falling 
on his two-way radio, and had broken it. The GPS receiver he carried with him 
was a considerably more expensive piece of equipment and it would be difficult 
to replace in this part of Mexico.

“You had better lead the way back to the Jeep. I have no sense of direction 
out here in the forest, as you well know.” Manolo took the lead, smiling and 
shaking his head as he slipped by Sebastian. 

‘Gringo.’ For many of his countrymen, the word gringo would have been a 
pejorative term, a term of derision, but not for Manolo. He had known Sebastian 
far too long and had come to respect his knowledge, kindness, and generosity. 
Now, it was just being used to indicate that, even with all his knowledge, in the 
ways of the rainforest, this American still was a newcomer. He would learn but 
. . ., and then, again, maybe not.

Manolo skillfully guided the way through the jungle, emerging from the hu-
midity laden undergrowth, not more than twenty meters from where they had 
parked the Jeep in the morning, at the end of the logging road that had been 
cut into this section of the forest. After stowing their gear in the back, Manolo 
drove back to the Tulum-Chemax Road, and turning south, they returned to 
Sebastian’s casa alquilada, a rented house on the outskirts of Tulum. “If you do 
not need me any more today, I will return home,” said Manolo.

“By all means. Take the Jeep. I won’t need it tonight and, besides, if I need 
to go into town, I can walk. I’ll see you tomorrow. The regular time?” asked 
Sebastian.

“Si. Seven-thirty. Thank you. Hasta mañana,” said Manolo. Over the years 
that Manolo and Sebastian had worked together, their communication patterns 
had changed. Initially, Manolo knew only a kind of pidgin English and Sebas-
tian’s Spanish was, as he put it, ‘barely passable.’ Since then, Manolo’s English 
had improved immeasurably, while Sebastian’s Spanish had been upgraded to 
‘semi fluent.’ In fact, now, when working, their communication was an amalga-
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mation of both languages.

•

The next morning, with the aid of the GPS, Manolo had easily gotten the 
two men back to the tree. Whereas most of the rainforest looked the same to 
Sebastian, to Manolo, each step yielded a completely unique environmental 
canvas. A lifetime of work and living in the forests had taught him to see things 
many others simply overlooked. In all likelihood, Manolo could have navigated 
himself back to the tree without the GPS but just in case . . . .

It took them more than three hours to cut away the roots that clung to and 
encased the stone and remove the musky-smelling, decaying vegetal debris and 
top soil and the red clay soil that surrounded it. If the block had been free-stand-
ing, it would have been balancing on one of its corners. In the ground, however, 
it was surrounded and supported by the reddish soil of the rain forest. The tree’s 
roots must have tumbled the stone block over time to its inclined position. One 
of the upper corners was protruding from the ground, making it look like a small 
carved pyramid. Finally, they could clearly see four of the block’s sides. Two 
sides were still not fully visible. All that remained was to pull the stone from the 
pit they had dug. Soon they realized that it was much too large and too heavy to 
simply pull up and out of the hole, but they might be able to pull it out if they 
could put ropes under the stone. From his pack, Manolo pulled a small coil of 
rope, cut it into usable lengths, then slipped the ropes under the stone, forming 
a cradle. Once the ropes were in place, try as they might, they could not budge 
the stone. Both men stared down at their prize.

“Señor Sebastian, we will either need more men or a block and tackle.”
“I’m afraid so. I really don’t want to call in any trabajadores [laborers], if I 

can help it. The fewer people who know about our find the better. Do we have 
anything in the Jeep we can use?” asked Sebastian.

“I will go back and see. If we could get the Jeep here, we could use the winch 
on the front but I don’t think we can get it here.”

“How far is it to the Jeep from here?” asked Sebastian.
Manolo pulled the GPS from his pack and pulled up the location of the Jeep 

at the end of the logging trail. “The Jeep is just over 2 kilometers from here. We 
could try to work our way through the jungle, making our own trail. What do 
you think?”

“It’s worth a try. Let’s get the Jeep.” Sebastian hated the thought of leav-
ing the stone exposed but, at the same time, what were the odds of someone 
‘happening by,’ slim to none. “Let’s go.” They both picked up their packs and 
Sebastian followed Manolo through the undergrowth. “Use the GPS to set some 
waypoints and we can come back the same way.” 

The GPS that Sebastian had brought with him this season was a state-of-
the-art handheld device. Whereas the old GPS receivers required one to input 

3



The Return of the Mayan

individual waypoints along a route, this one automatically created them, when-
ever the user’s bearing changed. Manolo could start the routing process, and 
then just put it in his pocket and the device did the rest, until he turned off the 
routing process.

Manolo already had their current location saved. All he had to do was initiate 
the routing process. He just smiled and nodded his head to appease his friend, 
saying, “Buena idea.”

Nearly an hour later, the two men emerged from the forest, drenched in 
sweat. “Why did it take us so long to get here this time?” asked Sebastian.

“I was watching the underside of the tree canopy. If you watch the canopy, it 
will let you know, more or less, what the terrain is like below. When the canopy 
rises, there is probably a hill. It falls . . .  If there is an opening in the canopy, it 
usually means a stream. I was trying to avoid obvious obstacles. So, it took us 
a little longer to get back. When we start back with the Jeep, all we should have 
to do is push through the low-lying plants and hack vines out of the way. I think 
we have a couple of machetes in the Jeep. They will come in handy on the drive 
back to the stone.”

After resting for a few minutes and refilling their water bottles from the can-
vas water bag that hung from back of the open Jeep, both men climbed aboard 
and drove their vehicle into the green wall of vegetation. In rainforests, the 
undergrowth typically was low-lying, usually not over 2 or 3 meters high, while 
the forest canopy was often 30 or 40 meters high. The canopy only allowed a 
limited amount of sunlight to filter through, and it was this sunlight that sus-
tained the undergrowth. Where there were openings in the canopy, a lush tangle 
of vegetation grew – jungle -- along roadways, streams, and rivers. When the 
sunlight became diffused, the undergrowth diminished significantly. The most 
difficult portion of their return journey would be making it through the roadside 
vegetation, and then the going should be much less difficult.

They had not gone 30 meters before it was necessary to dismount and hack 
away vines and creepers that had become entangled on the roll cage that was 
their only protection against falling tree limbs. It was exceedingly slow going, 
weaving through the stands of trees, both large and small. It took them nearly 3 
hours to make their way back to the acacia tree, where the stone rested. Manolo 
looked at the tree, looking for a branch that was both low and strong enough to 
withstand the weight of the stone. There being none, “I will have to construct 
a cross beam and bipod to hold it. I can lash the cross beam to the tree at one 
end and use the bipod to support the beam at the other. Then, all we have to do 
is run the winch cable over the cross beam, attach it to the ropes we have under 
the stone, and winch it up. It should be easy enough.” Manolo had grabbed one 
of the machetes and disappeared into the forest. Sebastian could hear the sound 
of the machete biting into a tree. Soon, Manolo returned with a 4” diameter post 
perched on his shoulder. He set it down and again disappeared into the under-
growth. Within a few minutes he returned, with two thinner poles that would 
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become his bipod. From the back of the Jeep he pulled several lengths of sisal 
rope, which he used to lash the beam to the tree, and then set it in the bipod he 
had lashed together. Sebastian just watched his friend in amazement. Manolo’s 
every movement was the epitome of efficiency. There was no wasted motion. 
No wasted time. Soon the structure was complete.

“Jefe, it is time to put the winch cable over the beam and lower it to the stone. 
Do you want to do the winching or run the cable?”

“I had better operate the winch. You know what you’re doing.”
“Then get in the Jeep. Locate the winch controls and let it unwind. Once I 

have it up and over the beam, before we can begin lifting the stone, you will 
have to set the Jeep’s  emergency brake, put the Jeep in park, and  push hard on 
the brake pedal. We don’t want the Jeep to move under the strain of the stone. 
And hopefully neither the beam nor bipod will break. Okay, let the cable feed 
out.”

Sebastian had settled himself in the driver’s seat and was allowing the cable 
reel to pay out the cable. He could hear a slight grinding sound that the winch 
made as it let the cable out. He could see Manolo pulling on the cable in the 
direction of the stone. Soon he had thrown the snap-hook on the end of the 
cable over the beam, and grabbed it and was pulling it down to the ropes. “Halt. 
I think I can attach the hook to our ropes now.” Manolo was leaning over the 
stone, gathering up the ropes that passed under the stone. “Okay, now slowly 
reel the excess cable back in.” The cable reeled in and Sebastian could see the 
slack disappear. “Wait. Let me check everything before we start to put too much 
strain on the cable and the ropes.” After his inspection was complete, “Okay, 
now very slowly begin to reel in the cable.” Sebastian did as he was instructed. 
The cable began to strain and the front of the Jeep began to rise in response to 
the load that was being transferred to the winch. “It’s moving! It’s free! Keep it 
coming.” Soon the stone was above ground level at about chest height. “Turn 
off the engine. The winch should hold the stone for now. Come take a look.”

As Sebastian climbed from the Jeep, the nose of the vehicle rose a few more 
inches. Sebastian strode over to the stone suspended from the beam. The beam 
was bowed noticeably but it had not broken under the strain. “It’s beautiful.” 
He inspected the relief carvings that were on all but one side of the rectangular 
stone. “They’re beautiful but I don’t recall seeing anything quite like them be-
fore. Interesting. How are we going to get it out of here now?”

“If we raise the stone a few more centimeters, we can tie it off to the beam 
with rope. Then we can release the cable and back the Jeep under the stone and 
put it in the back. All we have to do then is loosen the rope and lower it into the 
Jeep. What do you think?” asked Manolo.

“Everything you’ve proposed, so far, has worked flawlessly. There is no rea-
son to believe this plan won’t work too.” Sebastian climbed back into the Jeep, 
started the engine, and gently pushed the winch control lever to the pull posi-
tion. The beam creaked and groaned but the stone rose until Manolo shouted, 
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“Stop,” raising his hand.
“Let’s take a break then get back to work.” 
After a brief rest, Manolo wrapped a rope around the beam several times, 

tied one end to the tree, tied the free end to the ropes that supported the stone, 
stretching them as tautly as he possibly could. He knew the ropes would stretch 
but he hoped they would not stretch too much, where the stone would be lower 
than the back deck of the Jeep, after the back tailgate was opened. “Okay Señor 
Sebastian, let out the cable very, very gently.” Sebastian did as he had been in-
structed. The stone now hung suspended by the rope. Manolo removed the hook 
and cable. “Now, reel in the cable completely.” Sebastian complied. 

Manolo opened the tailgate, took Sebastian’s place in the Jeep, turned the 
vehicle around, and backed it under the stone, centering it in the space he had 
cleared on the Jeep’s rear deck. Together, he and Sebastian could nudge the 
stone into its final resting place.

“Jefe, when I loosen the rope the stone will come down. You will need to 
move it so that it is centered in the back. Okay?”

“I can do that but I think we should put a blanket or something soft under it, 
so we don’t damage it,” warned Sebastian.

“Good idea. I don’t think we have a blanket but there is a small piece of 
canvas, and we can cover the stone as well. We don’t want prying eyes to see 
our prize.”

“You’re right. Until I have had a chance to examine the stone thoroughly, I 
don’t want the Ministry of Antiquities snooping around. We can take it back to 
mi casa until we are ready to report our find,” said Sebastian. He placed the can-
vas that Manolo had tossed from the back of the Jeep and positioned himself. 
“I’m ready whenever you are.”

Manolo loosened the rope. The three loops of rope around the beam acted 
like a brake. All Manolo had to do was put tension on his end of the rope and 
the loops bit into the beam and slowed or stopped the stone’s descent. Sebastian 
pushed and pulled the stone as it descended, until it was centered over the can-
vas and in the center of the Jeep’s rear deck. As the stone’s weight came to rest 
on the deck, the Jeep’s rear squatted visibly. Sebastian could not contain his en-
thusiasm, “We did it! You’re a genius. Let’s get it covered and tied down and we 
can get out of here. Thank you.” Sebastian was genuinely pleased with just how 
well everything had gone. His comments made Manolo smile. He was proud as 
well. Everything had gone as he had planned. It had, indeed, been a good day.

“How much do you think the stone weighs?” asked Sebastian.
“I think it is probably close to 200 kilos. That is why the Jeep has almost no 

spring left.”
Making the mental calculation Sebastian said, “That’s over 440 pounds. 

That’s quite a load for the Jeep. Do you think it will take it?”
“Si.” 
Manolo retraced the route they had taken into the forest. The weight of the 
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stone meant they would have to go more slowly over the uneven terrain of the 
forest floor. Once they were back on the logging road, heading toward the high-
way, Manolo sped up. Although both Manolo and Sebastian knew no one had 
seen them leave the forest with their prize, they still knew that removing the 
stone was against the Conservation of Antiquities Act, which required that all 
such finds be reported before their removal. Even so, Sebastian was eager to get 
the stone home so he could inspect it. The authorities could wait.

Fifteen minutes later, Manolo backed the Jeep up to Sebastian’s screened-
in work area. “How are we ever going to get the stone from the Jeep to the 
work bench?” asked Sebastian. “Do you think the bench will hold the stone’s 
weight?”

“It will hold it, if we can get it there. I have an idea,” said Manolo. “We can 
put some of these smooth posts on the table and on the tailgate of the Jeep. If 
we can get the stone up on a piece of, how do you say madera contrachapada?”

“I think you mean plywood.”
“Si, that’s it, plywood. It should slide on the posts with little effort. The hard 

part will be getting the stone on the plywood.”
“If we tip the stone up, we can slip the plywood under it or almost all the 

way under it, then pull both the plywood and stone up on the posts. What do 
you think?”

“The hard part will be getting the plywood under the stone,” said Manolo. 
“If we try to pry it up and slide the plywood under it, we might damage the 
bottom of the stone. I think if we tumble the stone onto the plywood, then slide 
the plywood along the posts, we will have more success and there will be less 
likelihood of damaging the stone. We will have to be careful not to let it just 
drop it on the plywood.”

Within minutes, the two men had gotten the stone on the plywood. Then they 
began the task of centering stone on the plywood, inch by inch. When it was 
centered, they began pushing and dragging it along the posts. They were mak-
ing almost no headway. “Señor Sebastian, I think we need to grease the posts. 
Do you have any cooking oil in your kitchen?”

“Yes. Your wife bought it for me, thinking I was going to cook for myself. 
It’s never been opened.” Manolo just smiled at Sebastian’s comment. He was 
going to ask if he ever cooked but decided it was not an appropriate question. 
Sebastian ran into the house, found the cooking oil, and returned. “Here.”

Manolo took the oil from Sebastian and began liberally pouring it on the tops 
of the posts. After wiping his hands clean on his Levis, the two men, again, tried 
to slide the stone on its plywood pad. The oil helped reduce resistance but it was 
still an effort to move the stone the 8 feet or so from the Jeep to the workbench. 
Once the stone was pushed off the posts it sat in the center of the workbench. 
There, before them, sat their treasure – a carved stone roughly 24 inches wide, 
18 inches deep, and 12 inches high. Sebastian thought he recognized it. If it was 
pink quartzite, it was not commonly found in the Yucatan. Every exposed part 

7



The Return of the Mayan

of the stone was carved.
“The first order of business is to make a photographic record of the stone. Let 

me get my camera.” Sebastian rummaged through his backpack, which was still 
in the Jeep. He found the camera, a new digital Nikon, and approached the stone. 
He took pictures from every side. “We need to turn the stone on its side, so I can take 
a picture of the bottom, or side, or whatever it is.” Together they gently tumbled 
the stone, and Sebastian took his pictures. “I’ll download these to my laptop lat-
er and send them home to Mara for safekeeping.” Manolo nodded in agreement. 

•

Mara was back in Madison. She had decided not to join Sebastian on this 
month-long expedition. Her writing was keeping her preoccupied. She had de-
cided it would be easier for her to work at home in Madison than from the little 
town of Tulum. By remaining in Madison, she could visit her editor more easily 
when needed. She was working on her third novel. 

Mara and Sebastian had met in graduate school, she was perusing a degree 
in journalism and he was just finishing up his dissertation and PhD. Sebastian, 
following graduation, took a teaching position at the University of Wisconsin, 
while Mara, the dutiful wife, followed him, taking a position with the local 
newspaper, the Wisconsin State Journal. Within a few years, Sebastian’s star 
was on the rise, and he was promoted to the tenured position of Associate Pro-
fessor of Archeology. 

While Mara’s career in journalism was less meteoric, she soon fell under the 
spell of ‘the book,’ a common pitfall for many journalists. While she continued 
to work for the newspaper, she also worked on her first novel, devoting every 
spare minute to it. Within a year of its completion, Mara found a small publisher 
in Chicago, and thus began her career as a science fiction novelist. Although her 
first novel was not a run-away success, her publisher provided a cash advance, 
so she could work on her second novel, and this permitted her to leave the news-
paper and devote all her time and energy to writing.

As her literary career waxed, her relationship with Sebastian waned. Al-
though they loved one another, each in their own way, their careers seemed to 
occupy more of their time, than did their marriage. They seldom talked any-
more, seldom sat down to a meal together, and to many outsiders, they were 
more like roommates than husband and wife. They just seemed to live separate 
lives. They were still together, more out of habit than because of a strong emo-
tional bond. Even so, she was almost always there for him, and vice versa, when 
the chips were down. Sebastian knew that Mara would guard everything he sent 
home, keeping it safe and secure. That was simply the journalist in her – infor-
mation and sources were still deemed sacred trusts.

Sebastian liked to keep in touch with Mara through emails and he could 
download his pictures and send them to her. He had not yet told her about 
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his find. Not until he knew what he had discovered. Now that it had been 
unearthed, he would have something concrete to share with her tonight.  

• 

“Señor Sebastian, if there is nothing more, I will go home, now. I told Teresa 
I might be home early today.”

“By all means. Again, take the Jeep. I won’t need it tonight. I’ll probably be 
up most of the night working on the inscriptions. In fact, if you would  like, you 
can take tomorrow off and be with your family. I’ll call you tomorrow night and 
let you know what we need to do next.”

“Muchas gracias.” Manolo got into the Jeep and headed home. He was very 
pleased with Sebastian’s willingness to let him use the Jeep and it meant he 
could attend his son’s soccer game in Cancun. Raul, Manolo’s son, had de-
veloped into a respectable soccer player in his own right; much like his father 
had been before the unfortunate accident that had put professional soccer well 
beyond his reach.

After washing up from the day spent in the forest, Sebastian walked to the 
little cantina not far from his house and had dinner. He was in a hurry but he 
knew he needed to eat. He might be up most of the night working on the stone. 
While he ate, in his mind he visualized the stone, and formulated a number of 
questions. ‘Where had the quartzite come from? It must have taken a lot of 
effort to carve or chisel it into an almost perfect rectangular block shape. But 
more importantly, what did the inscriptions say?’ He had never seen anything 
quite like them in any of his Mayan texts or any of the museums that currently 
housed the Mayan collections, in either Mexico or the U.S. They were so dis-
tinct. Could he have discovered something of real historical value?!’

When he returned to his house, his first order of business was to clean the 
stone. He gathered together buckets of water and cleaning brushes. First he 
brushed away the red clayey soil that had now dried on the surface of the pink-
ish stone. Then he began washing and brushing away the soil that had filled in 
the carved bas-relief inscriptions. Soon, he had five sides of the stone clean. He 
knew he would not be able to turn the stone by himself, so one side would have 
to wait until Manolo was available. Even so, he still had five sides to work with. 
That should keep him busy.

There were still a couple of hours of daylight left. He had overhead electric 
lights but the glancing rays of natural sunlight usually made reading Mayan 
low bas relief much easier. However, the inscriptions carved into the stone were 
unusually deep, unlike many of the inscriptions on other pieces he had seen or 
worked on before. More importantly, he did not recognize the characters on four 
of the five sides visible to him. The fifth side was carved in a Mayan style he 
recognized, readily.

After an hour of scrutiny, Sebastian noticed a pattern. Approximately a third 
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of the way down, from what he began calling the top, he noticed a series of rect-
angular indentations. They were not word symbols but what were they? With 
a brush and more water, he cleaned out each of the indentations. They were at 
least half an inch deep, much deeper than the carved inscriptions. They were 
evenly spaced around the stone. ‘What were they for, or what did they mean?’ 
He would not be able to see if they continued around the stone on the side that 
the stone currently rested on.

Since he could not decipher the inscriptions on four of the sides, he focused 
his attention on the inscriptions that he did recognize. While he recognized the 
characters incised into the stone, they were not easily translated. He also found 
himself at a disadvantage. He did not have all his Mayan inscription, translation 
texts with him. ‘Why had he left them at home? Oh, that’s right. This supposed 
to be only an exploratory expedition!’ He may have found the find of a lifetime 
on a routine reconnaissance of the areas he hoped he would later explore more 
thoroughly sometime, when funding for such an expedition was more readily 
available. Yet, here he was looking at an object that could possibly occupy the 
rest of his career!

He worked until he was too tired to concentrate on the inscriptions any lon-
ger, but he had only roughly deciphered a few lines. He knew he should be able 
to read the texts without much effort but this was anything but easy. Finally, he 
lifted his glasses, rubbed his weary eyes, and decided it was time for bed. He 
looked at his watch. It was already 1:00 a.m., and he still had not sent the photos 
to Mara. Before he went to bed he knew he had to at least download the pictures 
from his camera and send them home.

He opened up his laptop, connected the USB cable to the laptop and the 
camera. He turned on the camera and nearly a dozen photos were automatically 
downloaded from the camera. He quickly entered a quick note to Mara and at-
tached the photos:

Dear Mara,

I  have made an important find. It is very late and I will tell you more about 
it tomorrow.

 I am attaching some photos of the stone Manolo and I discovered yes-
terday and dug up today. Please download and print these photos, and store 
them away. 

Thanks.

 I will write more tomorrow after I have had some sleep.
 

     Sebastian.
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Once he had sent his note, Sebastian crawled into bed and was soon fast 
asleep, despite the fact that his mind was racing, trying to decipher the inscrip-
tions in his mind.
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Chapter 2

As the morning’s first rays streamed through the slits between the louvers 
of the bedroom shutters -- the only barrier between the sun and Sebastian’s 
still tired eyes -- the urge to linger in bed was replaced by the thrill of pending 
discovery. Even in sleep, his mind continued processing the information he had 
already discovered about the stone, and especially the regularly spaced indenta-
tions. ‘They were too small for finger holds and they were also spaced too far 
apart. ‘Could they have been used, somehow, as a means of hoisting and mov-
ing the stone?’

As he swung his legs over the edge of the bed and onto the tile floor, the cool-
ness of the tile surprised him. Instinctively, he thought, ‘How could the tiles be 
so cold, when the temperature was already in the low 90s and the humidity was 
about the same?’ The house had no air conditioning, only electric ceiling fans 
to circulate the heavy air.

 After a stop in the bathroom, Sebastian made his way to the kitchen and 
prepared scrambled eggs, some salt pork, coffee, and warmed some leftover 
tortillas. Together, they made an adequate, quick pick-me-up breakfast. Then he 
made his way to the work area and stone, coffee in hand. Unless he was sleeping 
or deeply involved in some project, Sebastian always seemed to have a cup of 
coffee in hand, a habit that had just somehow evolved beginning in college. In 
the department, it was almost his trademark.

As he set the cup on the workbench, something caught his attention. The low 
angle of the sun’s rays seemed to reveal a connection between the indentations 
that he had so carefully cleaned before the waning light of evening had failed. A 
very narrow line connected the indentations on three sides. Almost intuitively, 
Sebastian knew what the indentations were. They were pry-points! The stone 
was lying on one of its sides. The pry-points allowed the stone’s top to be pried 
up. He had no other choice than to phone Manolo. He needed to get the stone 
turned upright, and he knew he could not do it alone. He went to the living 
room and dialed Manolo’s home number. “Manolo, I am sorry to be calling you 
at such an early hour but I need your help immediately. It is very important!” 
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Manolo heard the urgency in Sebastian’s voice.
“I will be right there, Señor Sebastian. Just let me finish my breakfast.” He 

hung up and turning to Teresa, he said, “Sebastian needs me. It sounded urgent. 
I will be back as soon as possible.” Teresa just nodded her acquiescence, and 
Manolo was gone, pulling on his second boot as he left the house. Within min-
utes, he arrived at Sebastian’s and parked outside his work area at the back of 
the house“Señor Sebastian, what is so urgent?”

“Manolo, come here, look.” He pointed to the indentations. “See these?” 
Manolo nodded. “I think they are pry-points and this very thin line that connects 
them, I think marks the joint between the lid and bottom section of a container. 
Help me turn the stone onto its bottom. Then we can verify if the indentations 
and the seam continue all the way around the stone.” The two men inched the 
stone from the center of the bench in preparation for flipping it onto its ‘bot-
tom.’ Together, they turned the stone. Now, if Sebastian was correct, the stone, 
or container, should be setting on its bottom, the side with the traditional Mayan 
inscriptions on it. 

The ‘top’ contained inscriptions that were like those on the other four sides. 
After more cleaning, the pattern of indentations did,  indeed, continue around 
the block and with more cleaning, the fine line between the indentations became 
visible. Sebastian was now sure that the line represented the separation point 
between the top and bottom sections of a box, but he had never seen such fine 
craftsmanship. The line was perfectly straight and as thin as a hair. It far exceed-
ed the typical artisanship of the Maya and even that of the Inca, when it came 
to stone work. It was so perfect, it almost looked like it was machined, rather 
than hand carved. Even without trying, Sebastian’s mind automatically jumped 
to a ‘worst case scenario,’ the box was a hoax. Immediately, his mind countered 
with, ‘but we found it entangled in the roots of the acacia tree. If it was a hoax, 
it was planted long ago.’ This eased his mind, but only a bit. “Manolo, if the 
indentations are pry points, how do you think we can remove the top without 
damaging or destroying the stone?”

Manolo lifted his cowboy styled hat and ran his fingers through his hair. 
Whenever he had to work out a solution to a problem, this was his first effort. It 
helped him think, or at least it seemed to be part of his thought process. Sebas-
tian had seen Manolo do it a hundred times before. When Manolo ran his fingers 
through his hair, a problem was about to be solved. Then he began to speak, 
running through the options. “If we use modern steel tools, like a screwdriver or 
pry bar, we risk chipping, damaging, or destroying the stone. Besides, the Maya 
did not have such tools. They would have had only wood, bone, or stone tools 
to work with. I have an idea. How many holes are there and how big are they? 
Did you measure them?”

“Yes, there are fourteen holes and each is one-half inch high, one-inch wide, 
and one-half inch deep,” replied Sebastian.

“What is that in metric?”
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“I’ve got that written down somewhere.” Sebastian began thumbing through 
his pocket notebook, page by page, searching for the measurements. He always 
thought in terms of inches, feet, and pounds but, at the same time, the world 
academic community required these measurements in metric equivalents, so he 
always recorded both. “Ah, here they are: 12.7 mm by 25.4 mm. And the holes 
are about 12.7 mm deep.”

“I will be right back.” Without another word, Manolo jumped into the Jeep 
and sped off toward town, leaving Sebastian standing there a bit dumbfounded.

Manolo was gone for about an hour. During that time, Sebastian finished up 
the cleaning of the final side of the box. He felt comfortable thinking of it as a 
box now, rather than as simply a rectilinear stone. Sebastian was just finishing 
up when Manolo returned, carrying more than a dozen hardwood sticks. 

“Here.” He handed the sticks to Sebastian, keeping a few for himself. “We 
can put one of these sticks into each of the holes. Then we can use one of my ad-
justable wrenches to twist the sticks slightly, working our way around the box. 
If we are gentle, we should not damage the stone and the top should be forced 
up. Once it is loose we can probably just lift it off.”

“It’s worth a try.” Sebastian began inserting the six-inch sticks into the holes 
They fit perfectly snug. Manolo did the same, until every hole had a stick pro-
truding from it. Manolo returned to the truck and retrieved an adjustable wrench 
that Sebastian immediately identified as a Crescent wrench. Although he was 
not particularly handy around the house, he did, nonetheless, have a small tool 
kit at home, and he had learned long ago that the Crescent wrench was one of 
the greatest tool inventions of all time.

Manolo adjusted the wrench to fit over the wood sticks and, in turn, gave 
each stick a twist. Nothing happened. There was no noise and even less move-
ment. Only the sticks twisted under the applied torque. The process was re-
peated several times, each time Manolo moved the wrench closer to the box and 
applied more force. Finally, they heard an ever so quiet whooshing sound, like 
air being pulled into a vacuumed packed can, and the seam grew wider. A few 
more twists and the lid had been raised enough that they could get their fingers 
into the crack. They both lifted and the lid was free of the box. They gently laid 
it aside.

Inside, lying snugly within the box’s cavity, was a shiny metallic plaque in-
scribed with characters that Sebastian had never seen before. Sebastian pushed 
one of his archeological, detail picks between the plaque and the stone box and 
lifted up one side of the plaque, until he could grab it with his fingers and pull it 
free of its case. It was almost half-an-inch thick, 16 inches deep, and 20 inches 
wide. It was surprisingly light weight. It was unlike anything he had ever seen 
before. It was not aluminum, which he knew to be light weight but it was also 
comparatively soft. This metal was light but his archeological pick had left not 
so much as a scratch on the edge where he had pushed it between the plaque and 
the case. He laid the plaque on the table, face up. Immediately, Sebastian went 
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to his computer and grabbed the camera. He began photographing all sides of 
the plaque.

“Manolo, I apologize for calling you today but I was just so excited by what 
I thought I had discovered, and with your help, my suspicions were confirmed. 
Thank you. Go home now and be with your family. I will call you tonight.”

“Si. And thank you. I will not be home until late. I will be attending Raul’s 
soccer game this afternoon in Cancun. Maybe I should call you when I get 
home,” suggested Manolo.

His attention still focused on the plaque, Sebastian answered almost auto-
matically, “Maybe that would be best. Yes, call me whenever you get back, and 
again, thank you for your help, as always.”

Manolo tipped his hat, boarded the Jeep, and was soon on his way home.
For the rest of the day Sebastian worked on the metal tablet he had found in 

the stone case. The more he examined it, the less he was sure of. It was metal 
but he had no idea what kind of metal. After, he assumed, at least centuries un-
derground, it showed no signs of corrosion. The writing, which he could only 
call some type of hieroglyphics, was deeply carved out of the metal, not into it, 
making it a form of high relief. There were no tool marks on the recessed sur-
faces. They were clean and smooth. Everything he did know about the plaque 
militated against its creation by the Maya. They simply did not have the techni-
cal skills necessary to produce such a piece. It was simply beyond their abilities, 
as artisans, craftsmen, technologists, or metallurgists. Yet, the case was, at least 
somehow linked with the Maya but he did not know how.

Not wishing to damage the worked surface of the tablet, Sebastian chose to 
scratch one of the tablet’s edges with his steel archeologist’s picks. He chose a 
pick that looked much like those used by dentists, when they probe a newly dis-
covered cavity. At the thought of it, Sebastian cringed involuntarily. He pulled a 
chair up to the work bench, sat, and held the tablet between his knees and gently 
pulled the pick along the exposed edge. It did not leave a mark. He tried again, 
only this time applying more pressure. Again, no mark. After several more tries, 
he bore down as hard as he could. The pick slid down the tablet’s edge, slipped 
off, and buried itself in his leg. “Son of a bitch!” He instinctively pulled the pick 
from his leg, throwing in on the bench. Even though his leg was in pain, he did 
not drop the tablet, although he was beginning to think it was made of some in-
destructible metal, and dropping it would probably cause absolutely no harm to 
it. As he lay the piece on the table, he looked at the edge he had just attempted to 
scratch. There was no sign of a scratch of any kind. ‘Damn. This thing is really 
hard. I’d better get a bandage on the hole in my leg.’ 

The angled half-inch long point of the pick had buried itself in his leg and it 
was beginning to bleed. He squeezed all around the entry point, trying to dis-
lodge any foreign matter that might have gotten into the wound. All that came 
out was blood. He found bandages in his makeshift first aid kit. He applied some 
antibiotic cream and covered it over with a Band Aid. 
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‘I’m going to have to have a metallurgist test the plaque to find out what 
it’s made of. I have no idea.’ Limping slightly, Sebastian returned to his work 
bench and the tablet that lay there so benignly. In his heart of hearts, Sebastian 
just knew that the tablet was going to be trouble. It had already drawn blood. It 
seemed fully capable of defending itself.

He pulled his chair up to the bench and began examining the inscriptions 
more closely. It was not apparent which side of the plaque was the front and 
which was the back; although, on one side in the upper left-hand corner there 
was a conspicuous blank rectangle. It looked like the text had been excised. The 
indentation was deeper than the base level for the rest of the tablet. ‘Why had 
this series of characters or hieroglyphics been removed?’ Try as he might, he 
could not decipher the message inscribed on the tablet. Out of frustration, he 
decided to return to the message on the case the tablet had come in. Maybe the 
case could provide him with a clue as to the origin of the plaque and possibly 
the message. Since he had found some symbols on the bottom of the case that he 
at least recognized, he decided to start there. The only problem with his desire 
to work on the case’s bottom was that the case was now resting on its bottom 
and there was no way he could turn it over alone, and he could not, in good con-
science, call Manolo again. He would have to begin his work using the photos 
he had stored on his laptop.

While he was at it, he thought he should probably send a longer note to Mara, 
describing what he had found and what he did not know. There was much more 
he did not know than anything else.

Dear Mara,

Sorry about my cryptic note last night. It was late and I was overly tired.

The day before yesterday, Manolo discovered a pink piece of rock sticking 
out from under the root of an acacia tree. He showed it to me and we elected 
to excavate it but it was late. This particular rock is not common to this area 
of the Yucatan. That is what drew our attention to it.

Yesterday we excavated the piece. It was covered with bas-relief inscrip-
tions unlike anything I have ever seen before. It reminds me of early or proto-
Mayan but, at the same time, I am unable to decipher it.

This morning I began cleaning the piece. In the process of cleaning it, I 
discovered small indentations and, eventually, I determined that there was a 
seam connecting the indentations. It is then that I realized that it was a joint 
between the top and bottom portions of a case. We pried the top off and found 
a metallic tablet inside. 
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I will attach photos of the tablet.

I am unable to decipher the glyphs on the tablet. They are unlike anything 
I have ever encountered. Furthermore, the tablet seems to be made of a metal, 
the likes of which I have never seen before. It is light and resistant to all the 
hand tools I have here. It simply will not scratch.

I am seriously thinking about cutting my trip short and returning home 
with the tablet as soon as possible. There are many questions I have to have 
answered and I cannot possibly do that here.

I will let you know my schedule as soon as I know better what I am going to 
do.

   Sebastian.

He attached the photos of the tablet he had taken and sent the note to Mara. 
Then, he found the computer file that contained the pictures he had taken of 
the bottom of the case. By the time Manolo called, Sebastian had completed a 
crude and partial translation of the message contained on the bottom of the case. 
“Hola, Manolo, it is good to talk to you. I have made some progress decipher-
ing the message on the bottom of the case. I know, I’ve been working from the 
photos I took earlier today. I knew I couldn’t turn it over again. If you come 
around tomorrow, I will share with you what I think the message says. I’d rather 
not talk about it over the phone. Very well, I’ll see you at 7:00. Hasta mañana.”

Sebastian worked late into the night on his translation of the text on the case. 
When his eyes began to fail him, he decided to go to bed. It is then that he real-
ized that he had not eaten since breakfast. He grabbed a couple of the leftover 
tortillas and some refried beans, rolled the tortillas around the bean mixture, and 
swallowed. It was not like eating at the cantina but it would sustain him until 
tomorrow.
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Chapter 3

Sebastian was just getting up when Manolo arrived. He had slept in his 
clothes. He was weary and rumpled, certainly not looking his best.

“¡Buenos días!” said Manolo, with a smile. ‘This gringo looks like shit to-
day.’ “Were you up all night working?”

“I feel like it.”
“You said you had deciphered part of the inscription. What did it say?” asked 

Manolo.
“I’ll make us some coffee and we can sit and I will tell you what I think it 

says.”
“Señor Sebastian. I think you should go clean up and I will make the coffee. 

Then we can sit and talk. You look terrible.”
“You’re probably right. Excuse me for a minute. The coffee is in the canister 

on the counter in the kitchen. Help yourself.” As Sebastian made his way back 
to the bedroom and the bathroom, Manolo went into the kitchen and began 
preparing some strong coffee for both of them. From the bathroom, Sebastian 
shouted to Manolo, “How did Raul do yesterday?”

“He made us all proud. He scored twice. One was the winning goal. Except 
for the loss to the Cancun team earlier in the year, Raul’s team has not lost a 
game all season. We are so proud of him.”

Sebastian stuck his head out of the bathroom, “Glad to hear he is doing so 
well. Will he make it to the next level this year?’

“He is having an excellent year and I believe he is ready to move up. Every-
thing will depend on his play during the upcoming league championship series. 
If he does well, it is very likely he will be invited to play for one of the junior 
teams. He is not really ready for the top professional teams but in a couple of 
years, I believe he will be, if he gets the proper coaching.”

“That’s great to hear. I’ll be out in just a minute. How is the coffee coming?”
“It will be ready when you are.” Manolo began to pour the first of two cups. 

As Sebastian came into the kitchen, he looked much more presentable, and 
Manolo handed him his cup of black coffee.
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“Thank you. Let’s go out to the work area. You take my coffee and I will get 
my computer.” Manolo took the coffee and headed for the work area. 

Sebastian picked up his computer and joined him. He placed the computer 
on the bench, opened it, and pulled up the pictures of the base of the stone case. 
Pointing to a portion of the base, “See these glyphs? There are some I cannot yet 
fully translate but this is what they seem to be saying. The box we found con-
tains a tablet handed down from the leader of the group they called the Creators. 
The leader of the Creators was named Itzamná, I believe he eventually became 
the principal Mayan creator god. 

“Itzamná,  indicated that the contents of the plaque were to be known only 
to the greatest mathematicians within the kingdom and that to gain access to the 
knowledge contained within the tablet, they would require, for lack of a better 
word, a key. I think the key is the missing section here on the tablet.” Sebastian 
pointed to the blank space on the tablet.

“Where is the key?” asked Manolo.
“From what I can make out, it is located within a secret compartment behind 

an icon or carving inside a structure only referred to as the round temple at 
Coba. You’ve been there, haven’t you?” asked Sebastian. As he was asking his 
question, he began pulling a rubbing from his notebook.

“I know the Coba site very well. When not working with you or some of your 
other colleagues from the States, I sometimes assist the archeologists who are 
working at Coba. They are more like conservators than archeologists. They are 
trying to stabilize the structures, not really study them. 

“There are two structures that could be called a round temple. The larger of 
the two is commonly called Xbayé, northwest of Lago Cobá, and much work 
has already been done there. The other is smaller and less well known. It is in 
the San Pedro group. Until we see them, I cannot be sure which is the one you 
are looking for.

“If it is in the San Pedro group of buildings, very little work has been done 
there yet. It is not in good shape. It depends on where the carving is. Some sec-
tions of the building have already crumbled and collapsed. If that has happened, 
we will have a much more difficult time finding the key in the rubble, assuming 
it is even there.”
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“Here is the carving we will be looking for,” said Sebastian, placing his rub-
bing in front of Manolo. “Personally, I have never seen this icon before and I 
have no idea what it means.” 

Manolo put his hand to his chin, stared at the rubbing, and simply said, 
“Hmmm.” Without looking up from the image before him, he began, “Getting 
to either temple should not be a problem. It is all the tourists around that bother 
me. If the key is inside either temple, we will be out of sight of the security 
guards but we will not know how we are going to retrieve the key until we see 
where the icon is located and how it was set,” said Manolo. 

“The only way we will know is if we take a reconnaissance trip to Coba and 
see the temples for ourselves. Then we can develop a strategy that will allow us 
to obtain the key,” said Sebastian.

“When would you like to leave for Coba, it’s only a short drive away?” asked 
Manolo. Not waiting for an answer, “We can leave any time. It’s less than 40 
kilometers from here. We can be there in an hour or so. Oh, don’t forget to bring 
money. There is an entrance fee of 51 U.S. Dollars or roughly 650 Pesos. Some 
of the other sites are cheaper to get into.”

“Very well. Let me throw some things together and we can be on our way. 
Do you need to get anything from home for the trip?” asked Sebastian.

“We may be gone well into the afternoon, maybe I should call Teresa and 
have her pack a noon-day meal for us. I can run home and get the food and any-
thing else I think we might need at the same time.” He picked up the phone, not 
waiting for Sebastian’s affirmation and called Teresa. “She will have everything 
ready for me by the time I get there. She says she has some Poc Chuc leftovers 
from last night, some yellow rice, and she will throw in some fresh corn torti-
llas. How does that sound?” asked Manolo, as he hung up the phone.

From the living room, Manolo could hear Sebastian dashing around, “That 
sounds perfect. Do you know how good you have it? Teresa is a great cook and 
she treats you like a king.”

“Si. But that is because I treat her like a queen,” said Manolo with a broad 
smile.

“Yeah, right. I’m ready to go. We’ll go to your place, pick up the food, and 
some tools, and we can be on our way to Coba. No further delays. Okay?”

Within an hour, they had their food, Manolo’s tools, and they were on their 
way.

•

As the two men approached the admission stands, they could see the top 
of  Nohoch Mul Pyramid in the distance. One of the security guards, motioned 
to Manolo. Speaking in Spanish, the guard said, “Manolo. How are you, my 
friend? Where have you been? We’ve missed you around here. What are you 
doing?” Manolo waved back. 

“I’m guiding this Gringo around some of our sites.” He seemed to give the 
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guard the impression that Sebastian spoke no Spanish. Sebastian gave the guard 
his clueless smile and nodded in the guard’s direction.

“It’s a lot easier being a guide than working in these ruins. Does he pay you 
well?” asked the guard without reservation.

“These gringos are so gullible. They have no idea about money. I told him 
what I wanted to serve as his guide and he just said yes. No questions.” The 
guard smiled broadly. “Finally, we get to pull a fast one on these gringos. Good 
for you Manolo.”

It was Sebastian’s turn at the admissions booth. He paid for two and mo-
tioned to Manolo. “Mr. Menchú, can we go now?”

“Can you believe this guy? He calls me Mr. Menchú. What a moron! See you 
later.” Manolo gave the guard a broad smile, half snicker. The guard responded 
in kind. “Good bye.” The guard put his hand to his officer’s cap, giving a half-
salute.

Out of range of the guard, “You were laying it on pretty thick back there,” 
said Sebastian.

“Let him think what he wants. If he believes you don’t understand, we can 
use that to our advantage. So, whenever we meet any of the security people here 
let me do all the talking. They don’t have to know you speak our language or 
that you are an archeologist. To them, you’re just a rich American I am duping. 
Okay?”

“When you put it that way, it makes a lot more sense but do you really take 
advantage of tourists like that?” asked Sebastian, innocently.

“Everyone does. It’s a way of life here,” admitted Manolo. “You’ve been 
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here long enough to know that. Don’t play dumb with me, Señor Sebastian.” He 
emphasized Señor. As they walked on, Sebastian just smiled broadly. Yes, he 
knew how things worked here, and he knew that Manolo had his best interests at 
heart. They were much more than employer and employee. They had developed 
both a professional and personal affection for one another. More importantly, 
they trusted one another. And Manolo was simply protecting his friend. By act-
ing innocent and ignorant, Sebastian could effectively get away with a lot more 
and they might just need that advantage to pull off their theft of the Mexican 
antiquity they hoped to find. 

Coba was a very large site, more than 80 square miles, wedged between and 
beyond two shallow lakes, Lago Cobá and Lago Macancox. There were several 
other lakes within the known extent of the city, and possibly undiscovered ru-
ins beyond. Within an hour, they had visited and explored the Xbayé structure. 
There were no carvings that matched what they were looking for, on the interior 
or exterior walls of the building.  

Within half an hour, the two men stood before the remnants of the smaller 
round building. Just as Manolo had described it, It was in a shambles, all but 
collapsed. The surrounding forest had been cleared away but barely. Vines and 
creepers were already making their way back into the ruble lying around. The 
remnants of the building that were still standing looked as if they could come 
tumbling down at any moment and without much coaxing. They looked around. 
There was no one in sight. This part of the site was comparatively remote and 
set off from the main tourist routes. Even without the walls of the building, they 
were afforded a certain amount of privacy.

Sebastian first circled the old building, looking for the icon he had com-
mitted to memory. There were none. Together with Manolo, Sebastian worked 
his way into the interior of the building. With each step, the dirt and dust that 
constituted the floor of the structure rose as small clouds behind the men. The 
afternoon rains would settle the dust but for now, the floor was bone dry. Much 
of the structure’s interior now lay exposed to nature and the blazing rays of the 
sun. “Manolo, keep a watch while I search for the carving.”

In little more than a husky whisper, Manolo replied, “Si.” He stationed him-
self between the primary approach to the building and the trail that let to and 
away from the building. Sebastian began scouring the building’s walls for signs 
of the carving. He had completed his search with no success. As he accepted the 
fact that the icon was nowhere to be found on the existing walls of the build-
ing, and undoubtedly lay lost somewhere within the mound of debris that was 
everywhere around him, Sebastian working his way back to what was left of the 
building’s entrance. As he stepped over one of the small stone blocks that lit-
tered the building’s floor everywhere, his toe hit and slipped off another stone. 
Losing his balance, he fell forward. Face-first, he hit the dusty, dirt covered 
floor with a frightening thud. He tried instinctively to stop his fall by putting out 
his hands. They slipped in the dust and he fell completely stretched out, hands 
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and arms above his head. His cheek hit the floor and his chest gave way under 
the weight of his body, causing his lungs to collapse, expelling all his air, mak-
ing a frightfully loud ‘uuuh’ sound. For a moment he lay motionless on the floor. 
He was conscious but the fall had stunned him and it was difficult to breathe. 
Manolo came running to assist his friend to his feet. “Are you alright?” asked 
Manolo. Manolo bent down and stretched out his hand to help him up.

“Wait a minute. I need to catch my breath. I don’t think anything is broken. 
I just had the wind knocked out of me.” As he positioned his hands so he could 
push himself up and began to raise his head, he noticed that where his cheek 
had been resting, he had left a circle of sweat and through the moistened dust he 
could see the faint outline of a Mayan carving. He raised himself to his knees, 
steadied himself with his left hand, and brushed away the dust where his cheek 
had been. Soon, the carving he had been looking for began to emerge. Sebastian 
looked up at Manolo, who was wide-eyed. Had he not fallen, he would never 
have seen the carved stone in the middle of the doorway, and would have walked 
away completely empty handed. Of course, finding the carving did nothing to 
assuage his feeling of embarrassment at falling, nor did it make the abrasions on 
his knees feel any better but both feelings were soon replaced by pure, unadul-
terated excitement. There was the prize he had sought. 

Soon the two men were again consumed by the clandestine urgency of their 
mission. Manolo looked around. No one was in sight. Sebastian pulled a brush 
from his backpack and began to quickly remove as much of the dirt and dust as 
he could from around the carved stone. He wanted to find the edges of the stone. 
In between his furious brush strokes, he would look up and scan the surrounding 
area. Then he would return to his brushing. Finally he had revealed the stone’s 
dimensions. The stone was maybe a foot long and 6 to 8 inches wide. The joints 
between it and the surrounding stones were less than an eighth of an inch wide 
and filled with sand, dust, and dirt. 

“Do you think we dare try to remove it now?” asked Sebastian earnestly. Ap-
prehension was evident in his tone.

“There is no one around at present. We may not get another chance. Yes, let’s 
do it. I will keep watch.”

Without any further encouragement, Sebastian threw caution to the wind. 
He pulled his archeological picks from his backpack, which he had taken off 
following the fall. He began scratching away at the dust and dirt between the 
stones. The material was compressed but not consolidated like a form of mortar. 
It yielded to the picks. Soon, he could feel the bottom edge of the carved stone. 
“Manolo, do you happen to have a pair of brick pullers with you?”

Manolo gave a furtive look around and pulled is pack from his back. He 
looked up, scanned the surrounding area and felt inside his pack. His hand found 
its quarry – two foot-long tools that looked like elongated hay hooks, with small 
wooden handles. He took two steps toward Sebastian and handed them to him. 
“Thanks.” Then Manolo returned to his sentry’s position.
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Sebastian plunged one hook between the stones at the top and bottom of the 
carved piece he wanted to remove. Then he turned the handles a quarter turn, 
allowing the hooks to rotate under the carved stone. He began pulling, the stone 
began to move with each effort. Finally it was moving, first in small increments, 
which got bigger with each successive pull. Soon the carved stone was out, lay-
ing peacefully beside a small cavity in the floor. “I’ve got it out,” announced 
Sebastian.

“Do you see the key?” asked Manolo, without turning his head toward Se-
bastian. 

“No. Not yet. I’ll dig down deeper.” As quickly as he could Sebastian pulled 
handfuls of dirt from where the stone had rested. Soon, he felt another, smaller, 
square stone. He removed the soil from around the stone. It was a quartzite cube 
about six-inches by eight-inches. He pulled the stone from its resting place. It 
had small rectangular indentations around it. Sebastian knew he had what he 
had come for. It was time to get out with his treasure. He would worry about 
opening and examining the cube’s contents once he was safely home. For now, 
he needed to replace the soil in the hole and reset the carved cover stone. He 
worked feverishly, pushing all the soil he had removed back into the hole. He 
quickly leveled the bottom and reset the cover stone. Then he brushed dust and 
dirt from the floor area into the cracks between the stones, pounded the stone 
level with the surrounding floor with his fist, and kicked still more dust and dirt 
over the stone with his foot. He put all his tools back into his pack and wrapped 
the stone, containing the key, in a shirt he had brought with him, as a spare, and 
nestled it toward the bottom of his pack. “I’m ready. Are you?” asked Sebastian.

“The sooner we are away from here the better.” Manolo gave a quick look 
at where Sebastian had been working. “You’ve disguised everything very well. 
Let’s dust you off and get out of here.” The two men ambled along the well 
trodden paths, stopping now and then to look at the various excavation sites and 
the information boards describing what they were looking at. They did not want 
to seem to be in a hurry. After all, they were a guide and a tourist taking in the 
mysteries that were Coba.

After an hour they were approaching the entrance-exit checkpoint. Out of 
sight of the checkpoint, Manolo pulled Sebastian aside. “This is our last ob-
stacle to getting the key out. I want you to feign having a case of diarrhea. If 
Ricardo is still on duty, we should have less of a problem getting out.”

“Ricardo?”
“The security guard we met coming in, remember?”
“Oh. Yes.”
“When we get to him, make like you’re having an attack and you need to get 

to the, how do you say, retrete.”
“I think you mean lavatory,” offered Sebastian.
“Yes. That’s it. Lavatory. Don’t overdo it, just an urgent need. I’ll see if I 

can get him to just let you go without a search of our packs. Let me do all the 
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talking, understood?”
“Yes! I’m not stupid.”
“Being a little stupid this time will work in our favor. Okay. Let’s go.” Ri-

cardo was still on duty. He was just finishing up inspecting the packs of two 
other tourists.

Manolo greeted Ricardo. “¡Hola!”
“Hello. You’re leaving so soon? I need to check . . . .” Before he could finish 

his statement, Sebastian grabbed his stomach and moaned.
“It’s back. I need to get to the bathroom, now!” exclaimed Sebastian.
“What did he say? He looks in distress.”
“He’s had trouble with his stomach and diarrhea for a couple of days. We 

thought it was over. He must have gotten a bad taco, or something.” Manolo 
smiled with a chuckle, giving Ricardo a quick wink. “He says he needs a lava-
tory. I’ve seen this guy shit himself once already. Not a pretty sight. I’ll vouch 
for him. Can you let him get to the facilities before he does it again?”

“You know I’m not supposed to let anyone out with checking their packs.” 
Sebastian moaned more loudly and mumbled something, looking up at Ricardo 
with pleading eyes. “I don’t want to have to clean up this guy’s shit, tell him to 
go to the lavatory, I’ll check you out.”

“Mr. Kaiserling, go to the facilities over there.” Manolo pointed to the small 
buildings not far from the gate. Doubled over, Sebastian ran-walked to the re-
stroom facilities. 

“Thank you Ricardo. I won’t forget your cooperation. Have a good day.”
“Thanks. You take care as well. Good luck with the diarrhea. He had better 

be paying you well,” said Ricardo.
“Believe me, he is!”
Manolo walked over to the restrooms and found Sebastian. “Give me the 

stone and go back to Ricardo and have him check your backpack. I’ll meet 
you at the Jeep.” Sebastian, still slightly bent over, walked out of the restroom, 
walked over to Ricardo, and presented his pack.

Ricardo rummaged through the pack and sent Sebastian on his way. Sebas-
tian could hear the guard snicker as he walked away. ‘Who’s laughing now,’ 
thought Sebastian. 

Well out of sight of Ricardo and the entrance, in the parking lot, Sebastian 
congratulated Manolo on his resourcefulness. “We did it. We actually did it! 
Let’s get home. I can’t wait to see the key.”

“Con mucho gusto, with pleasure.” The two men climbed into the Jeep and 
began their journey home

All the way back to Sebastian’s house, neither of the occupants of the Jeep 
said much to one another. They were like winning athletes after the last game 
they would ever play. The pressure was off. There were no more challenges. 
They had accomplished what they had set out to do. Now what? It was not 
until they arrived at Sebastian’s house that they realized that they were both ex-
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hausted, maybe not physically but emotionally. The stress of their exploits had 
finally caught up with them. They had their prize. Now what?

All that was left to do was open the box that they both believed contained 
the missing piece of the tablet puzzle – the key. It was only at this point that 
Sebastian began to contemplate the possibility that the key might not be inside 
the container he and Manolo had purloined from Coba. What if the box was 
empty? ‘What if someone, long ago, had found the box and taken the key, then 
replaced the box for some future explorer to discover.’ A feeling of dread came 
over Sebastian. ‘All that work for nothing?’ No it couldn’t be, but Sebastian had 
to at least acknowledge the possibility that the key was long gone. Then what?

Manolo, even though he said nothing, was entertaining similar thoughts. Se-
bastian would be devastated if the key was gone. It was probably better to end 
the waiting and just get on with it. “Sebastian, let’s open the key box. Let’s not 
prolong it. We’re both probably preparing ourselves for the worst.” Sebastian 
nodded. Manolo went to his pack and retrieved the box. He set it on the work-
bench. Both men just stared at it for a moment, then Manolo pulled a screw-
driver from his pack. 

Sebastian was about to object to the use of the steel tool but the key box had 
no inscriptions of any kind on it. There was nothing to be gained or lost, un-
less there were inscriptions on the inside but there had been none in the tablet 
case. “Okay, pry away. I’m keeping my fingers crossed.” Manolo inserted the 
screwdriver into one of the four slots that were around the box. He twisted the 
screwdriver. The top half of the box moved almost imperceptibly. He moved the 
screwdriver to the slot opposite from the one he had just used. Again he twisted. 
He moved the tool to the adjacent slot and twisted. Then to the last indentation. 
The top moved upward. Manolo tried to pull the lid off the box. Surprisingly, it 
just lifted off. He removed the top and there, inside the bottom half of the box 
lay a silvery square of metal with single symbol engraved on it. “You do the 
honors, Sebastian. This is your baby,” said Manolo. He was grinning, almost as 
broadly as Sebastian. 

Sebastian, using one of his picks, slid the end between the metal and the 
stone enclosure, and lifted the metal piece from its resting place, enough so that 
he could pick it up with his fingers. He laid the chip, about the size of a mini CD 
jewel case, in the palm of his hand and just looked at it. The character inscribed 
on it looked exactly like all the rest of the characters on the tablet. He laid the 
chip into the cavity on the tablet. As soon as the chip had come to rest in the 
indent, it rose from its resting place, slowly turned 180°, and settled back into 
the tablet. Both men just stood looking at the tablet, mouths agape. “What the 
hell was that?” asked Sebastian. “Did you see that?!”

“I did. It did it all by itself. Did we both just have a shared hallucination?” 
asked Manolo. “Pick it up and put it back down again but this time reorient it. 
Let’s see if it comes to rest back where it is now.”

Sebastian, again using his pick, lifted the chip from where it rested, turned it 
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a quarter turn to the right, and set it back into the indentation on the tablet. As 
soon as it came to rest, the chip rose, slowly turned counterclockwise 90° and 
came to rest back on the tablet, just as it had the first time. They repeated the 
process three more times, and each time the chip returned to the same position. 
“I don’t know how it does it but the chip seems to want to be oriented only one 
way on the tablet. I’ve never seen anything like it, except when you put magnets 
with like poles together. They repulse one another. It seems to be a similar type 
of response, like the tablet and key are pre-programmed to fit together in only 
one way. But, the symbol is not orientated the same as the rest, I wonder why?”

“That question I will leave with you, Professor Kaiserling. I’ve seen enough 
for one day. I’m going home.” Manolo reached into his pack and withdrew the 
Poc Chuc, rice and tortillas. “Here is your dinner. We didn’t eat it for lunch and 
you should have something to eat. The Poc Chuc is very good. Enjoy. I will see 
you tomorrow. May I borrow the Jeep for the night?”

“By all means. And thank you for everything today, and the food. Thank 
Teresa for me, if you would. Have a good evening.”

Manolo climbed into the Jeep and was gone, leaving Sebastian with a num-
ber of riddles to solve, least of which was the self-aligning key.

After Manolo left, Sebastian sat almost motionless, staring at the tablet be-
fore him. He had no idea what the hieroglyphs on the tablet meant. He was no 
linguist, and he definitely was not a cryptographer. He would need professional 
assistance if he was to decipher the message on the tablet, and he could not pos-
sibly do it in Tulum. The only place he felt he could get the help he required was 
back home but he hated the idea of cutting his trip short. On the other hand, he 
had made a discovery that could easily represent a turning point in the under-
standing of the Maya and their culture, as well as his career. Before he returned 
home, however, there were some loose ends he needed to tie up.

He needed to turn the tablet case over to the Mexican antiquities people. He 
would keep the tablet and take it home with him. However, that would represent 
a violation of Mexican law, a breach of trust between the Mexican government 
and himself, and a definite violation of academic ethics. But, if he turned the 
case over the government, almost anyone familiar with early Mayan could de-
cipher the message on the bottom of the case, just as he had. They would know 
that there was, or had been, a tablet inside the case. Obviously, they would want 
to know where it was. He couldn’t chance a full-scale investigation.

How could he avoid turning the case over to the government? Eventually he 
would need to produce it to validate his discovery. The answer was so simple. 
He could rebury it where he, or Manolo, had first discovered it. But, what if 
someone else were to discover the case? It would be their responsibility to ex-
plain where the tablet was, not his. Somehow, however, that seemed horribly 
unfair to whoever found the case but, then, again, it would not be his problem. 
He was finding it so much easier to justify the use of situational ethics, once he 
had started. 
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Finally, he decided to rebury the case, maybe a little deeper than before and 
he could camouflage the site just a little, so it didn’t attract attention. In a few 
weeks, all the undergrowth that he, Manolo, and the Jeep had trampled would 
have recovered and no one would be the wiser. Tomorrow, he would talk to 
Manolo about what he wanted to do. Now, he would dine on Teresa’s Poc Chuc.

The Poc Chuc was delightful, even after it had been transported around the 
countryside and went unattended all day. He would have to personally thank her 
for sharing it with him.

Now, he would have to write a note to Mara and attach photos of the tablet, 
with the key in place. He was not sure she would approve of his decisions re-
garding the tablet. It would probably be best if he didn’t tell her he was bringing 
it home with him. His decisions were at best dubious and, at worst, illegal. For 
now, he could live with them. Eventually, he knew, he would have to turn ev-
erything over to the Mexican government but not before he had exhausted their 
academic value to him. 

He photographed the tablet and the key box, downloaded the photographs to 
his laptop, and began his note to Mara:

Dear Mara,

In my last note to you, I described the tablet I found inside the stone case. 
The tablet had a missing piece, a key. Based on my interpretation of the writ-
ing on the bottom of the case, Manolo and I were able to find the missing key 
in Coba, not far from Tulum.

The key and tablet have some peculiar properties when they are joined. I 
will elaborate on these peculiarities when I get home.

Even with the key, I am unable to translate or decipher what is written on 
the tablet. I will need professional linguistic and possibly cryptographic help.

I have decided to leave for home at the end of the week. The work I need 
to do cannot be accomplished here. As soon as I take care of the tablet case, I 
can make arrangements to come home.

I will let you know what my itinerary for my trip home is as soon as I final-
ize it.

I am attaching some photos I took of the tablet with the key in place. Please 
print and store the prints away for me, along with the other photos I sent 
previously.

   Sebastian.
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Chapter 4

Tulum, 7:00 a.m., July 7th

Sebastian had just finished his first cup of coffee as Manolo arrived, parking 
outside the work area behind the house. Sebastian went to the screen door to 
greet him, a freshly poured cup of coffee in each hand. As Manolo approached, 
Sebastian pushed the door open with his elbow and offered him a cup. “Here. 
Have an eye opener.”

As Manolo entered the work area, “Gracias. Jefe, I have been thinking. In 
fact, I could not sleep. My mind just wouldn’t let me sleep.”

“You too? What kept you up?” asked Sebastian. It was not like Manolo. 
For Sebastian, Manolo was one of those rare souls who did not allow things to 
bother him, and to keep him from sleeping was . . . . 

Manolo’s words broke Sebastian’s train of thought regarding his friend. “I 
have been thinking about the stone, the tablet, and the key. What we did yester-
day somehow bothers me.” Manolo paused; Sebastian could see he was trying 
to choose his words carefully.

“Go on. If it’s any consolation, I had difficulty sleeping last night as well.”
Sebastian’s comment seemed to lessen the tension Manolo was exhibiting. 

“I am uncomfortable. I have worked with you for; I don’t know how many 
years. Almost every summer for the last, what, ten years?” He did not wait for 
a response. “Never before have we done anything I have regretted. That was 
until yesterday. Digging up the stone case did not bother me. Opening it did not 
bother me. Removing the tablet from the stone did not bother me but digging up 
the key, from the ruins at Coba, somehow bothers me.”

“Why does the digging up of the key bother you and not the stone case?”
“We found the case in the forest. It belonged to the forest. The key was in a 

historical site. It was supposed to be protected by both the government and by 
us. That is what you and I do – we protect historical treasures. We collect for 
the sake of knowledge of my ancestors. We are no better than those who steal 
the historical objects of my ancestors and sell them. This is what bothers me.”
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“I understand and I agree with you.” This statement came as a shock to 
Manolo.

“Really? What can we do to correct this problem?” asked Manolo.
“As I said before, I had difficulty sleeping as well. I have been thinking along 

the same lines as you.” He knew he was bending the truth but, of course, that 
is what yesterday’s events were all about, bending the truth, his ethics, and the 
law. Sebastian had to admit to himself that even though they were successful in 
their hunt, he regretted some of his actions. 

“What we did yesterday was wrong. Nevertheless, it was the right thing to 
do.” Manolo’s expression changed immediately, from satisfaction at hearing 
Sebastian’s words, to disappointment. Sebastian noticed the change and knew 
what had caused it. “Let me explain. It was wrong to steal the key, and that is 
exactly what we did. We stole the key. We violated the trust your government 
has extended to me. And we violated the Coba site by not following proper 
excavation protocol. All that was wrong. Even so, it was the right thing to do, 
under the circumstances.” Manolo was about to object. Sebastian put up his 
hand, “Let me finish first. If we had waited and filed our request to excavate, it 
could be a year or more before we received the approval to go ahead, if we got 
it at all. My application to excavate at the ruins of the round temple could have 
pricked the interest of the government officials. Don’t you think they would ask 
themselves, what was so interesting that I wanted to excavate the temple, when 
there are so many other locations that are considered to be more important? Do 
you see where I’m going with this?”

“You mean if we had asked to work on the ruins of the round temple, they 
might suspect something important was to be found there?” asked Manolo.

“Exactly! And, they would not have permitted us to do the excavation. They 
might have assigned one of their own teams, instead. Or, they would have asked 
why we wanted to excavate an already crumbling building, and we would have 
to divulge our findings. Do you honestly believe they would let a foreigner 
make a discovery of the century and not one of their own?” Sebastian realized 
just how politically incorrect his statement had been. And, he had to admit to 
himself that is exactly what he felt, unfortunately. “The authorities would want 
to know what we were looking for and what evidence we had that indicated we 
needed to look in the temple. As soon as we mentioned the stone case and the 
tablet, they would confiscate everything and take over. We both would be out in 
the cold. I will admit, this find is important to me and it will be important to you 
as well. In the end, we will all benefit – you, me, archeology, your government, 
and your people -- but in the short term, we need to keep our find a secret.”

“What do you propose we do to make everything right for everyone?” There 
was skepticism in Manolo’s voice.

“Let me preface my proposal with this. If you do not agree to what I am 
about to suggest, I will go along with whatever you suggest.” Sebastian knew 
he was taking a calculated risk but, at the same time, he felt he knew Manolo 
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well enough to anticipate what he would decide. “First, we can either turn the 
stone case over to your government or rebury it right where we found it. Sec-
ond, I will take the tablet and the key back to Madison with me for evaluation 
and deciphering or decryption. Third, any publications that come from our find 
will bear your name. Finally, I will return the tablet and key to your government 
for safekeeping and display purposes after we have finished our evaluation and 
analyses. What do you think?”

“Do you think it wise to turn it over to the government? Won’t they discover 
the same inscription that lead us to the key, and when they follow the directions, 
they will find the key gone, along with the tablet? And, how do we explain the 
missing tablet and key?” asked Manolo.

“You’re absolutely right. Sooner or later, they would find the inscription, and 
just as you said, there would be a lot of questions.” Although Sebastian did not 
feel fully comfortable about what he was doing, Manolo had taken the bait. He 
was thinking along the lines that Sebastian had hoped he would. He would let 
Manolo ‘connect the dots’ that would lead him to the conclusion he hoped for – 
they would rebury the case, at least for the time being.

“How would you get the tablet back to the States? It’s a national treasure. 
The customs people will know that it is an antiquity.” said Manolo.

“I don’t think so. First, it is written in a non-Mayan script. They would have 
no grounds upon which to evaluate it as anything other than a piece of modern 
art. Second, the metal shows no signs of age. It looks brand new. They would 
have no reason to think that it is a priceless, centuries old artifact. They will 
think that it is simply something I bought as a decoration for my home. I can 
say it is a present for my wife that I picked up in a shop in Tulum. I could even 
get a receipt from one of the curio shop owners indicating I had purchased it.”

“You seem to have given this a lot of thought. I agree with what you have 
proposed, and I think we should rebury the case. Where should we bury it?” 
asked Manolo.

“I think for simplicity’s sake, we should rebury it right where we found it but 
we should make sure that no one will readily find it. We can go back, sometime 
in the future, rediscover it, and put everything back together, just like it was 
when we found it. Can you live with that?” inquired Sebastian.

“Yes, assuming everything goes as you have outlined it. But, what if you get 
caught smuggling the tablet into the States? What then?”

“I will take full responsibility for my actions. No one need ever know about 
your involvement. I think that is only fair. No need for both of us to take the fall. 
Is that acceptable to you?

“Si.”
“Then, this afternoon we will return the case to its original resting place. Can 

you come back some time after noon and we will return to the forest? In the 
meantime, I will make arrangements for a flight home,” said Sebastian.

“But, what about your Jeep?”
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“When I leave, you can drive me to the airport. The Jeep will be yours. I will 
arrange for the transfer of ownership, putting it in your name. Consider it my 
way of saying thank you.”

“That is too much to ask. Thank you. Thank you. No one has ever done 
anything like this for me. Thank you. I will be back after lunch. Teresa will be 
so surprised.” Manolo climbed into the Jeep with a new sense of pride. He now 
owned his first ever vehicle. Although he knew how to drive, this was the first 
vehicle he had ever actually owned. All the way home he felt like the most im-
portant person in all of Tulum.

Sebastian called the local travel agency, and made arrangements for his flight 
home. Once he had his itinerary, he dashed off a quick email note to Mara. 

Dearest Mara,

I am leaving Cancun on Friday on Northwest flight 2395 at 1:40 p.m., ar-
riving in Memphis at 4:27 p.m. I will layover in Memphis for a few hours.

I’m taking Northwest flight 3698 departing Memphis at 7:00 p.m. and will 
arrive in Madison at 8:40 p.m.

Could you pick me up at the airport? If you can’t pick me up, write back 
and I will take a cab home. 

Thanks,
    Sebastian.

He called the motor vehicles department and asked how he could transfer his 
Jeep into Manolo’s name. He would pay all the transfer costs. The agent gave 
him all the information he required; he could stop by the motor vehicles depart-
ment and fill out the required transfer documents at any time.

Finally, he called the real estate office that had arranged for the rental of the 
house. He informed them that he would be vacating the house two weeks early 
and he did not expect any refunds. The leasing agent could come any time to-
morrow, after 3:00 p.m., to inspect for damage. That should give him enough 
time to rebury the stone case back in the forest and be home in time for the 
meeting with the rental agent. He would drop off the keys before he left for the 
airport on Friday.

Meanwhile, Manolo had driven home to give Teresa the good news – they 
would soon own Señor Sebastian’s Jeep. When he told her, she could not be-
lieve their good fortune. “But why is he giving you such an expensive vehicle?” 
asked Teresa. “Is he not going to pay you for your time?” She was genuinely 
concerned. They needed the money.

“No. The Jeep is a bonus,” although he was not quite sure his statement was 
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entirely correct. ‘What if he means for the Jeep to be in lieu of pay.’ He would 
have to make sure that the Jeep was not his pay. He would have to sell the Jeep 
to have money to live on. It would bring a good price but it would not replace the 
prestige of owning such a vehicle. Manolo began to worry. He would clear up 
any misunderstandings tomorrow when they buried the stone. “Teresa, would 
you like to go to the cantina tonight for dinner to celebrate our good fortune?”

“¡Sí, eso sería grandioso! [Yes, that would be great.]”
‘Life is good,’ thought Manolo.

•

Manolo arrived at Sebastian’s house, as he did most mornings when he was 
working. Sebastian was up and had prepared the coffee. Not waiting for Sebas-
tian to open the work area door, he walked into the work room.  In his mind, 
his relationship with Sebastian had somehow changed from employer and em-
ployee. They were now colleagues, or maybe more correctly, co-conspirators. 
Either way, their relationship had changed as a function of their agreement that 
the stone should be reburied. 

Sebastian offered Manolo his cup of coffee. “Once we finish our coffees, I 
think we should put the lid back on the case, or should we get the case loaded 
into the back of your Jeep before we reassemble it?” Manolo liked the sound of 
‘your Jeep.’

“It will make it much easier to load the stone if we move it in two pieces. We 
can reassemble it when we get it back into the forest.  I brought a rubber mallet 
so we can tap the lid back into place, without harming the stone,” said Manolo.

“Excellent thinking.”
After sipping their coffees, they were ready to tackle the challenge before 

them. They carried the bottom of the case to the Jeep and settled it on the rear 
deck of the vehicle. Then they moved the lid, placing it on the bottom section. 
As Sebastian collected his backpack, Manolo covered the stone case with a 
ubiquitous blue plastic tarp that he had brought from home. Once Sebastian 
emerged from the house, he climbed into the Jeep and they were on their way to 
the forest for the last time.

Within less than half an hour, Manolo was pushing through the underbrush 
along the side of the logging road. Once past the thickest part of the understory 
of the forest, they simply followed the trail they had blazed only a few days 
before with the Jeep, and arrived at the acacia tree.  Within another half hour, 
Sebastian placed the key box inside the stone case, they replaced the lid, and 
Manolo tapped the lid back into place. Together they wrapped the case securely 
with a makeshift rope harness, and Manolo backed the Jeep up to the hole they 
had dug earlier. The structure Manolo had built to raise the stone was now used 
to lower it back into its recess in the musky scented earth. Together, the two 
men took turns shoveling the dirt back around and over the case. Manolo disas-
sembled the lifting beam and bipod and threw them into the forest’s underbrush, 
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along with the pieces of tree root that they had cut away during their excavation. 
He then compacted the soil around the stone, tamped the soil on top of it and 
spread forest litter all around to further camouflage their work site. When they 
were ready to depart, except for some small, stray piles of dirt, the forest floor 
beneath the branches of the acacia looked virtually undisturbed. In a few weeks, 
even the path the Jeep had taken into the forest would disappear. They had done 
their job well. Both men were satisfied as they returned to Sebastian’s house.

As Manolo drove up to the work area entrance to the house, Sebastian said, 
“I have several errands to run before the leasing agent is scheduled to come to 
inspect the house. I need to go to the motor vehicles department to arrange for 
the transfer of the Jeep into your name.” All Manolo could do was smile. “We 
need to find someone to write out a receipt for the tablet, and I need some paper 
to wrap the tablet in. I will carry it with me on the plane.”

“I know just the person who can prepare the receipt. It may cost us a few 
pesos but there will be no questions,” said Manolo. 

“Before we go anywhere, I need to clean up. Do you want to go home and 
clean up as well?”

“That is a very good idea. I will be back within the hour to pick you up.” 
Sebastian stepped down from the Jeep and began walking toward the house, as 
Manolo turned the Jeep around and made his way home.

When Manolo returned, Sebastian felt and looked fresh and presentable.  
“Where do we want to go first?” asked Manolo. 

“Let’s take care of the Jeep business first. It will probably take the most time. 
What time is it?” He looked at his watch – 11:15. More than enough time to 
take care of his two errands before the agent was scheduled to arrive but then, 
schedules were not always well kept in Tulum. After 3 o’clock could be any 
time before bedtime.

At the motor vehicles office, the paperwork was surprisingly simple. All Se-
bastian had to do was prove ownership and together with titling the vehicle in 
the state of Quintana Roo, Manolo was named the vehicle’s new owner. He had 
seven days in which to secure motor vehicle insurance. In the meantime, Sebas-
tian’s insurance would remain in effect. The proper signatures and stamps were 
applied and, within half-an-hour, Manolo was the proud owner of Sebastian’s 
Jeep. Sebastian paid all the service fees, as well as for the new license, which 
Manolo affixed to the vehicle as soon as they left the offices of the Department 
of Motor Vehicles. He couldn’t have been more proud. Sebastian was mildly 
amused by Manolo’s newfound pride in self. As they drove to the shop of Juan 
de la Vega, Manolo smiled and gave everyone a restrained wave as they passed. 

At Juan’s small shop, Manolo simply said they would need a receipt for 
customs purposes. Juan’s only question was ‘¿Para cuánto?’ [for how much?]. 

“Let’s make it a reasonable amount, say, 800 pesos. No, make it for 2500. 
That will cause less suspicion. I would rather pay import duty than call attention 
to the piece.” 
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“Si se me permite el atrevimiento, ¿cómo debo describir la pieza? [If I may 
be so bold, how should I describe the piece?]” asked Juan. 

“Llámele justo un tallado metálico decorativo [Just call it a decorative metal 
carving.].”

“Muy bien,” replied Juan. He finished making out the receipt.
“How much should I pay him?” asked Sebastian.
“Give him 100 pesos for his time and effort. That will be more than enough,” 

said Manolo. Sebastian handed the old man the money. He bowed and walked 
toward the back of his shop without a word. Their business had been concluded.

“Where to now, Señor Sebastian?” inquired Manolo.
“I don’t have anything else I need to do but clean up the house and pack my 

bags. Can you drop me off at home?” Sebastian glanced at his watch again.
“Si. What time is your flight tomorrow?”
“1:40 but I would like to be at the airport at least 2 to 3 hours before then. 

Can you pick me up tomorrow morning at, say, 10? That should give us enough 
time to get to the airport and for me to go through immigration and customs,” 
said Sebastian.

“I agree. I will be here promptly at 10. ¡Hasta mañana!” As Sebastian 
stepped from the Jeep, Manolo put his hand to the brim of his hat and nodded 
ever so slightly – a gentleman’s farewell to a friend. Sebastian noticed that 
Manolo seemed much taller in the Jeep as he drove away.

Until the real estate agent arrived, at 6:00, Sebastian was busy cleaning up 
the house and packing away what he planned to take with him, most important 
of which was the tablet that he carefully wrapped in the cheap paper he had ob-
tained from Juan and bound it with string. The key he packed separately in his 
attaché case, wrapped with similar paper and string. 

The inspection went as he had anticipated and Sebastian signed the hold 
harmless release. By 8:00 he was alone with his thoughts about tomorrow’s trip. 
He had to do one more thing before he could pack his laptop away. He needed 
to check for a reply from Mara.

There was a note from Mara waiting for him:

Dear Sebastian,

It will be no problem picking you up at the airport tomorrow night. I will 
see you then. I will meet you out front at the arrivals entrance.

   Mara.

Everything was set for tomorrow. Once he had packed his laptop in its case, 
Sebastian realized just how tired he was. The stress and strain of the last few 
days had finally caught up to him. He made his way to his bed and lay down, 
and before he knew it, he was sound asleep.
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Cancun International Airport, 11:45 a. m.

It was somewhat later than Sebastian had planned for, when they arrived at 
the departures entrance. Manolo pulled under the large overhang that extended 
from the building and served as protection from the rain that had begun to fall. 
Even as they pulled in, a security officer began to move toward the Jeep, mo-
tioning for them to move on. Manolo yelled to the officer, “Un minuto por favor. 
Acabo de dejo caer de mi amigo [One minute please. I am just dropping off my 
friend].” The officer slowed his approach toward the Jeep and began looking at 
other vehicles that were squeezing into the available spaces. “Señor Sebastian, 
I hate to bring this up now but . . . ”

Sebastian had already reached into the inside breast pocket of his jacket and 
was pulling out an envelope, marked Manolo. He began to hand it to Manolo 
even before Manolo could finish his sentence. “Here. This is for you. It is a little 
more than I owe you but I hope it will help.”

Manolo opened the envelope and inside was a check for 1,000 US dollars, 
made out to him. He could not believe his good fortune. He had more than 
12,000 pesos in cash plus the Jeep. “Oh. Gracias!”

“That is quite all right. You have more than earned it. I will write you and 
keep you informed about the progress on the tablet. And I will send you copies 
of anything that is published. Your name will appear prominently in the credits. 
I had better go before the officer returns. Give Teresa a hug for me and please 
stop by the house, take all the food that is there, and would you drop off the 
keys at the real estate office for me? I would be very appreciative.” He handed 
the keys to Manolo. Then he stepped from the Jeep, shook Manolo’s hand, and 
pulled his bags from the rear of the Jeep. As he strode toward the departures en-
trance, he looked back. Manolo looked sad. Manolo knew that his friend would 
be gone for a long time and it also meant he would have to find another gringo 
to work for. He sincerely liked Sebastian but, after all, business was business.

Inside the airport, Sebastian found the US Airways counter, picked up his 
prepaid tickets, and checked his luggage. Then he headed for the Mexican and 
U.S. Customs and Border Protection counters. He thought, ‘The queues are 
amazingly short.’ He had timed his arrival perfectly. He showed all the agents 
his border crossing documents and passport. When asked if he had anything 
to declare, he indicated he had purchased an art piece in Tulum, which he was 
taking home to his wife. He handed the officer the receipt for the tablet. “How 
long have you been in Mexico?” Sebastian replied a little less than two weeks. 
“May I see the piece?” asked the CBP officer. Sebastian pulled the paper bound 
tablet from under his arm and began to unwrap it. Little more than a corner of 
the tablet was visible, when the officer instructed him to rewrap it. He could 
see that was shiny and new, and probably wasn’t even worth the 2,500 pesos 
Sebastian had paid for it. ‘It looks like pot metal,’ thought the officer. “Did you 
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purchase anything else?” Sebastian shook his head, no. “You can go.” He mo-
tioned Sebastian on. As he was about to leave, the officer said, “Let the people 
at x-ray know that you are carrying a piece of metal, otherwise they will overre-
act. Have a good flight.” He turned to the next traveler. “Do you have anything 
to declare . . .”

After landing in Madison, Sebastian made his way to the luggage carousel 
and waited for his luggage. Within minutes the carousel began to move and 
soon he spotted his bag coming through the opening from the baggage room. 
He slung his carry-on bag, containing his laptop, over his left shoulder, arranged 
the tablet comfortably in his left hand, picked up his bag with his right hand, and 
walked toward the exit doors. There outside, parked at the curb was Mara. She 
waved. He gave her a heads up acknowledgement, opened the back door, and 
pushed his bag onto the back seat of their Volvo Cross Country sports wagon. 
He slid into the passenger’s seat, leaned over, and kissed Mara gently. “How 
was your trip? Did you have any problems getting through customs with your 
prize?” She gave him a furtive smile. She knew very well that her husband had 
become a smuggler of Mexican antiquities.

“No. No problems whatsoever. They never suspected a thing. I have to ad-
mit, I am very happy to be home, and that whole ordeal is behind me.”

“How are Manolo and Teresa?”
“They’re both fine.” The rest of the trip home was made in silence. They had 

their obligatory pleasantries out of the way. They could both now begin think-
ing about their individual projects. She had her next chapter to think about and 
Sebastian had to think who could best help him analyze the tablet that rested 
safely in the foot space behind the his seat. Sebastian thought, ‘She didn’t even 
ask about the tablet. She knows how important it is to me. Unbelievable.’
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Chapter 5

Anthropology Department, Madison, July 10th

Sebastian had risen before Mara. She did her best work after midnight, so 
she typically slept in. Due to her self-imposed work schedule, and the schedule 
the academic year imposed on Sebastian, they had separate bedrooms. Con-
sequently, they seldom saw one another before Sebastian returned home from 
classes. Today was no different.

Sebastian needed to get to work on the tablet that he had smuggled home. 
Who to call first? He had to prioritize the analysis process. He began scribbling 
down a plan of action:

1. Determine origin of the writing on the tablet.
2. Translate tablet.
3. Analyze tablet material.
4. Complete the translations of the inscriptions on the case.
5. Establish timeline for case and tablet.
6. Determine cultural implications of tablet with regard to Mayan civiliza-

tion, if any. 

The first thing he could do was contact someone familiar with ancient Mid-
dle Eastern civilizations and cuneiform writing. He knew that the alphabet used 
was similar to Middle Eastern cuneiform but it did not match any of the forms he 
was personally familiar with – Sumerian, Phoenician, or early Hebraic scripts, 
possibly the script of the Indus Valley civilization, or other Ugaritic scripts. He 
could not read these scripts but he at least had seen examples of them. He had to 
think, who did he know? Mike Heiser was the first name that came to him. He 
had been a Middle Eastern ancient languages major and PhD candidate. Mike 
had taken a class with Sebastian a couple of years earlier. If Mike could not help 
him, he might at least put him onto someone who could. Sebastian called the 
Department of Hebrew and Semitic Studies. “This is Dr. Kaiserling in the An-
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thropology Department. I am trying to track down a PhD candidate by the name 
of Michael Heiser. Do you have a number for him? No. When did he graduate? 
Okay. Do you have any idea where he is now? Western Washington University. 
Thank you for your help.”

Sebastian Googled Western Washington University and the name Michael 
Heiser. Heiser was in the History Department. He found his office number. 
‘What time is it in Washington, now? Three hours difference. That would make 
it . . . he had to look at his watch . . . 5:35 a.m. Too early to call. I’ll call later. 
What can I do now? I can contact someone in chemistry or metallurgy.’ He 
found the campus phone book at the bottom of his ‘phone book drawer.’ He’d 
try the Department of Metallurgical Engineering first.

“This is Dr. Kaiserling in the Anthro Department. I need to talk to someone 
who can analyze a piece of metal for me. Thank you.”

“Professor Waterhouse, this is Sebastian Kaiserling in the Anthro Depart-
ment. I discovered a piece of metal recently and I need to have it analyzed. Sure, 
I can come over anytime. It will take me half-an-hour to get there. I’ll see you 
then. And thanks.”

By 10:45, Sebastian was knocking on Waterhouse’s office door. “Come on 
in.” Sebastian entered and Peter Waterhouse, stepped from behind his desk, and 
stuck out a meaty hand. The two men shook hands and Peter asked Sebastian to 
have a seat. “Now, what can I do for you?”

“I discovered a metal tablet while in Mexico recently. Based on the material I 
found around it, the tablet should be several centuries old. I do not know where 
it came from or what it is made of. I was hoping you could help me answer both 
questions.”

“Let me have a look.” Sebastian unwrapped both the tablet and the key, lay-
ing the tablet on the desk in front of Waterhouse. “Hmmm. From the looks of 
it, it doesn’t show any real signs of age.” He picked up the tablet. “Seems fairly 
light, kind of like pot metal or aluminum.”

“I tried to scratch it with a pick, something like a dental pick, and all I got 
for my efforts was a hole in my leg. The pick didn’t leave any kind of mark in 
the metal,” said Sebastian.

“Really! If it was pot metal or aluminum, it would have scratched.”
“There is one more thing. Watch this.” Sebastian placed the key piece in the 

indentation on the tablet. When he released the key it lifted, turned itself 90° and 
settled back into its niche.

“What the hell?! I’ve never seen anything like that! How’d you do that?”
“It’s not me or anything I’ve done. Whenever I put the smaller piece into the 

niche on the tablet, and it is misaligned, it will reorient itself to the same posi-
tion you see it now. You try it,” said Sebastian. Peter picked up the key piece, 
turned it 180° and placed it back into the indentation. As soon as his hand lifted 
off the key, it rose, turned 180° and settle back into place, just as it had before. 
“And it always turns counterclockwise.”
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“Son of a bitch!  Let’s get this to my lab pronto. Come with me.” Even before 
the words were out of his mouth, Peter had picked up the key, the tablet, and 
was circling his desk, and on his way out the door, with Sebastian on his heels. 
“This way.” Peter was almost running down the corridor on the way to his lab. 
In one fluid motion, Peter unlocked the door, turned on the overhead lights, 
and headed for his workbench. “Let’s do some preliminary tests on the key to 
determine its hardness, then we can begin to analyze its composition. I am re-
ally, really interested in why or how the key reoriented itself.” Peter pulled a 
machine from a shelf below the bench, saying: “This is a Wilson Rockwell 3TT 
bb Twin Hardness Tester with a Zwick/Roell Indentec digital readout.” It was 
all Greek to Sebastian.

Waterhouse placed a corner of the key in the device, brought the anvil down, 
making contact with the key, and pushed start on the touch screen. The Rock-
well hardness scale indicator began to increase. When it reached 150, the ma-
chine shut down. Peter pulled the key from the machine and inspected it. He 
turned to Sebastian. “I can’t believe it. According to the tester, the metal is 
harder than diamond. The machine shuts itself down before the diamond tip 
sustains damage, and that is exactly what it did. We need to repeat the test, just 
in case there was a malfunction.” He repeated the test several more times, with 
the same result. The tester shut down each time, as soon as a hardness of 150 
was displayed. “Okay. So we know that it is harder than diamond. Now let’s 
check its specific gravity.” 

Peter moved to another section of the work bench. He pulled out an elec-
tronic scale, a beaker, and some distilled water. First, he weighed the key on the 
scale. Then he filled the beaker with water, and noted the weight on the scale’s 
electronic readout. He suspended the key from a thin wire, and submerged it 
in the water, without allowing it to touch the sides or bottom of the beaker. He 
recorded the change in weight. After a few calculations, he announced, “This 
metal is lighter than aluminum by as much as 15%.”

“So, what are you trying to tell me?” asked Sebastian.
“In a nutshell, I’ve never seen anything like it for harness and weight. You 

told me that this piece is several centuries old, well, that’s impossible. I will 
check my reference books but I don’t believe this metal exists, or it should not 
exist. Let’s go back to my office for a minute.” The two men walked slowly 
back to Peter’s office. Both were in deep thought as they went. Once in his of-
fice, Peter began shuffling through his many reference books. Finally, he said, 
“It doesn’t seem to exist. The combination of weight and hardness is impos-
sible, at least according to my texts. Okay, where did it really come from and I 
want the truth this time!?”

“I’m telling you the God’s honest truth. I found it buried among artifacts that 
will probably date back to 1000 to 1200 BC. I will know more after I have had 
a chance to unlock the hieroglyphs on the tablet. Do you have any idea what 
makes the key reorient itself?” asked Sebastian.
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“Excuse my French but I have no fucking idea how it works. If I were a 
betting man, I would say that somehow, whoever made the metal was able to 
polarize the two pieces, so that they always oriented the key piece properly. It’s 
beyond me. This is amazing stuff; would you mind if I analyzed it a bit more? 
I’d like to test it to determine its other qualities, like tensile strength, melting 
point, malleability, etc. This could become the next generation metal for the 
aerospace industry. It could make anyone involved filthy rich. Would you be 
interested in exploring the possibilities?” asked Peter.

“Of course I’m interested but I can’t hand it over to anyone until I know 
more. Could your tests be done non-destructively?”

“My tests would require some damage to the tablet. Without more informa-
tion on the various characteristics of the metal, I can’t tell you where it did come 
from but I sure as hell can tell you, it didn’t come from here,” said Peter.

“You mean it came from space? Extraterrestrial?”
“I can’t tell you it came from space but I can tell you that, if anyone in the 

U.S. developed it, or any other major industrial country, I would have heard 
about it. Unless, it was developed in Russia or China. If the military is involved, 
I should be able to get a line on it. So, I guess I have to leave it to you to draw 
your own conclusions. I will check around to see if anyone knows anything 
about it, and I’ll get back to you. Okay?” asked Peter.

“I am not prepared to begin believing in little green men, at least right now. 
Even so, I do want to keep an open mind. Right now, a source from space is not 
my preferred explanation. So, yes, please check around.” Sebastian picked up 
the tablet and Peter handed him the key piece, both of which he rewrapped for 
both the sake of secrecy and protection, although it did not seem that the metal 
needed much protection.

Sebastian was discouraged. He had hoped to have some answers but all he 
was coming away with were more questions and, he had to admit, he didn’t like 
some of what he had learned. Nonetheless, knowing about the metal’s basic 
qualities was a step in the right direction. He knew:

• The metal was corrosion resistant.
• It was harder than diamond.
• It was lighter than aluminum.
• It was not currently known to be manufactured on Earth.
• It was self-aligning or somehow polarized.

He hated Peter’s oblique insinuation that it could be of extraterrestrial origin. 
His only argument against it being extraterrestrial was that it was associated 
with centuries old archeological material. There had to be a ‘logical’ explana-
tion. The only difficulty was finding it. Next stop, the chemistry department. 

Sebastian walked from the Metallurgical Engineering Department to the 
Chemistry Department. Although it was only a little over a half a mile away, it 
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seemed a lot farther when you walked. He made his way to the departmental 
office and introduced himself to the receptionist, “My name is Sebastian Kai-
serling. I’m in the Anthro Department. I need to speak with someone who can 
do some metallurgical analysis for me, regarding a project I am working on. Is 
there anyone available?”

The receptionist, Alisha Smithson, made a call. “Dr. Stoops, I have a gentle-
man from the Anthro Department here in the office. He needs someone to do 
some metallurgical analyses. It has something to do with a project he is working 
on. Who would you recommend? Okay. I’ll check to see if he’s in. Thank you.” 
She pushed another line button and dialed. “Dr. Singh, this is Alisha. I have a 
Dr. Kaiserling here in the office. Dr. Stoops suggested I send him to you. He 
needs some metallurgical analysis work done. Very well. I’ll send him right 
down.” She hung up and turned to Sebastian, “Dr. Kaiserling, Dr. Singh’s office 
is just down the hall to your left, office number 313. He is expecting you.”

“Thank you.” Sebastian followed her directions and found the office. He 
knocked on the door. A moment later, a tall, dark-skinned man, wearing an al-
most startlingly blue turban and a full beard, opened the door. 

In a thinckly accented voice, Dr. Singh greeted Sebastian. “My name is 
Raghbir Singh, how can I assist you? Alisha says you require some metallurgi-
cal analyses performed. Come in. Come in. Here have a seat.” Raghbir showed 
Sebastian to a chair situated beside his desk, which was covered with papers, 
journals, and books. He moved some of the material away from the side of the 
desk adjacent to the chair. “There, that should make it more comfortable for 
you. So, how can I help you?”

“On a field trip to Mexico earlier this month, I discovered what I believe to 
be an old metallic tablet. I have been to Metallurgical Engineering and showed 
it to Professor Waterhouse. He performed several tests. Apparently, it is harder 
than diamond and lighter than aluminum. And from all indications, it is corro-
sion resistant, and Waterhouse says it is like no metal alloy he has ever seen 
before.”

“Do you have the piece with you?”
“Yes. Here it is.” Sebastian, again, unwrapped the tablet and handed it to Dr. 

Singh. Meanwhile, Sebastian unwrapped the key.
Dr. Singh turned the piece over, examining it from every side. “It is defi-

nitely unique.”
“There’s more. Lay the tablet flat on the desk.” Dr. Singh did as instructed. 

“Now, watch this.” Sebastian placed the key piece in its niche and removed his 
hand. Immediately, the piece rose from the indentation, rotated counterclock-
wise in mid-air, and settled itself back into its niche. 

Dr. Singh’s jaw dropped. “How did you do that?”
“I didn’t. Every time the key piece is incorrectly placed into the niche, it 

automatically reorients itself. I have nothing to do with it. I would like to have 
the metal analyzed in hopes of determining its composition and try to determine 
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where it came from. Could you be of assistance?”
“I would be very interested in testing it.”
“Can the testing be done non-destructively? I can’t have the piece damaged. 

It belongs to the Mexican government. At present, I am its guardian and nothing 
I do should result in damage to the piece. Do you understand?” asked Sebastian.

“Hmmm. Without taking and analyzing samples, it becomes more difficult to 
perform precise analyses.” Dr. Singh rested elbow on his desk, settled his chin 
on his thumb, and his index finger rested on his pursed lips. He seemed to be 
weighing his options. After a few moments he spoke, “We have two possible 
methods of analyzing the metal in the tablet. We can do an emission spectro-
chemical or we could do a gas chromatography-mass spectrometry analysis of 
the metal. I would like to do both, if you are willing; however, both require that 
we take some minute scrapings to perform the analyses. Do you think this might 
be permissible under the circumstances?”

“I am reluctant to say yes to the scrapings but, as you stated, ‘under the 
circumstances,’ we may not have much of a choice. We would have to take the 
scrapings from the most inconspicuous location possible, so as not to harm the 
integrity of the piece. It may not be the Shroud of Turin but, for me, it is. When 
can we begin?”

“I’m free, let’s get to work. We can do the ESC in the Spectro-Analysis Lab. 
If we have time we can try to perform the CG-MS. Before we jump the gun, 
let’s focus on the ESC and see how things go from there. Come with me.” Singh 
picked up the tablet and led the way down the hall to the elevator, then down to 
the building’s basement, where the spectro lab was situated.  

“Let me give you a quick idea how this system works. The ESC, emission 
spectro-chemical analyzer, requires that we use a small sample of the metal we 
would like to examine. Normally we prepare the metal by polishing the sample. 
In our case, the surface of the tablet or the key seems to be suitably polished to 
allow us to dispense with this step. All we will have to do is clean the surface 
to remove any foreign matter that might influence the analysis. Since the key 
is the smaller piece, maybe we should use it, rather than the tablet. I think we 
can get the entire piece into the spectrometer, which means we will not have to 
use a piece of it. We subject the sample to an excitation source emitter. In our 
unit, we are using a gas laser as the excitation source. Technically this process is 
called laser ablation inductively-coupled plasma atomic emission spectrometry. 
We use a laser to vaporize the sample and inductively-coupled plasma is used to 
atomize the vapor and ionize it. The emission spectrum of an element, or com-
pound, is based on the relative intensity of electromagnetic radiation of each 
frequency emitted by the atoms or molecules from the sample when excited. 
Each atom’s atomic emission spectrum is unique and can be used to determine 
if that element is part of a known or unknown compound.

“All the work is done within the spectrometer. The instrumentation simply 
displays these frequencies and categorizes them. The pattern or signature for 
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every compound or element allows us to identify it. Do you have any ques-
tions?”

Sebastian was dumbfounded. “I am so far out of my depth that I don’t think 
I know what I know and don’t know. I’ll just have to trust that you know what 
the hell you’re saying and doing. “ Raghbir simply smiled.

“It will take a few minutes to clean the sample and set it on the excitation 
stand of the spectrometer. Once we begin the process, it will only be a few 
seconds before the test results will be recorded on the read-out console, and we 
get our screen and printed results.” Raghbir finished placing the sample in the 
spectrometer, closed the cover to the unit, and initiated the spectrometer’s laser. 
“It will take a few seconds for the laser to ‘warm up,’ then it will trigger itself.” 
There was a flash. Less than a minute later the data read-out screen began dis-
playing a series of measured wave patterns or curves, and the printer began 
printing out the patterns in hardcopy form.

Raghbir studied the visual pattern on the system’s monitor, and looked at the 
frequency figures below each curve. “There must have been some kind equip-
ment malfunction. These waves don’t make any sense. The data indicate that 
there are elements in the sample that do not appear on the periodic table! That’s 
impossible!” He pulled the printed sheet from the printer.

“We need to rerun the test after I run a diagnostic on the individual compo-
nent parts.” He typed in the diagnostics program command and pressed enter. 
Less than a minute later, the monitor stated: All systems operating within ac-
ceptable parameters. “That can’t be right. There has to be something wrong, 
unless . . . ” 

“Come with me.” He removed the sample from the spectrometer and marched 
out of the lab, toward the elevator.

“Where are we going?” asked Sebastian.
“I need to show this report to the department chairman. He might know 

what’s wrong. He designed and supervised the installation of the ESC system.” 
When the elevator doors opened on the third floor, Raghbir, sample in hand, 
was almost trotting down the hall toward the departmental office. “Alisha, is Dr. 
Stoops still in? I need to speak with him urgently.”

Alisha could see that Dr. Singh was in all but a panic. She immediately 
dialed Dr. Stoops number. “Dr. Stoops, Dr. Singh is here and says he needs to 
talk to you urgently. He is really very upset about something. Yes, sir. I will.” 
She hung up the phone. “Dr. Stoops says to go right in.” Raghbir stormed into 
Stoops’ office without knocking, followed by Sebastian.

Even before Stoops could utter a single word, Raghbir walked up beside the 
chairman and placed the printed spectro-analysis report on his desk, saying in a 
staccato cadence, “Roger, I hate to bother you but I have a real problem. Take 
a look at this report. It doesn’t make any sense. I’ve run the system diagnostics 
and it says everything is operating properly but it can’t be. These curves and 
figures are indicating that there are elements in the sample I tested that aren’t 
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even on the periodic table!”
“Now just calm down for a minute, and let me look the report over.” Raghbir 

backed off. Sebastian stood, looking on in amazement, and Roger poured over 
the test results. When he looked up from the report, shock shown on his face as 
well. “You’re absolutely right. There are at least two elements on this report that 
don’t or shouldn’t exist. Holy crap! Where did you get the sample you used?”

“I got it from Dr. Kaiserling, here.”
“May I see the sample?” He stuck out his hand toward Sebastian, who gave 

him a shoulder shrug, as if to say, I don’t have it. Raghbir opened his hand and 
dropped the key onto Roger’s desk. “This is it?!”

“Yes, sir.” Raghbir was calming down. The responsibility for what was hap-
pening had  been transferred to Roger and Raghbir was relieved of any liability, 
somehow.

“Gentlemen, please sit down so we can begin to analyze this problem.” 
Raghbir and Sebastian found chairs and seated themselves. “Either there is an 
undiagnosed problem with our equipment, which I seriously doubt, or we are 
looking at something that should not but obviously does exist.” Looking at Se-
bastian, “In all the confusion, I’m afraid I’ve forgotten your name, I apologize.”

“Sebastian Kaiserling. I’m in the Anthro Department.”
“Can you tell me how this sample came into your possession?” asked Roger.
“As I’ve told everyone so far  . . .”
“Everyone? Who else knows about this?” inquired Roger. He was earnest 

in his question. Sebastian was getting the impression that there was something 
definitely wrong.

“My wife knows I collected it. Dr. Waterhouse in metallurgy knows. And, of 
course, you and Dr. Singh know. Why?” asked Sebastian.

“Because what I am holding in my hand should not exist. And if our analysis 
is in fact, correct, we have just discovered at least two new elements and some 
new compounds. Raghbir, when was the last new, non-bombardment element 
discovered, in the early 50s?”

“I believe so. I think it was Fermium. Everything since then has been the 
result of particle accelerators and bombardment,” said Raghbir.

“These elements are not radioactive? Are they? Have you checked for radia-
tion?”

“No, sir.”
“Jesus! Why not?”
“I didn’t think there was any reason to. Dr. Kaiserling just walked into my 

office with them and I didn’t give it a second thought. Let me get a counter.”
Sebastian spoke up, “Don’t bother. If they were radioactive, they would have 

been detected when I went through the Customs and Border Protection screen-
ing in Cancun.” Roger calmed down and Raghbir sat down. “Let me explain. 
I discovered the tablet and the key, which is now lying on your desk, at an ar-
cheological site in Mexico early in the week. I brought them home with me on 
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a commercial flight from Cancun, arriving in Madison last night. I took it to the 
metallurgy department this morning before coming here. Dr. Waterhouse exam-
ined it and came to the conclusion that it is harder than diamond, corrosion re-
sistant, lighter than aluminum, and, as far as he knows, it is not native to Earth. 
Now, either everyone is wrong about these pieces of metal, or we are dealing 
with something unique in the annals of history. Each of us could guarantee our 
careers and our spot in the history books, if what we believe is true. So, how do 
we proceed from here? We can either all cooperate or we can try to screw one 
another. I vote for cooperation. How would you like to see this play out?”

“You mean to tell me, you are willing to share your discovery with the rest 
of us?!” asked Roger.

“I see no reason why not. We all have our areas of expertise. Mine is anthro-
pology. Waterhouse’s is metallurgy. You two are chemists. We are not competi-
tors. We’re all on the same team, so to speak. If we work together, we will have 
a better understanding of what we are dealing with and we all benefit immea-
surably. I am not a metallurgist or a chemist but I can use your input. My input 
has no value to you or your careers. Personally, I see no downside to working 
closely together. Agreed?”

Both men nodded their assent.
“I would suggest that we all get together and discuss a common strategy, 

regarding the tablet and key. If we act too quickly, try to get our findings out too 
early, we could lose control of everything. So, for the time being, this is just our 
baby. Agreed?”

Again, the other two men nodded.
“I will have to talk to Waterhouse and get him on board as well. We can all 

profit from this joint venture or we could all see it blow up in our faces. For me, 
the former would seem to be the way to go,” said Sebastian. “May I use your 
phone?”

“By all means,” responded Roger.
Sebastian pulled Peter Waterhouse’s card from his jacket pocket, and dialed 

his office number. “Hello, Peter, this is Sebastian. We met this morn . . . . Good. 
I would like to run a proposal by you. I am sitting here with Dr. Stoops, the head 
of Chemistry, and Dr. Singh, also of Chemistry. We have just finished a . . . turn-
ing to Raghbir . . . What did you call the test we just ran?”

Almost is a whisper, “Tell him it was an ESC. He’ll know what that is,” 
replied Raghbir.

“We ran an ESC on the metal I showed you earlier. That test indicates that 
there are two . . . . Roger interrupted him by putting his hand over the phone’s 
mouthpiece.

“Don’t tell him about the new elements! Are you crazy?”
Almost defensively, Sebastian responded, “If we start out withholding in-

formation from one another the entire joint venture is doomed from the start. 
Don’t you agree? There is no sacred turf we have to defend here. We share in 
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this venture equally or we don’t share at all.” Sebastian removed Roger’s hand 
from the phone’s mouthpiece. Roger knew Sebastian was right. He nodded his 
acquiescence. “Sorry about that, Peter. As I was saying, we believe there are 
at least two new elements and new compounds. You can talk over the results 
with Roger later. Right now, what we want to do is put together a team, a sort 
of joint venture, regarding the metal. We all have our areas of expertise and if 
we pool our knowledge and resources, we can all, individually and collective 
benefit from this. Yes. I’m willing to share everything. I hadn’t considered the 
monetary value of this. But, what benefits one, benefits all. Equal partners. Does 
that work for you? Good. We will all get together in a day or so and discuss this 
further. I’m glad you’re on board. Take care.”

“Peter brought up a good point. He says that if we can duplicate the metal, 
there is a very good chance that it could be patented and sold to the industrial 
sector, especially aerospace. That could mean a lot of money. So, let’s not get 
greedy and screw up a good thing. Are we agreed?”

“I’m in,” said Roger.
“Me too,” said Raghbir. 
“Then, it’s settled. We share equally in both the academic and financial ben-

efits that come out of this.” The three men shook hands and patted one another 
on the back. “There may be one or two more specialists who may be working 
on my end of the project.” As soon as Sebastian mentioned the possibility of ad-
ditional participants, Roger and Raghbir became visibly defensive. “Of course, 
they will not share in our venture, since they have no direct involvement in the 
actual tablet. They are linguists and encryption specialists.” Both men relaxed 
once Sebastian had finished.

“Are you both available some time, say, Monday afternoon? Maybe we can 
get together and hash out the details of our little venture. I will see if Water-
house can make it as well.”

As Sebastian returned to his office, he was a very happy man. Although he 
had not even given a thought to the idea that the tablet might be valuable be-
yond its archeological value. ‘If the metal in the tablet could be duplicated and 
marketed, why not?’ He didn’t know a single academic who didn’t need more 
money. University austerity programs and cutbacks were being felt everywhere 
– from lower staffing commitments to simple physical maintenance. ‘Yes, extra 
income would not be all that bad.’ He smiled as he made his way to his office.

Sebastian checked his watch. ‘It would be 10:15 Pacific Time.’  He picked 
up the phone and dialed the number of Michael Heiser, the ancient language 
linguist. After two rings, “This is Michael Heiser, can I help you?”

“This is Sebastian Kaiserling at UW-Madison. I’m glad I caught you in. 
Michael, I don’t know if you remember me but, if I’m not mistaken, you took a 
course with me while you were working on your PhD. Right?”

“Nice to hear your voice Sebastian. And, yes, I did take one of your courses. 
By the way, I thought it was one of the better offerings at the time. To what do 
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I owe this call?” asked Heiser.
“Well, I have a small project that I think might just be up your alley. I dis-

covered a metallic tablet in Mexico recently. It is covered with what I believe to 
be cuneiform writing.”

“Cuneiform in Mexico? That doesn’t make any sense. Cuneiform was al-
most exclusively used in the Middle East and maybe as far east as India but not 
in Mexico. They used pictograms. Are you sure it’s cuneiform?”

“Right now, I’d bet my life on it being cuneiform. Would you be interested 
in working on the translation with me? I could use a good ancient languages 
specialist. You’d have the academic rights to your translation work and I’ll cite 
you in my work, and vice versa. Do you have the time to give it a try?”

“I’m free at the moment and the idea of cuneiforms in Mesoamerica in-
trigues me. Yeah, sure. Can you send me some copies of your materials?”

“How would you like them sent?” asked Sebastian.
“Hard copies are too slow. Can you get to a fax machine or would you pre-

fer email? I’m assuming that you have made some kind of copies of the tablet. 
What format are your copies in?”

“I think for expediency’s sake, email would be the best route. I have pictures 
in jpeg format. I can send them to you as attachments. Give me your email ad-
dress.”

“Jpeg is fine. My address is: msheiser@wwu.edu/history.”
“I’ll type out a brief note and get everything off to you within the hour. 

Thanks. And take care.”
Sebastian opened his laptop, plugged in his Ethernet cable, and pulled up his 

word processor. He began composing his note to Heiser:

Dear Michael,

Attached are the photographs of the tablet I found on my most recent trip to 
Mexico. There are some facts, however, that you should be aware of.

First, the tablet is metallic and comes in two parts. There is the main tablet 
and there is a key. For now, let me say that the key only fits in one position. 
Photo 1 is the ‘front’ of the tablet, showing the niche where, for the want of 
a better term, the key goes. Photo 2 is the key alone. Photo 3 is the backside 
of the tablet. The scales in the pictures will give you an idea of the size of the 
tablet and the key.

Second, the tablet was found in association with archeological materials 
that date back to 1000 to 1500 BC – roughly 3000 to 3500 BCE. I’m using 
BCE here as before the current era, not Christian era.

If you are correct in your assertion that the use of cuneiform was restricted 
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to southern and eastern Asia, we may have to consider pre-Columbian con-
tact between parts of Asia and Mesoamerica. That notion would be, to say 
the least, controversial. Although Sauer makes the argument that Irish monks 
made their way to the New World well before Columbus, and a recent find in 
Virginia suggests that Neolithic peoples from Spain crossed the ice pack dur-
ing the last glacial period, in advance of the native American’s migration to 
the New World via the Bering Straits, by as much as 6,000 years.

Third, there is at least one of my colleagues who would like to believe that 
the tablet is of extraterrestrial origin. You know, a von Däniken type expla-
nation. To say the least, I am skeptical and dubious. I’m looking for a good 
old down-to-Earth explanation. However, I am prepared to go that route if it 
can be supported by rigorous and unbiased research and we can back up our 
claims.

I think that is about it. If you have any questions, don’t hesitate to let me 
know ASAP.

Finally, please acknowledge your receipt of this note and the photos by 
return mail. That way I will know you received everything. Thanks.

Take care,
   Sebastian.

Sebastian copied and inserted his note into the email he had prepared and at-
tached the photos. Soon everything was on its way to Heiser. Half an hour later, 
Sebastian received a reply response – everything had arrived.
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Chapter 6

Sebastian was just returning from the coffee room when Michael called. 
“Hello. I didn’t expect to hear from you so quickly. Isn’t it early morning where 
you are? Slow down. I can hardly understand what you’re saying.” Sebastian 
waited for Michael to collect himself. “Okay. Now try again. What do you mean 
it’s not cuneiform? What is it then?”

On his end Michael was trying to explain. “Sebastian, it is nothing like any-
thing I’ve ever seen before. Initially, I thought it was a later version of cunei-
form writing, something much more streamlined or stylized than Sumerian or 
Phoenician scripts. But, cuneiform was never etched into metal. It was always 
done using a stylus in moist clay, that was later either air dried or fired. The 
people who used cuneiform scripts simply did not have the technology to etch 
or engrave metal. Further, the photos do not reveal any tool marks, either on the 
raised surfaces of the, I don’t know what to call them, -- letters, glyphs, symbols 
or whatever -- or in the recessed portion of the field. For simplicity sake let’s 
call them letters, that are absolutely uniform. They could not have been carved 
by hand. If they had been, there would be slight differences between the letters. 
That means, they were cut into the plate mechanically. Again, no such machin-
ery existed during the time cuneiform scripts were being used. They are either a 
very clever hoax, a fraud, or something that no one has seen before.”

“Great! Go on,” said Sebastian. “What else?”
“I’m not sure but I think it is some kind of mathematical or geometric code. 

Maybe some kind of shorthand. I believe, somehow, the key, as you called the 
piece that fits into the tablet, is just that, a key used to unravel the remainder of 
the tablet,” said Heiser. “I’m afraid I can’t make hide nor hair of it. I’ve been 
trying since I received your email and the photos on Saturday. I have drawn an 
complete blank. And believe me, I have lost a lot of sleep trying to decipher the 
damn thing. Sorry. But could I hold onto the photos a little longer?”

“Sure. Go ahead. If you find anything, please let me know as soon a possible. 
Thanks for the effort,” said Sebastian, unable to hide his disappointment.

To himself, Sebastian began organizing and formalizing what he now knew. 

50



The Return of the Mayan

‘Okay. So it’s not cuneiform. Michael thinks it is some kind of mathematical 
or geometric code, or it could be a hoax. That’s all I need. Where do I go from 
here?’ He leaned back in his swivel chair, coffee in hand, and thought about his 
problem. ‘I need someone who can decrypt a mathematical code. I need a de-
cryption expert but where do you find someone like that? Maybe start with the 
Math Department.’ He picked up the campus directory and found the number 
for the Math Department and dialed. “Hello. This is Dr. Kaiserling in Anthro. I 
need to speak to someone who does mathematical decryption. Is there anyone 
on staff with that kind of expertise? Sure, I can hold.” 

“This is Eric Samuelson. How can I help you Dr. Kaiserling?”
“Sebastian, please. I discovered an artifact that seems, according to a linguist 

friend of mine, to be written in some kind of mathematical or geometric code. 
Initially, we thought it was engraved with some kind of cuneiform script but that 
does not seem to be the case. Do you have anyone on staff that might be able to 
help with decoding it?”

“We don’t have a position that you would call a cryptographer but I am sure 
I can find someone who can, if not directly assist you, at least set you on the 
right course. Give me your number and I will have Dr. Vassilieva give you a 
call back. She is about as close to a cryptographer as we have here. She should 
be able to help you.”

“Thanks.”
Within half an hour, Dr. Vassilieva called. “This is Vladimirovna. How can 

I help you?” For a moment Sebastian was surprised. Somehow, he had thought, 
with a name like Vassilieva, she must be Russian but there was absolutely no 
hint of an accent in her voice. “Can I help you?” She was becoming slightly an-
noyed by the lack of response to her question.

“I’m sorry. I lost my concentration for a moment. I apologize. My name is 
. . . .”

“Dr. Samuelson gave me your name and number and said that you require 
help decoding some kind of artifact. When can I have a look at the piece?” If 
she was nothing else, Dr. Vassilieva was almost annoyingly straightforward in 
her conversations.

“Anytime that is convenient for you. Would you like me to come to your of-
fice?” asked Sebastian.

“No. I will come to yours. Is it still 417 in the Anthro Building?”
“Yes.”
“I will be there in thirty minutes.” With not so much as a goodbye, she hung 

up and the dial tone returned. ‘Now, that is one efficient woman.’ He had started 
to say lady to himself but from her demeanor so far, he could not use that term 
in good conscience and probably not in her presence.

With less than a minute to spare, Dr. Vassilieva knocked on Sebastian’s of-
fice door. He opened the door and was surprised by the woman standing before 
him. He had formed an image of the good doctor based simply on his curt no-
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nonsense conversation with her. That image was grossly wide of the mark. Dr. 
Vassilieva was, at most, in her mid-thirties, blonde, blue-eyed, tall and slender, 
dressed in a frilly blouse and tailored pants, and heels. She did not have a scarf, 
or a babushka over her head and not a single hairy mole on her nose or face. She 
was definitely not like any of the math professors Sebastian had had in college. 
She was downright beautiful. He stuck out his hand. She reciprocated. 

“Glad to meet you Dr. Vassilieva.” He stumbled through her name. “Please 
come in.”

“Because my names are almost impossible for most Americans to pronounce, 
most of my friends and acquaintances just call me Vladi. A few call me Valerie, 
the American equivalent. So, please, use whichever you prefer.”

“I like Vladi. Vladi sounds more mysterious to me, somehow.” 
She responded glibly, “Whatever. And I want to apologize for my abruptness 

over the phone. Today has not been a good day, at least not yet. Hopefully, it 
will get better. So, how can I help you?” She didn’t seem quite so foreboding as 
she had over the phone. 

Sebastian showed her to his makeshift work table. “Here have a seat and I 
will get the tablet.” She took a chair as Sebastian removed the tablet from his 
desk safe to the worktable. She looked at the tablet for a moment. “It doesn’t 
look much like any artifact I have ever seen before.” Sebastian pulled the key 
piece from his pocket and set it in its niche. The key rose, rotated, and settled 
itself down into the niche. 

Upon seeing the piece rise and move and re-seat itself, her only response 
was “Whoa! This is most definitely an unusual artifact. How did you do that?”

“I didn’t. The two pieces are somehow, as a metallurgist put it, polarized or 
self-aligning. The key always reorients itself in the same position, no matter 
how it is first placed. But that is a matter for the metallurgists to work out. What 
I need help with is the decipherment of the symbols, letters, pictograms, words, 
or whatever they are. Do you think you can help?”

“I have never seen anything like this before in my life. It is amazing. Even 
so, I would like to give it a try. Are you sure that it is not a known language?” 
asked Vladi.

“A linguist friend of mine says that it does not conform to any known ancient 
or modern language he is familiar with. In fact, he is the one who suggested that 
it is either a mathematical or geometric code, of sorts, and he believes the key 
piece is, in fact, a key to its decryption. With that information in hand, I con-
tacted the Math Department, and here you are,” said Sebastian.

“Could I get a copy of the tablet to take with me to work on?”
“Of course. I must ask that you be discreet about it for now.”
“Yes, without question, but if you don’t mind, I’ll take them back to my of-

fice. I work better there. Is that alright?” asked Vladi.
“By all means. And I will make the same arrangement with you as I have 

with the others working on the piece. Any academic results you might come up 
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with will be cross cited. I will cite you and your work and you will reference 
me in any publications. All that I ask is that you coordinate the release of your 
findings with me, okay?”

“That’s fine. Let me work on it for a few days and I will get back to you. 
Thanks. This should be a very interesting challenge and there might be a couple 
papers here. I’ll call you or drop in later on in the week. Bye.” Vladi rolled up 
the photos Sebastian had given her and pulled a rubber band from her wrist and 
slipped it over the end of the paper tube she had created from the photographs. 
She stuck them under her arm and made her way the elevators.

When Vladi had walked out of Sebastian’s office, he followed her as far as 
the doorway and  watched her as she walked down the long hallway. He could 
not take his eyes off her. As she turned to enter the elevator, Sebastian quickly 
pulled his head back into his office. He was feeling a little giddy inside. She was 
beautiful and smart. 

In the ten years he had been on the faculty, he had not once been tempted by 
any of his students nor other faculty members but somehow, this woman left 
him with an undeniable yearning. Despite the dysfunctional character of his 
marriage, he still owed Mara his faithfulness. For that reason, he could not, nor 
would he violate his obligation to her. Even looking, somehow, felt slightly pru-
rient. Although he had always seen himself as an honorable and ethical man, in 
the back of his mind he had to admit, he had already begun compromising those 
very principles. He reminded himself, he had knowingly stolen and smuggled 
a Mexican artifact. Was he willing to compromise himself further and his mar-
riage vows?  Immediately, he knew he  could not.

•

As Vladi left Sebastian’s office, she had to admit, she was pleasantly sur-
prised by Professor Kaiserling. He did not fit her preconception of an anthro-
pologist, and especially not an archeologist. Sebastian was, unlike any other 
anthropologist she had ever met – and she had to admit the only archeologists 
she knew were from the Discovery Channel – they were usually rumpled and 
unkempt. 

Sebastian was comparatively tall, with sandy-blond hair, with just a hint of 
gray at the temples, slim but solidly built. Some might even call him wiry. He 
wore what she could only describe as oversized, round  tortoise shell, Hideki 
Tojo-styled glasses. Strangely, they seemed to suit him. But what caught her 
eye most was that he was well dressed. In fact, one could almost say, he was 
elegantly dressed in his blue blazer, white shirt, red, white and black striped 
regimental tie, charcoal gray trousers and his cordovan tasseled loafers. Just 
based on his attire, Vladi immediately thought he had attended one of the Ivy 
League schools, where such styles were traditionally respected. ‘I wonder if he 
had attended Princeton?’ Her alma mater. His tie gave her no clue. She had to 

53



The Return of the Mayan

admit, while she liked the traditional collegiate dress, even at Princeton, every-
one was beginning to dress down, becoming almost slovenly but this was not 
limited to the students. The faculty of almost every university now tolerated 
down-dressing, as a response to being politically correct, expressions of per-
sonal freedom, or tolerance, and the rejection of elitism. Soon the relaxation of 
the ‘dress code’ seemed to be just the harbinger of things to come, socially and 
politically. Personally, Vladi did not subscribe to these changing mores. And, 
she had to admit, she appreciated a certain amount of elitism. In her case, she 
felt she had earned it.

Furthermore, she found Professor Kaiserling handsome in a classical way. 
Such men were becoming an endangered species in the midst of the social, 
political, and economic leveling that seemed to be asserting itself everywhere. 
She also liked the way Sebastian spoke. He spoke clearly, without a hint of a 
regional accent, and some might say, overly erudite and even formal. She was 
to learn, this was not simply an affectation. It was just who Sebastian was. He 
never spoke down to anyone but, at the same time, it did make him seem a bit 
imperious, possibly haughty or even cold, but she was sure that was only until 
you got to know him. This quality, too, Vladi found rather endearing.

Something that gave her pause was the gold band Sebastian wore on the ring 
finger of his left hand. Were it not for that small piece of jewelry, Valdi knew 
she could be seriously attracted to this man. She respected the sanctity that the 
band represented. Unlike so many other single women, she knew that she would 
not permit herself to become involved with a married man. Things simply never 
worked out for the ‘other woman,’ no matter how persuasive the man’s protesta-
tions of love and commitment were. The other woman almost invariably found 
herself being discarded. The burden of that little band of gold typically proved 
too much to overcome. 

•

Several days later Sebastian called the members of his little group, including 
Vladi. He asked if they could get together in the conference room of the Anthro 
Department at 3:00. He wanted to discuss the project and coordinate the group’s 
efforts. Everyone agreed to be there.

Waterhouse was the last member of the team to arrive. Sebastian made in-
troduction all around, making sure everyone knew each member’s area of spe-
cialization. Everyone, except Sebastian and Vladi, was preoccupied with the 
properties of the tablet and not its historical value or message. Sebastian shook 
his head. The hard scientists had dollar signs dancing in their heads, while he 
and Vladi could only see the academic value of the object. ‘What a difference in 
how things are perceived,” thought Sebastian.

“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for coming. I have had a non-disclosure 
agreement drawn up. Basically, it represents a gag agreement. We will not dis-
cuss or publish anything to do with the tablet until we are all ready. Unless we 
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individually and collectively use some restraint, we will lose all control. So, I 
think it is in our best interests if we simply keep our mouths shut, revealing only 
what is absolutely necessary for us to maintain control over the find, intellectu-
ally and financially. Are you all in agreement?”

All acknowledged and accepted Sebastian’s proposal.
“Vladi spoke up. “I realize I’m a late-comer to this project but I have to ask, 

would you consider including me as part of your plans, as well?” 
Sebastian looked a little perplexed. “Personally, I would not be opposed to 

your inclusion but I think that decision should be left to the other core partici-
pants. Okay, Vladi, if you would step outside for a few minutes, we will discuss 
the matter among ourselves.” She left the room, closing the door behind her.

“Gentlemen, what say you to Vladi’s becoming part of our little enterprise?” 
asked Sebastian.

Surprisingly, no one seemed to have a real objection to her participation. 
Only Stoops asked the question that was, undoubtedly, on everyone’s mind, 
“What exactly does she bring to the table that merits her inclusion? She’s not a 
scientist. Let me rephrase that, she’s not a physical scientist. She’s a mathemati-
cian.”

Raghbir, who had been silent until now, spoke up. “She may not be a metal-
lurgist or a chemist but, how many times have we had to solicit the expertise of 
a mathematician to help us solve our problems? For my part, I admit, I have had 
to rely on a mathematician more than I would care to say. Almost always, there 
is some component of almost any undertaking where a mathematician can be of 
benefit. So, I would say, let her join the group as a full, card-carrying member; 
and, if this venture is as important and as profitable as we all seem to think, there 
should be more than enough money to go around. So, my vote is yes.”

Everyone finally agreed with Raghbir’s assessment. There was no reason 
to be niggardly. After all, Sebastian had freely dropped what could be a huge 
bundle of cash in everyone’s lap, no questions asked, no strings attached. Who 
were they to argue about one more partner?

“Then, is it unanimous?” asked Sebastian. Everyone freely assented. There 
was nothing more to say. Sebastian opened the door and called Vladi back into 
the conference room. “Vladi, we are unanimous, as of now, you are a charter 
member of the group.” 

“Thank you. Thank you. You won’t regret your decision, I promise,” said 
Vladi.

 “Now, back to the non-disclosure agreement. Sebastian continued, “If you 
agree with the document, please sign and pass it to your right. After everyone 
has signed, we all should have fully endorsed copies.” Within a few minutes 
everyone had a fully executed copy of the non-disclosure agreement.

 I guess, that’s all we need for now. Any other comments or questions, or 
discussion topics before we adjourn?” asked Sebastian. There were none. “I will 
phone you when we need to meet again. Thanks all.”
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•

“Vladi, could you remain behind a moment?” After everyone else had de-
parted, Sebastian turned to Vladi. “Have you looked at the photos I gave you 
earlier?”

“If you’re asking me, have I uncovered anything, no. It will take some time 
to make sense of the symbols, and I am not sure how or why the linguist came 
to the conclusion that the ‘key’ was the key to deciphering it. Could you give me 
his name and I will talk to him. Maybe he will have some insights that, at least 
for the moment, are eluding me,” confessed Vladi. 

“No problem. Come with me to my office and I will give you Michael’s 
number. He teaches at Western Washington University in the History Depart-
ment, ancient civilizations, I believe. He got his degree here at Madison. He 
came highly recommended. Well, actually, I had him in a class a few years back 
and he was the only linguist working on ancient languages that I knew. So, . . .”

“I understand.”  She smiled broadly. She rather enjoyed the relaxed atmo-
sphere that seemed to surround Sebastian. “The Math Department is such a 
stressful place. Everyone is so earnest and serious, all the time. It becomes a bit 
overwhelming at times. The other morning, when we first met, was one of those 
times when stuff just seemed to pile up but that’s behind me now. Sorry for be-
ing rude to you over the phone. I’m going back to my office and see what I can 
do with the script. I’ll talk to you later.”

“Good luck. Keep me posted,” said Sebastian.
As Sebastian sat looking out the window of his office, he could just see a 

bit of Lake Mendota, he began to rethink the puzzle of the tablet. ‘The tablet 
is the key to whatever I’m working on and there is virtually nothing I can do 
at this point to push the project forward. The metallurgical aspects of the tablet 
are interesting but not really relevant to my interests. The possibility that, new 
hereto unknown elements or compounds might be involved, is interesting but 
not integral to my work. What is of importance is getting the damn tablet deci-
phered and, again, there is nothing I can do to help. I’m personally at a standstill 
until everyone else gets what they do, done. All I have for my mini-expedition 
is the tablet and the key. What the hell can I do at this point?!’ He hated not be-
ing able to help with his own research. It was so frustrating. Waiting on others 
always annoyed him.

•

Until the fall term began, other than his research and perfunctory preparation 
for classes, Sebastian had nothing of significance to occupy his time. Simply 
put, he was bored. The only thing on the immediate horizon was the new faculty 
get-together, normally hosted by the University’s current chancellor. This year, 
however, the incumbent chancellor was hosting the event. The soirée was an 
opportunity for the chancellor to meet all the college and department heads, as 
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well as an opportunity for the newly hired faculty to mingle with their peers. It 
was a contrived event but everyone always enjoyed rubbing elbows with people 
that many would, in all likelihood, never see again. Or if they did, it would not 
be until the next faculty soirée. This was particularly true for the administrators 
and the ground-level, teaching faculty.

Sebastian went home to dress and pick up Mara. He had coaxed her into at-
tending the Fall Faculty Soirée with him. Normally, he avoided such events like 
the plague but, for some reason, he had the urge to attend this year. After all, it 
would be an opportunity to see what the new chancellor was like. 

•

Clutching their drinks, Sebastian and Mara were involved in a conversa-
tion with the MacIntires. Then Hershel ‘Duke’ Harding and his wife, Linda, 
joined the group. Duke was a professor of history, and Sebastian and Mara had 
known he and Linda since their first soirée, ten or so years ago. “Excuse me for 
interrupting but I would like to introduce you all to our newest history faculty 
member and his wife – William Langley and his wife Heli Mittenwallenberger-
Langley.” Turning to Heli, Duke asked, “Did I get it right this time?”

“Very well done,” Heli said with a smile. 
Then Duke introduced everyone to William and Heli. Sebastian was the first 

to begin the informal interrogation of the new faculty member. “And what is 
your area of specialization?”

“I work on the history of technology. My dissertation examined the develop-
ment of Nazi technology toward the end of World War II.”

“And what do you do Mrs. Langley?” asked Sebastian.
“When William and I met, I was attending Heidelberg. Since then, however, 

I have been seriously considering a move to anthropology. I was recently ac-
cepted into the doctoral program here, starting this fall.”

“Very good. What is your area of interest?” asked Sebastian. His interest 
level had increased significantly.

“To be quite honest, I’m not sure. I’m leaning toward Mesoamerican tribal 
civilizations, like the Zapotec, Mixtex, Huastec, Purececha, or Toltecs. The 
Maya or Aztecs could be interesting but there is so much to be learned about 
the other Mexican groups and, in some ways, the Maya have been almost over-
worked. That may change but, for now, the groups I’ve mentioned interest me 
most.”

“An interesting observation. The groups that you mentioned, most people 
have never heard of. As it so happens, my area of specialization is Mesoamerica 
and the Maya. Please, come by my office sometime and we can talk. Maybe I 
can convince you to take an interest in the Maya,” said Sebastian.

“You never know,” replied Heli, with a coy smile. “William, we had better 
get going,” and turning to the others in their small group, “It was a pleasure 
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meeting you all.”
“Before you go,” said Sebastian, “I have one small question. Are you in any 

way related to the reclusive Dr. Mittenwallenberger in the Math Department? 
Or are your names simply coincidental?”

“Uwe is my father.” Heli shook Sebastian’s hand courteously, turned, took 
William’s hand and they began to walk away.

Turning to Duke, “Did I offend her by asking about her father?” inquired 
Sebastian. He was surprised by Heli’s abrupt departure.

“I don’t think so,” said Duke. It is my understanding that they are, actually, 
quite close, I think, if anything, I may be the cause for them being in a rush. 
They were ready to leave when I dragged them over here to meet you and Mara. 
I wouldn’t worry about it. Besides, you may have just met your newest advisee. 
Who knows?”

“That remains to be seen but you never know. They do seem like an interest-
ing couple, even so,” said Sebastian as he watched them leave and continued to 
stare after them. Sebastian could not shake the feeling that this woman would 
somehow have an impact on his life.

Mara took Sebastian’s arm and said, “I think it is time for us to leave as well. 
Don’t you think?”

“Yes. Yes. You’re probably right.” He turned to Duke and Linda and shook 
their hands. “We’ll see you two soon.” 

Then Mara began to lead Sebastian away. “What are you thinking about so 
earnestly?” asked Mara. She knew that look. 

•

While Sebastian was concerned with the progress being made by the chemists 
and Waterhouse, his primary interest was with what Vladi had accomplished. 
He had not heard from her in more than two weeks, and her previous progress 
report was not inspirational. He was losing confidence in Vladi’s ability to de-
liver a cipher for the tablet, and this was causing him to lose confidence in the 
legitimacy of the overall project. Absolutely nothing was going right. 

He knew, however, more instinctively than academically, that eventually 
they would realize a verifiable message from the tablet. It was only a matter 
of time. He needed to call Vladi to touch base and offer up his thoughts on the 
matter.

“Hello, Vladi. This is Sebastian. No. No need to explain. I know you’re hav-
ing a difficult time with the translation. That is obvious from your silence.” He 
paused a moment to let the full impact of his statement sink in. “I have been 
thinking, if you are trying to link the tablet script to some other language, that 
may be, as they say, a dry hole. What I’m trying to say is this, what if the tablet 
represents what the linguists call a language or linguistic isolate? It may not be 
related to any other language. It might stand all alone. I know that doesn’t make 
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intuitive sense but, in the real world, there are examples of many languages 
that are now extinct or just seemed to pop out of the air, like Sumerian. If you 
forget about tying it to another language, you may have more success. Another 
thought might be that it is not, in fact, a verbal language at all. It might be a 
cipher, a written code that is based on something other than language or words. 
Finally, and this is an off the wall idea, the NSA has a super computer they use 
to do translations and break codes. Ironically, I read about it in Dan Brown’s 
book, Digital Fortress. Yes. I read that kind of stuff too. In fact, I make myself 
read non-academic stuff. He may stretch reality but most of his stuff is based on 
some bit of fact, or at least that’s what I want to believe. Yes. It keeps my brain 
from log-jamming. The Army Math Research Center is connected to the NSA 
computer, I’m sure. What if we try to run our tablet text through their computers 
and see what drops out? Is that a possibility? Sure. Check into it. What do we 
have to lose? Let me know what you find. Take care.”

•
 
A few minutes later, there came a knock on Sebastian’s door. “Come in.” 

Heli opened the door and poked her head in. 
“Do you have a few minutes to chat?”
“Absolutely. Come in. Come in. This is a pleasant but not entirely unex-

pected surprise. What can I do for you?” asked Sebastian.
“You were expecting me?! 
“Well, yes. You see, after our little chat at the soirée, I thought it would be 

only a matter of time before you sought me out, because we seem to share simi-
lar interests, ancient Mesoamerican cultures and civilizations, and there aren’t 
many of us around. Right?” Sebastian knew there were others interested in Me-
soamerican cultures in the Anthro Department but their interests lay primarily 
in contemporary cultural and developmental aspects of those cultures.

“It would seem that you were right. I did check around and you are the only 
one that comes close to having research interests that are similar to mine. In 
fact, everyone I talked to told me to come talk to you. You really do have a 
reputation, you know,” said Heli.

“You make that sound a little sleazy.”
“No. No. Nothing like that. It was all good.” Heli gave a broad smile.
“Glad to hear it. So, what can I do for you at the moment?”
“I would like to ask you to become my advisor. And I would like to work out 

a PhD program. Do you have time for an advisee?” asked Heli.
“Absolutely. Classes are about to begin for the fall session, so we will have 

to work fast to take care of all the paperwork and get you enrolled. Have you 
looked over the fall course offerings?”

“As a matter of fact, I have. I would like to take your Contemporary Mayan 
Civilization course and . . . .” Heli had, in fact, selected a number of courses for 
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the fall session. All she had to do was have her advisor sign off on them, which 
Sebastian had no problem doing. 

“That’s a pretty ambitious course load for your first session. Are you sure 
you want to make that kind of commitment?” asked Sebastian with genuine 
concern.

“Oh, I’m used to such course loads. When I was working on my doctorate at 
Heidelberg, I did the same thing. I jumped in with both feet.”

“Then doctorate level studies are nothing new to you. Now I understand. The 
other night didn’t you say you were in history at Heidelberg?”

“Yes and no. Technically, I was a history major but my focus was on German 
existential literature. After a while, it bored me. In fact, I was preparing to write 
my dissertation when I decided to just chuck it all and start over. I waited until 
William got his first teaching position. And I’m so glad it was here because it 
puts us near to both of our families. William’s family is in eastern North Dakota 
and, as you know, my parents are here in Madison. It’s perfect.”

“I know you have to run but don’t forget to get the administrative paperwork 
out of the way as soon as possible. Sometime later, we can sit down and plan 
out your entire program. And, I would like to learn more about you and William. 
Thanks for stopping in.”

“I’m the one who should be thanking you. I just dropped in without warn-
ing. Thanks for working with me. I will make a formal appointment next time, 
I promise. No more surprise visits,” said Heli.

“Surprise visits are often better than official appointments. Feel free to drop 
in any time. You’re always welcome. Take care.” And Heli was off to register 
for her new courses, her first at Wisconsin. Sebastian thought, ‘This woman is 
going to do something extraordinary, given time. I just feel it.’

•

Several days later Sebastian was enjoying his grilled salmon with Duke 
Harding and a couple of his colleagues in the faculty cafeteria when, from the 
corner of his eye, he saw Vladi enter. Immediately she began to scan the room. 
She was looking for someone. She also looked a bit agitated, with her gaze dart-
ing first one way then another. Soon, she zeroed in on her quarry. As she wove 
her way through the tables and diners in the room, it was apparent that she was 
coming in Sebastian’s direction. Sebastian had never seen her in the cafeteria 
before, so he assumed her appearance had something to do with him. By the 
time she reached his table, Vladi appeared almost breathless. She placed both 
hands on the table across from Sebastian and leaned forward. “We need to talk.”  

“Can it wait until I’m finished with my fish?” 
“Not really,” said Vladi in a very insistent tone. It was more the tone that 

captured Sebastian’s table mates’ attention. They all had to look away. Each had 
that look on their face that said, ‘Oh oh. What did he do now?’ It also contained 
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just a hint of innuendo. Immediately, to a man, each believed Sebastian, of all 
people, was involved with this woman. And Sebastian knew exactly what they 
were thinking.

He pulled his napkin from his lap, neatly folded it, and deliberately rose from 
his seat. He made eye contact with his friends, saying, “There is nothing going 
on. It is entirely business. A project we are working on together. Excuse me.”

Sebastian took Vladi’s elbow and led her to an empty table not far away, just 
out of earshot of his companions. “What is so urgent?”

“I’ve finally made some progress with the tablet’s translation, if you can call 
it that. You were right. It is not so much a language as it is a set of, for the lack 
of a better term, coordinates. As much as I hate to admit it, I got the idea while 
watching an episode of Stargate. The symbols come in sets of six – the number 
of points required to locate a specific point within a specific three-dimensional 
space.

Here, let me draw a sketch of what I’m talking about.” She pulled a piece of 
paper from one of the file folders she was carrying and began to draw. “Every 
point within a given space can be defined by using vectored rays from known 
or accepted points. Let’s assume that this is our destination.” She drew a dot in 
the middle of the three-dimensional cube she had drawn. “And we are here,” 
she drew another dot outside the cube and printed in ‘point of origin.’ She con-
nected the destination point to the point of origin with a line.

“To define our destination, we need a set of six coordinates,” she drew in 
rays from the surfaces of the cube, terminating each at the point of destination.

“A seventh set of coordinates is needed to define our point of origin. See? 
What the tablet does is, it provides sets of coordinates for destinations. The key 
is home base, and if it is used often enough, it is only reasonable to assume that 
all the information defining one’s home base could be encoded in a single sym-
bol. Each set of coordinates is set off by this little symbol.” She drew a symbol 
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that looked very much like two squares on top of one another, with one rotated 
45° and a circle in the center - ۞.

“I had not noticed the coordinate parameter symbols before. I thought they 
were just for decoration.”

“Are you serious?! These are Stargate coordinates?! Have you lost your 
mind?! Do you honestly think the scientific community is going to buy such 
rubbish?” Sebastian was emotionally and intellectually upset at such a prepos-
terous proposal. He began to walk away.

Vladi grabbed his arm and stopped him. 
 Sebastian growled, “Let go of me!”
Vladi controlled her temper but forcefully responded, “Not until you hear 

everything I have to say!” 
Rather than allow the situation to escalate any further, he chose to defuse the 

it as gracefully as he could. Sebastian had noticed the shocked look on his col-
leagues’ faces and those of others seated within earshot. “Okay, go on” but even 
those words were uttered through clenched teeth. He sat and prepared to listen. 

Vladi continued, “On the front of the tablet are approximately 46 sets of 
destination coordinates. On the reverse side are descriptions of the constella-
tions used by the system. All together there are 280 individual constellations or 
star clusters, or whatever you want to call them. Immediately, that rules out our 
galaxy. So, what I am saying is that this tablet is of extraterrestrial origin and not 
even within our known galaxy?”

Sebastian had not anticipated Vladi’s final statement. It stopped him cold. 
“How can that be?” He was genuinely perplexed. ‘Not within our known gal-
axy? She had to be wrong!’

“It’s like this, cosmology is not my bailiwick, so I talked to Uwe Mittenwal-
lenberger. He’s working with Hawking and Sengupta on black holes and such, 
and I gave him a theoretical, for example, type scenario. His explanation floored 
me. Essentially, what we see as our universe represents roughly less than five 
percent of the total universe. The rest of the universe is just referred to as ‘dark 
matter,’ of which we know virtually nothing. We only know that it must exist 
to explain what we can see is going on, or we can detect. We don’t even know 
if our laws of physics apply within dark matter universes. So, there is a lot of 
space that is, for lack of a more appropriate term, inaccessible or invisible to 
us. Who knows what might be out there? Uwe suggests that if the coordinate 
system I have described does not function within our galaxy, it must apply to 
one we do not know, or do not know yet.” Vladi had to take a deep breath and 
this gave Sebastian time to allow everything she had said to sink in.

“Okay, let’s assume for a moment that you and Uwe are correct, and I will 
admit I am skeptical, there are a number of questions or assumptions we must 
make. For example, if the symbols represent vector coordinates, wherever they 
might exist, to use them would require exceptional computational ability. Abili-
ties that are on orders of magnitude greater than anything we have here on 
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Earth.”
“I would agree with that,” said Valdi solicitously. 
“If the coordinate system is ‘outside’ our universe, can you fathom the dis-

tances we are talking about that must be traversed?”
“I thought that that question might come up. First, we must assume our uni-

verse is expanding, and that means the distances are growing constantly. But 
based on what we ‘know’ and based on recent research, our known universe is 
roughly 93 billion light years across. Second, if the origin of our tablet is be-
yond our universe, the numbers become almost incomprehensible.”

“Then, if the distances are so great, cannot we discount the possibility of 
extraterrestrials navigating across such long distances?” asked Sebastian.

“Normally, I would say yes but we have the tablet and it would seem to in-
dicate that the trip was, in fact, accomplished, and as much as 5,000 years ago, 
at that! Otherwise, how do we explain the tablet being here?” exclaimed Vladi.

“I’m not sure. But, there has to be a rational explanation. And I use the term 
rational very loosely here. Everything about this tablet seems to be outside our 
realm or our current reality. Do you realize that, if everything we seem to know 
about the tablet is true, and there are undoubtedly things we still don’t know 
or realize, our little tablet could be the door to an all new understanding of an 
even larger universe?” The implications of his own words were even almost 
too much to comprehend. His mind was beginning to leap to flights of fantasy, 
which was quite unlike Sebastian. Normally, he was calm, concise, and firmly 
grounded. All that Vladi had said and its implications were mind boggling.

Vladi began to say something, but Sebastian cut her off. “Don’t tell me there 
is more?”

“No not really but I was going to suggest we get the group together and dis-
cuss my findings and decide where we want to go from here,” suggested Vladi.

“Okay. Okay. I will call a meeting. When we get together, you might want to 
put together a presentation. I don’t know how you might do it but anything that 
would make this all more comprehensible would be more than helpful.”

“I think I can do that. Just let me know when we are getting together. I’d bet-
ter let you get back to your lunch.”

Sebastian looked at his watch. It has seemed like they had only been talking 
for five minutes but his watch said almost thirty minutes had passed. He turned 
to look at his table. Everyone was gone and it had been cleared and was ready 
for the next set of diners. “The salmon wasn’t all that good anyway,” said Se-
bastian to no one in particular.

“Sorry about taking you away from your lunch and friends but I thought 
what I had to say could not wait.”

“Don’t worry about it. You were right. And, I’m sorry for snapping at you 
like I did. I guess you just caught me off guard. The way things are shaping up; I 
suppose I shouldn’t be shocked by anything anymore. What I thought was going 
to be a simple but ground breaking discovery has become almost overwhelming 
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and life altering.” There was, surprisingly, a hint of melancholy in Sebastian’s 
voice. Everything was growing well beyond Sebastian’s innate ability to grasp 
and comprehend. ‘Things used to be so much simpler,’ he lamented.
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Chapter 7

Sebastian was up before the alarm rang, to get ready for his 9 o’clock lecture. 
Before going to the kitchen for coffee, he knocked softly on Mara’s bedroom 
door. “Mara, are you awake?”

From inside he heard a groggy, “I am now. What is it? Come in. Don’t try to 
talk through the door.”

Sebastian stuck his head in. “I’m planning on having the study team here 
tonight, to get everyone up to speed. Any conflicts with your schedule?”

“No, that shouldn’t be a problem. Would you like me to get some food 
brought in? How many will there be?” Mara asked.

“That would be great. The meeting will be after dinner, so something light. 
More like snacks than food. And there will be maybe as many six or seven all 
together.”

“Anything special you’d like?”
“No. I’ll leave that up to you.” ‘The last time she organized anything was 

more than seven years ago.’ The thought of her actually doing any organizing 
seemed rather specious. About all she had organized in a very long time were 
her book chapters. Sebastian closed the door quietly and trudged down the stairs 
to the kitchen where he would make himself breakfast.

As soon as Sebastian had closed the door, Mara began thinking, ‘What the 
hell do people serve at peer meetings nowadays? When we were in grad school, 
it was just chips and beer. Maybe things haven’t changed for these guys.’ 

•

Immediately after his lecture, Sebastian began calling the group. He started 
with Vladi since he needed her to make some phone calls as well. She would 
need to contact, as she had put it, a cosmologist and a physicist. “Vladi, glad 
I caught you in. I’m trying to get everyone together at my house around, say, 
6 o’clock for a quick meeting. Have you already talked to potential astronomy 
and physics candidates? Who? And I hope you didn’t provide them with too 
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much information? Fantastic. Who, again? Alexis Burkhardt, Astronomy. Okay. 
And? Halvar Ogelman? I’ve never heard of either of them. Oh. Really. Uwe 
recommended them? That, in itself, is quite a recommendation.”

Uwe Mittenwallenberger referred to himself as a simple mathematician but 
he was anything but simple. Some people had even suggested that, in another 
time, he would have been the equal of Einstein but today, with so many very 
bright minds out there, he oscillated between the number one and two positions 
in the mathematician’s hierarchy. He was seen as being reclusive because of the 
small and rarefied orbit in which he circled. However, among his inner circle of 
friends and family, he was anything but reclusive. In fact, among his friends, he 
was seen as amazingly normal, even for a mathematician.

“Have them both come around after 6:30. That way we can discuss their 
overall involvement, then we can have everyone give a progress report to date. 
Thanks. Oh, my address. It’s 7542 Farmington Way.”  

Sebastian then called Waterhouse, Singh, and Stoops. Each was available to 
attend tonight’s meeting.  

Once his phone calls had been made, his mind began to wander, considering 
what the group’s reaction would be to Vladi’s hypothesis. He could only think 
of it as being a theory because, at this point, how could any of them prove or, for 
that matter, disprove it. No one he knew would be able to legitimately challenge 
it or support it with experimental data. The only thing that led credence to her 
hypothesis was the fact that the tablet did not fit known knowledge either, and 
Uwe seemed, at least on the surface, to validate the idea. So, why not, at least 
consider her theory? He had to admit, as far-fetched as it sounded, it did seem 
to fit the known facts, as they knew them. And, that was quite a leap for Sebas-
tian, especially considering how he had first reacted to her suggestion. Just the 
cosmological implications of her theory were monumental. Coupling her ideas 
with the belief that there was a relationship between the tablet makers and the 
Maya, one could more easily explain the almost instantaneous cultural, techno-
logical, architectural, scientific, and mathematical flowering of the Maya. He 
and his fellows could literally rock the scientific world, if only they could prove 
their assertions. ‘Wow.’

•

Vladi was the first to arrive. Mara greeted her at the door. “Welcome, I’m 
Sebastian’s wife, Mara. Sebastian will be right down; and you are?”

“I’m Vladimirovna Vassilieva but everyone calls me Vladi. Pleased to meet 
you.” 

“Let me take your coat. It is getting chilly early this year, isn’t it?” asked 
Mara, trying to keep up some kind of conversation but Vladi was not interested 
in making small talk. She was all business at the moment and her mind was 
mulling over what she had to say to the rest of the group. She did not want a 
repeat of her conversation with Sebastian. 
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“Yes, it is,” as she slipped off her jacket, which had concealed her slender 
yet curvaceous body. 

“Are you the stenographer for the meeting?” asked Mara innocently. She 
saw an immediate change in Vladi’s face and demeanor.

“I am a professor of mathematics. Thank you! Is Sebastian available?” 
“Oh. I’m so sorry.” For the first time in a very long time, Mara felt humili-

ated. “I believe he’s still up stairs.” She turned toward the stairs and called, “Se-
bastian. Your guests are beginning to arrive. Please come down here.” She had 
an insistent tone in her voice. She did not feel comfortable after her faux pas 
with Vladi. ‘Sebastian needs to be greeting his guests. That is not my job!’ 

“Thank you,” said Vladi. Then, without another word, she turned and stalked 
away, leaving Mara standing in the foyer, Vladi’s coat in hand. Mara, equally 
upset by the exchange with Vladi, retreated into the kitchen to make sure the 
snacks were coming along and would be ready on schedule. Sebastian came 
down and assumed the role of greeter for the group as they arrived. 

Vladi was soon followed by Singh and Stoops, who had come together. They, 
too, were ushered into the living room.

Sebastian convened the meeting. “We have a topic we need to discuss before 
our other two guests arrive. Basically, Vladi and I are of the opinion that we will 
need additional expertise if we are to solve the riddle of the tablet.”

Stoops began to object. . . .
“If you hold your comment or objection for a minute, please, I will explain. 

Vladi has made a breakthrough in the translation of the tablet. As a consequence, 
we believe that we will need the services of a cosmologist and an astrophysicist. 
The two people who will be arriving soon were recommended by Uwe Mitten-
wallenberger. Vladi will explain why she believes they should join the group, 
when she gives her progress report. The question before us is whether or not 
they should become formal members of our little company. Opinions?”

Stoops was the first to comment. “I will admit, when you proposed that Vladi 
become a member, I had reservations. No. I was initially against it. However, 
the addition of one more partner didn’t seem to change the balance within the 
group. If every time we need more manpower” – Stoops looked at Vladi, “sorry 
about my terminology” – “the slices of the corporate pie get smaller and smaller. 
I would suggest that, instead of making the decision to include or exclude new 
members of our team from participation in the corporate side of our venture, we 
wait to see what kind of contribution they are actually able to make.”

Singh said, “I second that motion, if there was a motion in there somewhere.” 
“Are we all agreed with Roger’s ‘motion’?”
“As much as I hate to say it, I agree with this sexist pig.” Vladi had a huge 

grin on her face. She knew she had stuck it to Roger for his politically incorrect 
and sexist remark.

Roger returned her smile, along with a chuckle, “Good one.”
“Thank you.”
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“Okay, then. Until we find out what contributions the newly proposed mem-
bers are able to make, we will hold off on extending full corporate membership 
to them. Academic membership comes automatically with participation. Every-
one agreed?” It was unanimous.

“Okay, Vladi, do you need some set up time and what, if anything, can I get 
you or assist you with?” asked Sebastian.

“I have a PowerPoint presentation prepared, so we will need to hook up my 
laptop to your TV.” She looked around but did not see a TV set anywhere in the 
living room. “You do have a TV don’t you?” with an almost incredulous sub-
textual tone to her voice.

“We don’t watch much TV so, I’m afraid, it’s pretty old and small. Sorry.”
“I didn’t think I would need it but I brought a video projector with me. It’s 

in my car. Can one of you run out and grab it? Its in the green Jeep in front. 
Here are the keys.” She threw them to Stoops, who was the only one standing. 
“Thanks.”

“Whatever mi-lady desires.” A second later, he was out the front door, re-
turning with the projector under his arm. “Here you go. By the way, I think the 
other two should be coming up the sidewalk about now.” As he finished his 
statement, the doorbell rang.

“I’ll need a blank wall. Which one would you like to use?”
“This one over here.” Sebastian pointed to the one white wall in the living 

room. “Let me get the door in the meantime.” He let in Ogelman and Burkhardt, 
took their coats, and while he hung their coats in the hall closest, he directed 
them into the living room.

As they made their way into the living room, Vladi made the formal intro-
ductions, repeating them, when Sebastian finally came into the room. “This is 
Dr. Kaiserling, our host.” 

“Welcome. Please have a seat and we can begin. But before we get under 
way, with Vladi’s presentation, let me give you two a very brief explanation of 
how this project began.” For the next few minutes Sebastian described how he 
had found the tablet. “With that, I will turn the show over to Vladi.”

“I will try to keep this as brief as possible. The tablet Sebastian found in 
Mexico contains, on the front side, a removable square we refer to as the key. 
For unknown reasons, the key reorients itself if misaligned. It will raise itself 
from its niche and turn counterclockwise until it is properly oriented. The exact 
purpose of the symbol on the key, or why it was excised from the tablet remains 
a mystery. That said, I believe that the other sets of six symbols could represent 
coordinates in three dimensional space. It is my belief that the symbols are, in 
fact, individual vector coordinates. On the front of the tablet there are 46 sets of 
six symbols. On the reverse side there are 280 individual coordinate symbols. 
The coordinate vector symbols on the front are not combinations drawn from 
the reverse side. 

I used the formula: 
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P(n,r) = n! / (n - r)!

to determine the number of permutations for combinations of six just on the 
reverse side of the plaque, where n = 280 and r = 6. I came up with roughly  
456.592 trillion possible six-symbol combinations. To this we could add the 46 
sets of symbols on the front of the tablet, but the addition of 46 more groupings, 
within the context of how many combinations are possible with just the reverse 
side, seems rather pointless.” 

“It is my contention that the key symbol somehow represent ‘home’ coordi-
nates. Here is a graphic I drew showing how the system works.” 

She projected her graphic on the wall, and continued. “To get to a specific 
destination, you need to define it, using a defined set of six symbols. The sev-
enth symbol represents the point of origin. The 46 sets of symbols on the front 
of the tablet are not random. Not every set of six symbols would necessarily 
represent a tenable destination. Any randomly picked set of six symbols could, 
theoretically, be a point in open, unoccupied space.

“If we assume that the symbols represent constellations, as I believe they do, 
we run into a problem. In our universe, there are approximately 88 recognized 
constellations, or sets of stars. There are nearly 200 more coordinate points on 
the tablet than we have in our universe. Therefore, I would suggest that the tab-
let and the coordinates are extraterrestrial in origin. That’s about it.”

“Oh no, Vladi. Tell the group how you made your discovery. You’re not get-
ting off that easily,” said Sebastian, with a chuckle.

“Okay, if you must know, I was watching an episode of Stargate SG-1, when 
the significance of the sets of six symbols came to me.”

Sebastian had thought that everyone would find Vladi’s inspiration for her 
discovery insight amusing but the joke was on him. 

“Based on what you have presented here, and I believe we need to dig a lot 
deeper, your belief that the symbols on the tablet represent a system of coordi-
nates is completely reasonable. As a matter of fact, I watch Stargate, and I am 
often surprised by the ideas that it triggers. Sure there is a lot of sloppy science 
in the show, but all in all, it does provide food for thought,” said Halvar. “Good 
work.” With that one simple comment, Vladi felt vindicated. It might not last 
but, for now, she felt satisfaction.

“There is one other fact that we need to take into consideration, if we are to 
agree that, one, the symbols represent space coordinates, and two, the coordi-
nates do not function within our universe. And that is, we are dealing with, and 
I hate to use the word, astronomical distances, especially if we are dealing with 
a universe outside our own. Wouldn’t that  make travel impossible?” inquired 
Vladi.

“Not necessarily,” said Burkhardt. “There is a lot of discussion among physi-
cists and theoretical physicists, in particular, that suggests that there may be 
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methodologies yet to be developed that might make inter-universe and inter-
galactic travel possible but not necessarily feasible. Therein lies the Catch-22. 
Possibility versus feasibility. I would very much like to sit down with you and 
explore your hypothesis further.”

“I as well,” chimed in Burkhardt. “I think you may be on to something here. 
It needs some refinement but I think there is a nucleus that merits further study.”

Sebastian admitted to himself that while he agreed with Vladi’s initial pro-
posal, he still harbored a certain amount of skepticism. The enthusiasm that 
Burkhardt and Ogelman were showing, in fact, surprised him. And, just maybe, 
it was his skepticism that had caused him to push the importance of exposing 
Vladi’s use of Stargate. Deep inside, his skepticism had prompted a subcon-
scious desire to embarrass her. That was neither justifiable nor honorable, and it 
definitely could have been counter-productive. He would, again, have to apolo-
gize for his rude behavior. This was developing into a routine between them.

“So, do you three think you have sufficient grounds to begin working to-
gether on the project?” asked Sebastian.

“Most certainly,” said Burkhardt.
“I agree,” said Olegman.
“And you, Vladi,” asked Sebastian.
“Absolutely. I can’t wait for all of us to get together on this.” Vladi was 

almost gushing from the support she had been given by the two newest partici-
pants. Now it was time to unravel all that the tablet had to offer, and with Oleg-
man and Burkhardt’s input, she genuinely believed that it was possible.

“Okay, then. On to Roger, Raghbir, and Peter’s report on the metallurgical 
aspects of the tablet.”

Roger began, “I wish I could report that we have made equal progress to that 
of Vladi but I cannot. Chemically, we can identify and describe the elements 
and compounds found in the tablet but we have no idea how to reproduce them. 
It’s as if an alchemist conjured them up out of thin air. Raghbir, however, has 
an idea that may be worth exploring. Raghbir, why don’t you tell them?” His 
inability to contribute showed on his face.

“It is not so much a discovery, as it is a hunch. I believe that we have just as-
sumed that we are looking at a metal. It may not be a metal. About the only anal-
ogy I can make is that this stuff is like our carbon fiber technologies. It behaves 
like one thing but is another. By this I mean, the tablet looks, feels, and tests 
to be a metal but it is, in reality, a type of, let’s call it, plastic. Our plastics are 
based on carbon compounds. This stuff is based on an unknown, non-carbon-
like compound, which is based an unknown element we are, for the time being, 
calling Solarium. IF it conformed to our way of expressing elements, Solarium 
would have an atomic weight somewhere between Neon and Sodium, which 
would place it between the noble gases and alkali metals, in a position that does 
not exist on our periodic table! We have not been able to determine the inter-
nal atomic structure of the element but, and this is where everything we know 
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about our elements and chemicals seems to get thrown out the window, from 
preliminary analyses, based on some small samples we have taken from the key, 
the structure of the atoms don’t appear to conform to our quantum physics. The 
nucleus of the atoms seems to be comprises of electron-like particles, and the 
heavier proton and neutron-like particles orbit around the nucleus. 

“I suppose, under the circumstances and within the context of what we know 
or do not know about the tablet material, I would have absolutely no qualms 
about accepting Vladi’s proposition that the tablet is extraterrestrial in origin. It 
simply does not comply with our known physical laws. As a consequence, we 
may not be able to duplicate or replicate the tablet material, sorry to say.” Ragh-
bir was excited about his findings but, at the same time, frustrated. He realized 
that they may have hit a brick wall in terms of their research.

“As much as I regret it, we may not be able to make any appreciable inroads, 
metallurgically, into the tablet. This is not to say that I am giving up, but the 
odds seem stacked against us,” said Peter. “I am very disappointed. We have a 
million dollar product and we cannot do anything with it. And, for the time be-
ing, I simply do not want to turn it over to the government. We would end up 
with nothing. So, it behooves us to keep what we know strictly under wraps.”

“So, if I fully understand what you are all saying, there is in all likelihood, 
no commercial value to be realized from the tablet material, right?” asked Se-
bastian.

Each of the three physical scientists simply looked at the floor and nodded. 
“Your assessment is, at least for the time being, correct. We cannot see how we 
can exploit it. Given time, possibly, but in all likelihood, probably not; because 
the tablet material simply does not comply with what our science tells us. Let’s 
face it, this is alien material,” confessed Roger.

“I’m sorry to hear that. I had such great hopes for our little enterprise. I sup-
pose, from here on out, what we do, individually and collectively, is purely an 
academic exercise. Even so, the non-disclosure agreement we signed remains 
in effect. No one will publish or release information until we are all ready to go, 
agreed?” asked Sebastian.

Reluctantly, everyone agreed with Sebastian’s assessment.
Mara walked into the room carrying a tray of assorted chips and dips, and 

cheerily asked, “Is everyone ready for a snack? I have some cold beer as well.”
Roger, Raghbir, and Peter rose from their places on the sofa and, each began 

walking toward the coat closet and the door. The dejection they felt was trans-
lated into their posture and walk. They seemed to be dragging themselves out 
into the fall chill. They were not even speaking. No good lucks. No farewells.

Only Vladi, Burkhardt, and Ogelman remained, bent over the table talking 
animatedly among themselves. Sebastian just looked on, like the odd man out. 
It was his project and he seemed to have nothing to do with it. His project had 
gone from an anthropological investigation to one dealing with cosmological 
issues, time, space, and navigation. He felt lost and without a compass.
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Mara had witnessed the three scientists departure and she could see the sul-
len look on Sebastian’s face. ‘What’s going on?’ At the other extreme were the 
two women and the man huddled together. They appeared to be excited about 
something. ‘Why is one group full of gloom and doom, and the other excited?’ 
“Sebastian, what just went on here?”

“The physical scientists in our group just explained why they cannot do any-
thing with the tablet. In a nutshell, the tablet material does not behave or comply 
with our laws of science. We don’t know how to duplicate or replicate the mate-
rial which, if we could, could make us all filthy rich. On the other hand, Vladi 
and her astronomy group think they are onto something important but with no 
commercial value. And I feel like I’m standing out in the cold, all alone, with 
nothing to do. I thought I had found my academic ticket and, even before I got 
on the train, metaphorically speaking, my ticket got punched. It’s all out of my 
hands now.” Looking completely defeated, Sebastian began to make his way to 
his study, down the hall off the living room. 

“And what am I supposed to do with all this food?! What about the astrono-
mers?” asked Mara. 

Sebastian mumbled something like, “They’ll let themselves out,” and she 
heard the door to his study close.

Half an hour later, Vladi and her companions looked up from the diagrams 
and sketches they had created. Everyone else was gone, including Sebastian and 
Mara. The the kitchen was dark. They had been oblivious, consumed by the op-
portunities that their venture might hold for them. When they realized they were 
alone, they each packed up their materials, pulled their coats from the closet, 
and left quietly, pulling the door closed behind them. Vladi would get together 
with Sebastian later.
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Chapter 8

Serving them both coffee, Vladi began in a rush, “Sebastian, I am so glad 
you could make it. I am sorry for the other night. When Halvar, Alexis, and I 
finished talking, we found ourselves all alone. In fact, the lights in the living 
room were the only lights we saw on in the house. I wasn’t about to go roaming 
around uninvited, so we just packed up and went home. And, although I tried 
calling you at your office, either you were not in or not taking calls. So, I am 
glad you were available today to talk.

“In a way, the tables are turned. We – Alexis, Halvar, and I – need your help. 
We need to know what the case the tablet came in says. We think the explana-
tion for the tablet and its use are contained on the case. I remember your telling 
me, at one point, that the case was decorated with a large number of inscrip-
tions. The tablet contains a lot of information but we have no context within 
which to place it. We think the case probably can provide that context. Whoever 
created the tablet and the case, felt that the message of the tablet was important 
enough to keep safe. The case was its repository and it made it through the 
centuries, until you found it. It’s like you’ve handed us only two pieces of a 
500-piece puzzle. We have two pieces sitting on our table with no reference 
point and, therefore, we have no direction in which to go. The inscriptions on 
the case, even if they don’t tell us how to use or what the coordinates represent, 
may give us the starting point we so desperately need at this juncture. Can you 
translate the case?”

“I haven’t devoted any time to its translation. I thought everything we need-
ed was probably on the tablet. I suppose, that was a bit short-sighted.  I’ll get 
right on it. It will take a little time, four of the sides have what I would call 
proto-Mayan inscriptions, the portion I was able to decipher was the bottom, 
and it too was Mayan but not the most commonly known style. The fifth side is 
completely different from all the others. What I deciphered was enough to find 
the key. I haven’t even finished it. I’ll work on everything. If I don’t get going, 
I’ll be late for one of my graduate seminars. So, I’m off. I’ll keep in touch. If 
you find anything just let me know.” With that, he was on his way.
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•

Room 126 was a small classroom, just suited for most graduate seminars, 
with fewer than 25 students. It was cozy, in contrast to the larger undergraduate 
classrooms and lecture halls in the building.  Sebastian was the first to enter, 
although there were students milling around outside the door, congregating in 
small groups discussing, from what he had overheard, nothing to do with the 
Mayans. The class had been initially conceived as a much smaller introductory 
graduate-level course dealing with the cultural development of the Maya but, 
with the rising interest in the so-called Doomsday predictions surrounding the 
end of the Mayan calendar on December 21, 2012, the number of people sign-
ing up for the course seemed to swell. 

As the students settled themselves in their seats, moving the individual desks 
into a large semi-circle, Sebastian began organizing his notes. He was not going 
to lecture; this was a discussion course, based on reading assignments that had 
been given out the week before. Normally, Sebastian would begin the discus-
sion, unless someone had a specific question about the week’s reading assign-
ment. Today, however, Sebastian was still focused on his own research project 
and he knew he would need help if he were ever to accomplish the decipher-
ment of the stone case.

“Good morning. How are you all doing this fine fall day?” His up tempo 
greeting was met with a mixture of boredom to apathy, except for a couple of 
the older students in the class, who were always eager to participate, a quality 
not common to most first-year graduate students. “I have an announcement of 
sorts. I am beginning a small research project and I require an assistant with 
some linguistic skills. Would any of you be interested?”

One of the students asked, “What does it pay and what is the focus of the 
research?”

“From my perspective, the priorities of your questions are reversed.”
“What?” The student looked around to his classmates with a ‘What the hell 

is he talking about’ expression on his face.
“As a graduate student, you should not be asking how much it pays, as much 

as, how much can I learn? I fully realize that we are operating in the real world, 
but not everything should or needs to be equated with remuneration. Is not 
knowledge sufficient remuneration itself?”

The student, under his breath, and only loud enough for the students closest 
to  him to hear, said, “You’ve got to be kidding?” For those of whom were close 
by, they simply smiled and nodded their agreement.

“Let’s put it this way. The pay scale will, undoubtedly, be low and the work-
load high. Anyone interested?”

The hands of the two best students in the class were raised. One belonged to 
Brian Carter and the other belonged to Heli Langley. “If you two can meet me 
after class, I will give you further details of what I am working on and what I 
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would like you to do.” Both indicated that they would be available.
“Okay. Now back to our assigned topic: What most influenced the cultural 

evolution of the Mayan concept of family?” Brian was the first to comment . . .

•

As Sebastian hung his sports coat on the coat tree, Brian and Heli followed 
him into the office. “Please take a seat. I appreciate you both volunteering to 
assist me. The project I am involved with requires the translation of what I call 
proto-Mayan inscriptions. They were discovered this summer in the area around 
Tulum, Mexico. Are either of you linguistically inclined?”

Brian’s head bowed slightly. Heli, on the other hand, said, “I am passable in 
two languages, and I am studying Mayan-Spanish at home.”

“Brian, do you have anything to add?”
“No. Not really. I think, in this case, Heli is your best bet. Sorry.”
“Don’t be sorry. So languages are not your strong suit. In class you are do-

ing well. You don’t have to apologize. Everything comes with time. Thanks for 
coming in,” said Sebastian solicitously. Brian gathered this coat and books and 
exited but not before giving Heli a faint smile and wave goodbye.

“Heli. I was so surprised by your interest in my project. Are you and Brian 
friends?”

“He is very shy but we have gotten to know one another since class began 
and he is really a very bright guy. I was surprised when he volunteered to assist, 
to be very honest.”

“Do you believe I made the wrong choice in choosing you over Brian?” 
asked Sebastian.

“If we’re speaking candidly, no. However, Brian would make an excellent 
assistant. I am just not sure that translation work is his forté. Anything else, and 
he would be your man. He is dogged about what he does.”

“You are amazingly diplomatic, and I sincerely appreciate your analytical 
skills. I will keep Brian in mind for some other work. Thank you. Okay, back to 
business. You said you have been studying Mayan and Spanish. Exactly what 
have you done?

“I’ve read Michael Coe’s Breaking the Maya Code, his Reading the Maya 
Glyphs, and Maria Longhena’s Mayan Script: A Civilization and its Writing.”

“Very good. An excellent start. How comfortable are you with the glyphs?”
“I’m a very long way from fluency but, with more practice, I think I can be 

of help to you. I’d like to, at least, give it a try. I’m game, if you are.”
“Very well. Let me get copies of the case inscriptions.” He pulled a large set 

of rolled up photographs from his desk and began to unroll them in front of Heli. 
“What do you think?”

“These are similar to those I’ve seen but, at the same time, quite different. 
Can I take these home, so I can study them a bit more?” asked Heli.
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“Of course. That is why I brought them out. Take them home, study them, 
and, if you have any ideas on translating them, I would be open to any sugges-
tions. Right now, some other colleagues of mine are waiting patiently for me to 
get a translation to them ASAP. No rush . . .” Sebastian gave Heli a wry smile.

“That was a very nice touch – colleagues waiting patiently and no rush. I am 
assuming, you would have liked to have the translation, not yesterday, but two 
days ago, right?”

“More like three days ago.” 
“Under the circumstances, I suppose I had better get hopping. I’ll give you a 

buzz in a couple of days.”
“My couple of days or your couple of days?” asked Sebastian, this time with 

a broad smile plastered across his face.
“That would be MY couple of days,” answered Heli.
Two days later, Sebastian received a phone call from Heli. “Dr. Kaiserling, 

this is Heli.”
“I would recognize your voice anywhere. And, while I’m at it, I have to ad-

mit, you are a woman of your word. You said you would call in a couple of days, 
and here you are. Outside class, please feel free to call me Sebastian. Needless 
to say, you’re not the typical beginning grad student. We can dispense with the 
formalities. Remember, we’re working on this project together.”

“Okay, Sebastian, I have made some preliminary progress on decoding the 
bottom of the case. Since you have also worked on this text, I thought I would 
compare it with your findings to determine if I am on the right track. I will send 
you an email of my translation. Compare it with yours and let me know just 
how close we are to interpreting the inscriptions the same. Could you provide 
me with your email address?”

“It’s skaiserling.anthropology@UWM.edu. And, might I add, I am surprised 
by your speedy response. I had honestly believed your couple of days would be 
more like a couple of weeks.”

“I have to say, to get to where I am in the translation, there have been more 
work hours than sleep time. I will get the translation off to you in a few min-
utes.”

Half an hour later, Sebastian was downloading Heli’s message:

Sebastian, 

I believe that the bottom of the case is part of a type of epic poem. I believe 
there are 24 stanzas. I cannot recreate the cadence or meter of each stanza in 
English. I have finished about half of the stanzas, using Coe’s books as refer-
ences. There are some obvious deviations from Coe’s system but there is suf-
ficient similarity that I have made some progress. Here are my initial transla-
tions of the bottom of the case:
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1. My name is Itzamná. I am son of Kinich Ahau, husband of Ixchel, and 
father of the Bacabs and he who shall be known as Nahuatl or Quetzal-
coatl. 

2. I am the father of the Mayan people. I am the Creator.  

3. I have come from afar to teach my people the Way.  

4. My gifts to mankind shall include corn and rubber, the arts of drawing, 
carving, writing and language. 

5. I bestow upon you the knowledge of mathematics and time. 

6. I bestow upon you the knowledge of great buildings. 

7. The record of my journey is recorded on my tablet within my stone. 

8. The key to my travels shall dwell in the Round Temple, protected by my 
seal. 

9. My calendar will prepare you for the end of days. 

10. When the end of days has come I shall return to save you. 

11. You shall be my greatest creation, crafted with skill and love. 

12. You shall sacrifice in my name and there shall be none before me. 

13. You shall worship me in my temple.

If you have any questions concerning my translations, let me know. I sug-
gest that you confirm my translations by comparing your work with mine. 
Assuming your translations approximate mine, I will continue working on the 
inscriptions.

    Heli.

•

Sebastian could hardly believe what he was reading. He had studied and 
could read modern Mayan or Yucatec fairly easily but he had had a difficult 
time translating the glyphs inscribed on the bottom of the case. He had obtained 
some of the same information Heli had produced, and this had allowed him to 

77



The Return of the Mayan

locate the key in Coba, but her translations were much richer and more com-
plete than his initial efforts. She had a definite facility.

As he read her translations, some of the stanzas seemed to jump out at him. 
First, in Stanza 2, Itzamná claims to be the father of the Mayan people. Second, 
In Stanza 3, Itzamná says he had come from afar. Third, in Stanzas 4 through 
6, Itzamná claims he provided the Maya with a number of skills and sciences 
necessary for civilization. Fourth, Stanzas 7-8 stated that the tablet was a record 
of his journey to Earth. Fifth, the Mayan calendar would come to an end and 
upon that date, Itzamná would return to ‘save’ the Mayan people. ‘What is all 
that about?’ Sebastian asked himself.

‘I had better get a copy of this off to Vladi. She will be intrigued by Stanza 
7 -- The record of Itzamná’s  journey was contained on the tablet. It is like It-
zamná’s itinerary according to the inscriptions.’ The questions, now, is where 
did he come from and how did he get to Earth, nearly . . . . ‘What is the accepted 
date for the creation of the Maya calendar?’ He would have to look that up. He 
Googled ‘Mayan Calendar,’ rather than have to thumb through his references. 
He read, 

The Long Count calendar identifies a date by counting the number 
of days from the Mayan creation date 4 Ahaw, 8 Kumk’u (August 
11, 3114 BC in the proleptic Gregorian calendar or September 6 in 
the Julian calendar). 

‘That would mean that Itzamná, according to the Maya, themselves, had 
arrived on Earth more than 5,100 years ago! If Itzamná were the author of the 
inscriptions on the case and the tablet, and the dates were anywhere near accu-
rate, both were around 5,000 years old!’ He would definitely have to pass this 
information on to Vladi and her group.

Sebastian decided to forward Heli’s entire email to Vladi. She may find more 
than just Stanza 7 interesting or of use. He would also add his comments regard-
ing the date that Itzamná was supposed to have arrived and the Maya were cre-
ated. In an instant, the note was on its way to Vladi and her team.

•

Vladi opened her laptop and logged-on to her email account. She had several 
notes, only one of which genuinely attracted her attention. It was a forward 
from Sebastian. She opened the note and read. Attached to the end of Heli’s note 
were comments from Sebastian. ‘Holy crap! So, we have a tentative date for the 
tablet. It is much older than any of us had anticipated. I knew the inscriptions 
on the case would assist us put everything into context.’ She, in turn, forwarded 
Heli and Sebastian’s note to Halvar and Alexis. They were equally dumbfound-
ed by Heli and Sebastian’s findings.
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Halvar replied:

 When can we expect to hear more from Heli or Sebastian?

Vladi was still answering her other emails, when Halvar’s reply appeared in 
her Incase. She clicked on Halvar’s note and read it. Seconds later, she sent him 
a reply, with a CC (carbon copy) to Sebastian:

 I have no idea what their schedule is. I will check with Sebastian and get   
back to you, ASAP.

Upon receiving Vladi’s note, along with a copy of Halvar’s request, Sebas-
tian sent a note to Heli, with a CC to Vladi and Halvar:

Heli,

Do you have any idea how long it will take to complete the translations on 
the bottom of the case? I was very impressed with your work so far, as was 
Vladi’s group. We are all waiting in anticipation of your next installment.

Also, I agree with your suggestion that I tackle the translation as well. If we 
both come to the same conclusion, we can be better assured that your work is 
correct. I will get right on it.

Thanks.
   Sebastian.

 
•

Heli had just returned home from her last class of the day. Once she had fixed 
herself a cup of chicken broth – she had a slight head cold – she checked her 
email. There was a note from Sebastian, along with a series of forwarded notes 
from Vladi and Halvar. Heli’s first thought, upon seeing the list of forwards and 
replies was, ‘We sure have changed how we communicate with one another 
nowadays. What happened to a phone call? They were so much more personal 
than a series for notes and forwards. Oh well. The good old days. And now we 
Tweet, blog, and text. I guess it will never end. People today just cannot be out 
of touch, even for a moment!’

She sent a reply to Sebastian, with CCs to all the other parties involved:

Sebastian,

Just got home from classes. Will get right on the translations. If all goes 
well, I should have something for you by the day after tomorrow. 

79



The Return of the Mayan

Would you like me to send a copy of the translations directly to Vladi and 
her group, to save time?

    Heli.
Sebastian replied:

That would be very helpful. Again, thanks.

    Sebastian.

As Sebastian worked on reviewing the work that Heli had done on the trans-
lations, he had to admire her skill. He had worked on the very same passages 
when he was in Mexico. He had been able to decipher enough of the material 
to enable him to find the key piece for the tablet but, he also had to admit, he 
had either been unable to translate some passages or had misinterpreted many. 
It was only through blind luck that he had found the key. ‘Ironically,’ he thought 
to himself, ‘with or without the key, the tablet would have been an amazing 
find, all by itself.’ He also realized that he was beginning to rationalize. He had 
to accept the fact that, it could be that he was weakest link in the research team 
he had put together. Thus far, his only contributions were restricted to the ac-
tual finding of the tablet and key, and all the credit for finding the tablet should 
really go to Manolo, not him. Finally, to assuage some of his own self-doubt, 
he credited himself with having put together a great research team. He then 
remembered two quotes. One was a Japanese proverb:

 All of us are smarter than one of us. 

The other was by the English social thinker, John Ruskin,
 

Every great man is always being helped by everybody; for his gift 
is to get good out of all things and all persons.

Somehow, these made him feel better.
Heli, in the meantime, was hard at work on the last of the 24 stanzas on the 

bottom of the case. So far, she had made progress on five more stanzas:

14  .I shall sit upon my throne atop Nohoch Mul. 

15.  I shall call Coba my home and the round temple my dwelling.
 
16.  In my dwelling is the key to my past and shall be signified by my im-

print:
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 17.  My offspring shall inhabit the green sea that surrounds my throne and 
shall enjoy its riches.

18.  When my work here is complete, I shall return to Zetutxtil, from whence 
I come.

Heli could not keep her time line. The meaning of the final six stanzas proved 
more difficult to translate than she had originally estimated. It took her a full 
two days more to finish up the last of the stanzas. According to Heli, the last 
six stanzas were more like, for lack of any other way to describe them, the Ten 
Commandments:

19.  One in thirteen days shall you honor me. 

20.  You shall vanquish my foes in my name. 

21.  As I am sacred to you, so shall the family be. 

22.  Maintain my calendar. It will serve you. 

23.  Your sacrifices in my name shall bring you great reward. 

24.  Treat your fellows well, as they shall treat you in return.

Once she had completed her translations and checked them, she sent her 
findings off simultaneously to Sebastian and the members of Vladi’s group. 
She hoped that they would prove useful. As she worked, she was struck by the 
complexity of Mayan social order and the importance of the calendar and the 
apparent Mayan preoccupation with time. Equally significant was that, at least 
from the inscriptions she had worked on, Mayan mythology, if you could call 
it that, seemed to point to a social, cultural, and scientific intervention of some 
kind. It was as if, there was a blossoming of Mayan culture, arts, and sciences 
and, if the inscriptions were to be believed, they were all attributable to the 
god Itzamná. Who or what was he? Where did he come from? He promised to 
return. If the New Agers were right, the End of Days was close at hand. Ac-
cording to them, the calendar would end on December 21, 2012, a day they 
were calling Doomsday. However, if the inscriptions were to be believed, on 
that date, Itzamná was scheduled to return. ‘A Maya Messiah?’ She rather liked 
the alliteration. It had a nice ring to it. ‘I guess everyone will have to wait and 
see just who was right. No matter who is right, until then, I have work to do.’ 
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•

For the next few days Heli caught up on her studies, which she had pushed 
aside to make time for Sebastian’s translation project. That completed, she 
could also spend some quiet time with William, who always seemed to support 
everything she did but, at the same time, she felt she had been neglecting him. 
The enthusiasm she exhibited while working on the translations was great to 
see, and it made him even happier that she had chosen anthropology. She was 
happy, involved and, equally important, she was proud of herself. She felt she 
had truly found her niche. She was making a difference and contributing to what 
she believed was something of importance.

Sebastian was elated by the work Heli had done. She had filled in many of 
the blanks that his translations had left. She had a real gift for Mayan transla-
tion. He would test her skills further with the remaining five sides of the case. 
He had not been able to even begin making sense of those inscriptions. Even 
though they seemed similar to Mayan hieroglyphics he was scholar enough to 
admit he had no clue as to what they might say. He would ask Heli to give them 
a try.

He called her. “Heli, first off, I want to thank and congratulate you on the 
work you did with the translations. As much as I hate to admit it, linguistics has 
never been my strong suit. I suppose I am, and always will be, the one who digs 
stuff up. I’m, in the purest sense of the term, an archeologist. I am finding that, 
lacking a linguistic aptitude puts me at a real disadvantage, especially when 
it comes to the Maya. Had I chosen to focus on a non-literate group, I would 
probably have been better off. Unlike you, it is too late in my career to turn back 
and start over. So, again, I applaud your academic fortitude. I would not have 
been able to change majors, when I was already working on my dissertation. 
Personally, I think you have made the right choice. Whether you realize it, you 
have a linguistic gift. You have a gift that will definitely take you places. Now, 
on to another topic.

“We never discussed how or how much you would receive for the work you 
do. I will be candid with you, I cannot pay you what you have shown you are 
worth. Your work has been amazing. What would you consider fair compensa-
tion?”

“I appreciate your kind words but I did not take on the translations with an 
eye to getting paid. I did it for the challenge and the opportunity to learn and 
contribute. So, save your money for other things. You see, William and I are 
fortunate in that we receive private stipends that are sufficient for our needs. In 
fact, William donates most of his salary to a variety of charities and a founda-
tion we run.”

“He what?! You run a foundation?!”
“I can’t go into the details but yes, he gives most of his salary to charity. We 

were fortunate enough to have run into a venture while working in Germany 
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and we live off the proceeds of that venture. We run a foundation we created in 
Germany to fund what we believe to be promising academic research. Some of 
our friends manage the foundation, while we are away. Then, once or twice a 
year, we return to help make funding decisions. It doesn’t take up much of our 
time and it helps graduate students who need financial assistance to get their 
degrees completed,” said Heli, a little embarrassed.

“If I might be so bold, why on Earth are you working on a degree that will 
take so much of your time and energy, when you could be doing other things?”

Heli responded, rather matter-of-factly, “William and I see ourselves, first 
and foremost, as academics. We love what we do, we want to contribute, and 
we love the lifestyle that comes with it. The stipends simply make what we do 
that much easier and they give us flexibility. Does that, more or less, answer 
your questions?”

Sebastian was taken aback. ‘They are academics because they like the pres-
sures associated with being an academic? They want to contribute? Everyone 
else does it because it’s the type of living they are caught up in. Unbelievable!’ 
“Well, I supposed, under the circumstances, yes, it does answer my questions. 
However, I have another?”

“What is it?”
“Would you consider working on the translation of the remaining sides of the 

case? Up front, I am at a complete loss,” confessed Sebastian.
“I’d be glad to. However, I will have to prioritize my time a bit better. I 

kind of robbed Peter to pay Paul while working on the earlier translations. I 
neglected my studies to give time to the translations. I will be able to work on 
the translations only as time permits. I hope you understand?”

“To be candid, beggars cannot be choosers. You work on the translations as 
much or as little as your wish,” said Sebastian.

“There is one thing I would like as compensation, for anything I do on the 
translations.”

“And that would be?”
“All I ask is academic credit for my work. Should you, or the others, make 

use of my translations, I would like to be cited and, if warranted, I would like 
authorship rights. Is any of that a problem?” asked Heli.

Sebastian was amazed. This woman negotiated like a pro. All she wanted 
was credit for her efforts. How in the world could he deny giving her what she 
had already earned? “I have absolutely no problem with your request. In fact, 
I would deem it a privilege to have you as a co-author. At this point, I foresee 
a long and mutually beneficial relationship being formed. I might suggest that 
we get your degree out of the way as soon as possible. And I don’t foresee any 
problem with that happening. In fact, your work on the translations, so far, 
could easily constitute the core of your future dissertation. Think about it.”

Sebastian’s comments brought a huge smile to Heli’s face and her heart felt 
like it was ready to burst with pride and satisfaction. “I think you could be right. 
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I hadn’t even thought about using the translations as part of my own personal 
research. Thank you. Thank you.” She could hardly control herself. She wanted 
to let William know her good fortune. Then she thought, just like William, who 
had fallen into his dissertation topic, she had fallen into hers as well. Lightening 
can strike twice!

•

Vladi was home early for the first time all week. She was tired, hungry, and 
just wanted to have dinner and relax. She might even take in some mindless 
TV for a change. Anything to forget about upcoming midterm exams. As much 
as she hated coming up with the exams for each of her classes, the thought of 
having to grade them was even more onerous. She would begin preparing the 
exams tomorrow. For now, it was an R&R evening and much deserved. She re-
trieved a microwave dinner from her freezer and popped it into the microwave, 
setting it for 5 minutes and 30 seconds, just as the instructions printed on the 
package said. In a few minutes she was sitting at her eat-in kitchen table, glass 
of wine and a hot TV dinner. She looked down at the Salisbury steak, mashed 
potatoes, nibblets corn, and dessert. ‘Yum. Yum. And I went to five years of grad 
school so I could eat TV dinners alone every night? Unbelievable.’

After dinner she sat on her sofa, placed her laptop on her lap, plugged in her 
Wi-Fi antenna and pulled up her email account. She had two new emails. One 
was from Heli. ‘At last.’ She opened the note. She read the last of the 24 stanza’s 
from the bottom of the tablet’s case. Item 18 caught her attention -- When my 
work here is complete, I shall return to Zetutxtil, from whence I came. Vladi 
needed some additional information. Was Zetutxtil the mythical home of the 
gods, like Olympus, or was it a reference to a specific place, either on Earth, or 
as she hoped, off-world? She would ask Heli and Sebastian if they knew any-
thing about Zetutxtil.

Dear Heli,

Thank you for sending the last of your translations from the case. I am par-
ticularly interested in stanza 17, where it says that Itzamná is from Zetutxtil.

Do you know if Zetutxtil is similar to Olympus, the fictional home of the 
gods, is it a known place on Earth, or could it be the name of the planet that 
Itzamná came from?

If you have any information, whatsoever, on Zetutxtil, please let me know 
ASAP.

Thanks,
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   Vladi.
Heli replied first:

Vladi,

To the best of my knowledge, it is a fictional place. However, before I stick 
my neck out I would like to determine whether or not is was mythical, fiction-
al, or a real place.

I will look into it tomorrow.

  Heli.

Sebastian received the same note. His response was essentially the same as 
Heli’s, however he knew that Zetutxtil was not the mythological home of the 
Mayan gods, and this he communicated to Vladi, with a copy to Heli, just to 
save her time searching for it. Sebastian also let Vladi know that, until Heli was 
able to decipher the inscriptions on the rest of the case, they were pretty much 
dead in the water.

Now, it seemed that everyone would have to wait for more information from 
Heli. Sebastian’s note only served to put pressure on Heli, even though that was 
not Sebastian’s conscious objective. From his point of view, he was only stating 
the obvious.

The second email was from the operations manager of the Mathematics Re-
search Center – the headquarters for advanced computational research. Vladi 
had applied for a grant for graphic computational and analysis time on the sys-
tem’s mainframe super computer. The operations manager indicated that her 
application had been approved and she could begin her research at any time. 
She need only stop by his office to pick up her account number and password 
for the one-hour free grant. She felt that one hour on the mainframe would be 
more than enough to complete her preliminary analyses.

She immediately dashed off a note to Sebastian:

Sebastian,

I applied for and have been granted time on the MRC’s mainframe. Al-
though we believe we know what the tablet glyphs represent, I am going to run 
a graphic cryptographic analysis of the tablet. I have been granted one hour 
of free computational time. This should be more than enough to either confirm 
or refute our findings so far.

I will advise you of our findings after we have completed our data runs.
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Also, I have received Heli’s last translations. She has done an excellent 
job. Part of my analyses will include a search for Zetutxtil, just in case it does 
exist within the system’s database. I may also set the database search to extend 
to all known data bases outside our system. That search should take no time 
since we are being specific in our search parameters.

Take care,
  Vladi.

Her work done, Vladi settled in for some mindless TV watching – So You 
Think You Can Dance and some Daily Planet – then to bed early. The thought 
of going to bed early was especially attractive. Her week, so far, had been ex-
hausting.
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Chapter 9

As soon as Vladi received the account number and temporary password for 
the computer time grant, she organized the data for input to the school’s main-
frame. Essentially, all she had to do was provide graphic representations of each 
of the 46 sets of ‘coordinates’ as she now preferred to call them. If they were not 
coordinates, she had no idea what to call them. Both Alexis and Halvar had par-
ticipated in the preparation of the data and the fine tuning of a program of their 
own design, which they would use in addition to the mainframe’s own crypto-
graphic analysis programs. Initially, they were using what they called a ‘shot-
gun’ analysis – allowing every cryptographic program within the mainframe to 
try to solve their problem. The program that they had designed would analyze 
the coordinates themselves, in the hopes that some of the symbols would cor-
respond with known spatial reference points.

There was an input bottleneck and their project was put in an input queue, 
which increased Vladi’s anxiety. The operations manager let them know that an 
email notice of completion could be automatically generated and sent to Vladi 
at the end of processing.  It would be, until the processing was completed, busi-
ness as usual but each knew that it would not. 

Unknown to Vladi, Halvar, or Alexis, the MRC automatically ran a clan-
destine indexing program. The program was initially designed to locate and 
identify potential terrorist use of any computer that was either constructed or 
operated using federal funding from the National Security Agency (NSA), Na-
tional Science Foundation, Department of Defense (DoD), or NIH (National 
Institutes of Health), or any of the hundreds of other federal agencies – and most 
universities obtained such funding as a matter of course. Essentially, this index-
ing program allowed the federal government to access almost every public, and 
many private computer systems. Because of the program, Vladi’s cryptographic 
analysis project was reported to both the NSA and the DoD computers, which, 
in turn, prompted a red flag, one among millions that popped up every day.

The red flag resulted from the use of the mainframe’s cryptographic pro-
grams, but the program also was designed to ‘kick out’ the use of unfamiliar 
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non-typical words. The term ‘Zetutxtil’ fell within the taxonomy of the indexing 
program. The combination of cryptographic programs and Zetutxtil only served 
to increase the alert level within the program. Within hours, the alert appeared 
on the desk of NSA analyst, Colin Timberlake, among two thousand other such 
alerts. It was Colin’s responsibility to filter through such alerts and determine 
the action to be taken. Most ended up going through the shredder but, occasion-
ally, something would catch his attention. The word ‘Zetutxtil’ was an attention-
getter for Colin. He assigned the alert to the investigation branch. It would be 
there that someone would look into the importance of the alert and report back 
to a department supervisor if anything ‘of interest’ was found. It was not a top 
priority but, eventually, it would require agents being assigned to investigate. 
For now, it was enough that Zetutxtil was ‘in the system.’

•

When William came down, Heli was sitting at the kitchen table in the break-
fast nook. The early morning sun’s rays were streaming through the stained glass 
portions of the kitchen window. As the remaining leaves on the trees fluttered 
in the fall breeze, the light coming through the beveled glass twinkled red, blue, 
and green. Heli was oblivious to the colors that danced around her. Her head 
resting in her hands, elbows on the table, she was just staring at a large printout 
of a photo. Her concentration was so intense that she did not even notice Wil-
liam as he leaned over her shoulder to take a closer look at the photo. The photo 
image looked like a rectangle covered with a jumble of cartoon characters. He 
knew they had to do with the Maya but, beyond that, he was completely in the 
dark. Heli had been consumed with the photos since Sebastian had given them 
to her, more than two weeks ago. To William she looked beyond tired, on the 
verge of exhaustion. “What time did you get up this morning?” asked William.

His question seemed to break the spell that the photo held over her. “What 
did you say?”

“I said, what time did you get up? Or maybe I should be asking, did you ever 
get to bed last night? The last thing I remember is you yelling to me that you 
were on your way up. I must have fallen asleep shortly after that. I don’t seem to 
remember you actually getting into bed, and I usually wake up when you come 
to bed after me.”

“I didn’t make it. I’ve been here all night trying to figure out these damn 
glyphs. By comparison, the other stuff I worked on was simple. These just make 
no sense. There is something fundamentally wrong and I can’t figure out what 
it is.” Heli’s tone carried with it a sense of desperation.

“Is there anything I can do to help?” William was genuinely concerned for 
her. Heli was getting little to no sleep and she was becoming obsessive about the 
glyphs she was studying. “Don’t you have a class this morning?”

“Oh, Crap! I forgot all about it. Can you give me a lift to class after I take a 
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quick shower? Pleeease?”
“Of course. You’ll have to step on it if you want to get there on time.” Fifteen 

minutes later, Heli came bounding down the stairs. Her clothes were sticking 
to her still damp body, and this made her appear rumpled. Her hair was still 
damp. She had no makeup on, although she rarely ever wore much more than 
the least hint of eye shadow and lip gloss. But even after her shower, she still 
looked haggard. She grabbed her book bag that contained her class notes and 
some articles she had photocopied at the library. ‘Fortunately, today is only a 
recitation dealing with field techniques. There isn’t much I really need to take 
with me.’ “I guess I’m ready to go.” William took his last sip of coffee and led 
the way to the car.

Heli was normally full of energy and very talkative when they went any-
where but today, she sat quietly and pensively in the passenger’s seat, just star-
ing out the window. William was becoming concerned. This was not like her. 
“What’s the matter, sweetie?” asked William.

“Oh, it’s the damn translation work I agreed to do for Sebastian. I figured out 
the first side of the case very quickly but that was in a script that was very simi-
lar to classical Mayan glyphs. The rest of the case is covered in either a style 
or language that is not like the first side. I seem to be butting my head against 
a brick wall. I’m not getting anywhere with it. And I know Sebastian and the 
others are counting on me. I don’t want to let them down.”

“I can’t tell you what to do but, if it were me, I’d take a break. Do something 
completely different and just forget about it for a while. If you take a break, you 
will come back with your energy renewed and, possibly, a new perspective,” 
said William. “The alternative is to just tell Sebastian you can’t do it.” As soon 
as he had uttered the words, he knew he should not have made the suggestion. 
Heli  turned in his direction and was glaring at him.

As they pulled up in front of the social sciences building, Heli said, “That 
first comment was a good idea, but the second . . . . “I can’t tell him I can’t do it.” 
Just hearing the words coming out of her own mouth seemed to calm her. In a 
tone that surprised William, Heli said, “Thanks for the lift. I’ll see you at home.” 
She kissed him and leapt from the car and began jogging up the steps toward 
the building entrance. Once she had crested the first flight of stairs, she stopped 
and gave William a smile and wave. Then she was gone. William thought as he 
began to pull away, “She’s like Jekyll and Hyde. She needs some rest.”

She had missed the field techniques lecture earlier in the week. She had been 
working on the translations. She hoped the recitation would give her, at least an 
idea of what the lecture had been about. Normally, the recitations were boring 
but today she was more attentive. The discussion gradually got to the Rosetta 
Stone, an Egyptian stele with carved text made up of three translations of a 
single passage – Egyptian hieroglyphics, Egyptian Demotic script, and Greek. 
It advanced the decipherment of hieroglyphic writing in 1822 by the British 
scientist Thomas Young and the French scholar Jean-François Champollion. 
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For a while, she was simply taking in the information that was being dis-
cussed, then, in the middle of class she said, out loud for everyone to hear, 
“That’s it!” Everyone turned in her direction, with grins on their faces. They 
were amused by her exclamation. All the attention was an embarrassment for 
her. However, a glimmer of insight had left its mark on her. ‘What if the bottom 
inscriptions are repeated on one of the other sides? If I can find that other side, 
I should be able to translate the remaining sides.’ She now could hardly wait for 
class to be over. She had work to do! Finally, the hour-long recitation was over. 

Normally she would have walked home. She enjoyed the fall weather, the 
rustle of dry, brightly colored leaves, and the gentle cool, yet not cold, breezes 
that blew across the campus from the lake. Like a small child, she enjoyed kick-
ing her way through the piles of leaves that accumulated on the sidewalk and 
along the edge of the street. Today, however, she wanted to get home as quickly 
as possible. She hailed the only cab in sight. 

Once home, she called William. “William, I’ve had an epiphany! Or, I hope 
I have. What I have to do now is find it!”

“What?”
“I’m hoping that, like the Rosetta Stone, the message I was able to translate, 

on the bottom of the case, is repeated in the text I cannot decipher. If I can find 
it, I should be able to figure out the rest of the messages on the case. What do 
you think?” asked Heli.

“You sound terrific, energized. I hope you’re right. I’ll see you tonight.”
Heli hardly heard William’s last words. She was already in the process of 

hanging up the phone. Her only response was, “Okay.” She had work to do! 
‘Now, if I were a calligrapher, where would I put the most important message? 
On the lid of the case! And I would ‘hide’ the key to the rest of the inscriptions 
on the least likely face, opposite the original message, the bottom! It seemed 
so simple. For most people, the bottom would never be seen. The case would 
normally rest on it. It would be hidden, more or less, in plain sight. Actually, 
quite ingenious.’

As she stared at the photo of the top of the case, she realized, she might have 
the key to the translation of the case’s inscriptions but she had no idea how she 
could make the transition between them. So close but yet so far. ‘What do I have 
that is unique in my original translations? Names. In all likelihood, names will 
not change between the versions. What do I have to work with: Itzamná, Ki-
nich Ahau, Ixchel, Bacabs, Nahuatl, Quetzalcoatl, Coba, and Zetutxtil? If I can 
identify these, I would know what is said about them and I can fill in between. 
Also, the order will, in all likelihood, be the same between versions. She began 
searching for each of the names within the stanzas or sentences on the lid. For 
two days, she only took breaks for meals and as little sleep as she could man-
age. Finally, she discovered a symbol that she believed to be the name Itzamná. 
It was then that she began to realize that the script was word or syllabically 
organized. Once that had been realized, the translation became somewhat easier 
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– not easy but easier.
Heli wanted to share her progress with Sebastian:

Sebastian,

I am sorry I have taken so long to get back to you but, until recently, I had 
made little to no progress on the translations of the other sides of the case. 

Recently, I believe I have uncovered the method I will need to translate the 
top and sides of the case. The bottom is written in a form of classical Mayan. I 
believe that the message on the bottom is identical to that written on the lid of 
the case, the top. It is a kind of Rosetta Stone. 

Unlike Mayan, which is usually written in blocks arranged in columns 
two blocks wide, and are read left to right, top to bottom. The inscriptions on 
the top and sides of the case are written horizontally in lines, and read left to 
right. There are no apparent punctuation marks denoting the end of sentences 
or ideas, unless I am missing them at this point. 

Also, unlike Mayan, which is entirely logosyllabic, the language on the lid 
and sides is word based. By this, I mean that each of the characters is a word, 
consisting of nouns, pronouns, and verbs, etc., that are inflected and modified 
all in one glyph. The message on the lid and sides is textual.

The language on the lid and sides of the case is not a derivative of any 
original Mesoamerican language or script. From the literature, the Olmec 
system of writing seems to be the earliest know form of pictographic writing in 
Mexico or Central and South America, based on the discovery of the Cascajal 
block in the village of Lomas de Tacamichapa in the Veracruz lowlands, in 
the late 1990s. An evaluation of the block was published two years ago by 
Martínez in Science. This appears to be a horizontally oriented pictographic 
system but there is no real evidence suggesting an overall organization to the 
block. The sequences appear to be conceived as independent units of infor-
mation. All other known Mesoamerican scripts typically use vertical rows, 
normally read top to bottom in a columnar manner.

The language on the case has no connection with any of the early lan-
guages or writing systems of Mesoamerica. Put another way, it is pretty much 
agreed that logographic writing preceded full blown texts and syllabic writing.

One of the sides is also completely different than the other three sides. I am 
not sure of the sequence yet but I believe the three sides represent transitional 
phases in whatever language is being used. The final side, the most different, 
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I believe, is the culmination of the language’s evolution. The sides are, essen-
tially, the author’s attempt to take the reader gradually through the evolution 
of the language.

Theoretically, the language on the case should not exist. It has no ante-
cedents, and from all indications, it has no decedents or derivatives. It seems 
to stand alone. Likewise, it does not match or conform to any other known 
language or system of writing. Like the tablet script, I believe the language is 
not native to Earth.

I would submit that the inscription on the bottom was created much later 
than those on the lid and sides, possibly by many centuries.

I will need a few more days to complete my translation of the lid, which 
contains more text than that contained on the bottom. 

     Heli.

Sebastian did not receive Heli’s message until the next morning. As he read, 
he could hardly believe it. She had done it! The translation of the case’s text was 
within reach. The true test would come with the translation of the rest of the 
lid and the sides. Just how much information might they contain was anyone’s 
guess. 

•

As Vladi routinely checked her emails after returning from her first lecture 
class of the day, she saw she had a notice from the MRC. Her project had been 
completed. She sped to the computer center and, after signing for the printed 
documentation, she returned to her office to look it over. 

When she opened the envelope containing the report she was surprised by 
its contents, only two single sheets of paper. The first listed seven crypto pro-
grams that had been executed, examining the inputted data. For each the only 
notation was “Insufficient data for analysis. Language unknown.” The second 
sheet contained the findings of the program that Vladi and her group had created 
to analyze the data and correlate them against known reference points, and the 
analysis for known languages and the word Zetutxtil. The report simply read: 
“No correlations found. Zetutxtil unknown, and coordinates unknown.”

In the back of her mind, she had anticipated the findings but, at the same 
time, she had held out hope that somehow the programs, especially the one she 
and her group had fabricated, would have come up with something. They were 
back at square one. She found the idea of being back at square one amusing, in 
light of the arrangement of the symbols on the tablet. There was one positive 
to the exercise – it had not disproved their hypothesis that the symbols on the 
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tablet represented space coordinates. It was not a resounding success but, at the 
same time, it had not been a resounding denunciation of their theory. There still 
was hope.

As she prepared a note to be sent to Alexis and Halvar, she received a copy 
of Heli’s note to Sebastian. After advising her associates of the findings of the 
computer analyses, attaching copies of the reports, she read Heli’s note. ‘Damn! 
This girl is good.’ She felt a twinge of envy and excitement over Heli’s success 
and what she might find when she completed the translation of all the case’s 
sides. In fact, she felt herself becoming anxious over the prospects of what Heli 
might be able to tell them. Vladi sent off a note of congratulations to Heli. She 
knew that Heli could, probably, use all the support she could get. She had an 
unenviable task before her. Whether Heli realized it or not, the fate of the entire 
project rested on her shoulders.

•

It took Heli another week to complete the translation of the lid. It was pains-
taking work but, even so, it was exciting and, as hard as it was for her to admit, 
it was fun. The translation had taken a bit longer than it might otherwise have, 
due to her felt need to attend classes and still have some time for William. She 
realized that, of all her supporters, William was the most ardent and, if for no 
other reason, she wanted to show him she valued him and his support. As long 
as she felt she was making progress on the translations, she did not feel guilty 
stealing away from time to time to be with him. 

In a note to Sebastian and the rest of the group, Heli paraphrased the remain-
ing portion of the lid inscription. 

Sebastian,

Rather than trouble you with the verbatim translation of the lid, I will pro-
vide a brief synopsis. I will provide each of you with a hardcopy of the entire 
translation in a few days. I have to make some small editorial corrections, 
here and there. The lid, because it is a second generation version of the text on 
the bottom, consists of two parts. The first part is a repeat of the bottom’s mes-
sage. The second part is all new. For now, here is what I have:

Itzamná is/was an explorer and ‘scientist’ from Zetutxtil. He accidentally 
arrived on Earth and found himself among a tribal people, much less socially 
and technologically developed than his own. The people treated him like a 
god, and he used that position to help them. On his first visit, he provided them 
with the tools to initiate a system of writing. He introduced them to a way to 
codify the past and present, keeping track of events, combining writing and 
timekeeping, in the form of an annotated calendar. He introduced them to a 
system of counting, or mathematics, which included the concept of zero, and 
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a method of recording complex computations. He showed them the value of 
observing the heavens and medicine, including surgery and the medicinal use 
of plant products. He introduced them to a number of agricultural practices, 
including the terracing of fields, irrigation, and the use of corn and cocoa. He 
also showed them how to construct ‘mountains’ [I assume he is referring to 
the construction of pyramids. and for lack of a better phrase, urban planning].

Toward the end of the lid’s inscription, it mentions that Itzamná returned 
home and came back with a case of pink stone, after which he left with the 
promise to return at the ‘end of days.’ [It is not clear what the end of days 
meant, precisely. It is unclear how long Itzamná remained on Earth during 
his ‘stays.’ To accomplish what he is supposed to have done, each stay had to 
have been for a significant period of time.].

That’s it so far. As I get more translated, I will forward both my synopses 
and a full hardcopy of the translations to each of you.

Once I have completed the translations, we should have another linguist 
verify my work. I can show him what I have done and let him confirm or deny 
the accuracy of my translations.

Take care,
   Heli.

•

Sebastian was mesmerized by Heli’s translation. If it were all true and she 
had not made a mistake, it would set Mesoamerican archeology, history, an-
thropology, and sociology on its ear. It explained the abrupt transition from 
tribal social orders to complex urban social structures, the increases in the 
biomass available to the people, the building of cities, and what had been 
thought of as the independent rise of writing, astronomy, and complex math-
ematics. It also confirmed, or loaned some credence to von Däniken’s claim 
that intelligent extraterrestrial life exists and these beings have visited Earth 
in the past. It would also tend to bolster his argument that human evolution 
was influenced, if not outright manipulated by these extraterrestrial interven-
tions. If even a half of what von Däniken professed were found to be true, 
many eminent scientists and scholars would be eating crow. Sebastian found 
that image rather delightful. He began to chuckle to himself. Then, he lost all 
control and began to laugh out loud. Mara came running from her work room 
to see what was going on. Normally Sebastian was a poster child for control 
and decorum. He was almost falling off his chair, laughing so hard. Mara sim-
ply looked on in bewilderment but, without a word, she returned to her work, 
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shaking her head. Sebastian’s behavior was utterly incomprehensible to her. 
‘Since his return from Mexico, he has been acting more strangely than ever.’ 
Once he composed himself, he dashed off a note to Heli:

Heli,

I cannot convey to you my pleasure and the pride I have for you. You have 
exceeded all my expectations. Without a doubt, even if you were not to trans-
late another syllable, word, or sentence from the case, you have completed 
your doctoral program. All you will need to do is actually write your disserta-
tion. 

I think even if the physical scientists in the group are unable to say defini-
tively that the tablet is of extraterrestrial origin, and I find it difficult to believe 
anyone could deny it (but some obviously will); you can point to the unique-
ness of the tablet as corroboration for your claims. 

My comments, however, are not intended to sway you from completing the 
translations. Far from it. We are all looking forward to the ‘rest of the story,’ 
as Paul Harvey used to say.

Further, once you have completed your translations, I agree with your sug-
gestion that an independent linguist be brought in to verify your translations. 
It is refreshing to see such confidence and willingness to subject yourself to 
scrutiny. That is the true test of a true academic. 

I am so proud of you.

    Sebastian.

•

When William arrived home, Heli greeted him at the door. She held a page 
in her hand. “William, you have to read this. I am sooo proud.” She was radi-
ant. William loved seeing her this way. She handed Sebastian’s note to him. He 
read it but was distracted by the pride and satisfaction that shone in Heli’s eyes. 

“Unbelievable! You enroll in their PhD program and, within your first se-
mester, you’ve taken an entirely new major, gotten yourself an advisor, and 
you have your dissertation topic all but completed. That is so fantastic! You are 
the superwoman I met and fell in love with in Berlin. I am so proud of you. To 
celebrate, would you like to go out to dinner tonight?”

“If that’s an offer to be alone with you, my answer is yes,” responded Heli.
“Let’s clean up, get dressed, and we can be off to whatever restaurant you’d 
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like. Your choice. Where would you like to go?”
“What if I think about the restaurant while we shower together?”
“You know what happens when we take a shower together. We usually don’t 

even get out of the house.” William feigned a groan.
“Would that be so bad?” asked Heli with a grin on her face. Without another 

word, she started up the stairs, dropping clothes as she went.
William watched her until she reached the top of the stairs and disappeared. 

Then, he looked in the mirror, shrugged his shoulders and said to himself, “That 
might not be all bad.” A second later, he was bounding up the stairs after her. 
He caught her in the bathroom and kissed her passionately. It had been a long 
time since they both had felt so free and uninhibited. It felt a lot like old times. 
It felt wonderful.

•

A second alert arrived on Colin Timberlake’s desk, concerning a crypto 
analysis run at the University of Wisconsin. This time, the alert referenced ‘no 
known language,’ ‘Zetutxtil unknown,’ and ‘coordinates unknown.’ Colin re-
trieved his earlier referral to the investigations branch and upgraded its impor-
tance to a Class 3 priority, in the system’s 1 to 10 scale, with one representing 
a need for an immediate investigation for national defense reasons. ‘That will 
get their attention.’

•

Two days later, NSA agents, Randall Eckersley and Edward Dinsmore, were 
on a flight to Madison, Wisconsin. Their first stop was the MRC. There they 
encountered little resistance from Mike Matthews, the MRC’s operations man-
ager. He readily handed over information on Vladi’s request for computer time 
and her research project. Mike also provided Vladi’s office address and even 
gave the agents directions, without hesitation.

Twenty minutes later, the agents were stationed outside Vladi’s door. While 
Eckersley waited, Dinsmore visited the Math Department’s office and inquired 
about Vladi’s class schedule and office hours. Mary Williams, the department 
receptionist, wrote down Valdi’s schedule and even provided her home address 
and phone number. Dinsmore thought, ‘If nothing else, the folks in Wisconsin 
are cooperative.’ He returned to Vladi’s office. “According to her schedule, she 
should be back for office hours in about an hour. Do we want to just cool our 
heels here until then, or should we go get a bit to eat. I haven’t eaten since we 
left National this morning. What say you?”

“Fine with me. Let’s go.”
•

Just as the elevator doors began to close, a tall, exceptionally good looking 
blonde slithered between the doors as they closed. She looked at the floor selec-
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tion panel and retracted the hand she had instinctively extended to push the third 
floor button. It had been pressed already. She gave the two men at the back of 
the elevator a quick glance. It was cool but she saw no need for London Fog-
styled raincoats. ‘Oh well.’

When the doors opened she exited and turned toward her office halfway 
down the hall. The two men followed her at a respectful distance. Dinsmore 
leaned over to Eckersley and whispered, “That’s a nice ass.” 

“We don’t have time for that now. We’ve got work to do.”
When Vladi retrieved her office key from her pocket and inserted it into the 

door lock, both men were surprised. ‘That’s Dr. Vassilieva!?’ They approached 
Vladi, showing their NSA identifications. “Dr. Vladimirovna Vassilieva?” Din-
smore stumbled through both names. 

“Nice try. That’s Vladimirovna Vassilieva.” She emphasized each syllable 
and its pronunciation. “How can I help you two gentlemen?” 

“It has come to our attention that you are running cryptographic and coordi-
nate programs on the university’s computer. We would like to talk to you about 
your project,” said Eckersley.

“I may have but what interest is it of yours?” inquired Vladi, growing an-
noyed. “And how do you know about my research?”

“It is unimportant how we know, we just know.”
“I’m sorry guys but that just isn’t a good enough explanation. Again, how do 

you know about my research? I’m not going to give you any information until 
you answer my questions?”

“I’m afraid that is not how the game is going to go down, ma’am. Our sourc-
es are confidential.”

“And so is my research. Again, how do you know about my research?” With 
each breath, her statements and questions became more and more emphatic.

“We are not at liberty to divulge that information,” said Dinsmore, defen-
sively.

Parroting Dinsmore’s statement, “Well, until you do, I’m not at liberty to 
answer a single one of your questions. Now get out of my office or I’m calling 
campus security!”

“Okay, before this all gets out of hand, can we all just sit down and discuss 
this a little more calmly?” asked Eckersley. He could see that the whole situa-
tion was getting rapidly out of control. He could also see that Dr. Vassilieva was 
becoming belligerent. 

“Unless you have some kind of warrant or something, I want you out of 
here.” She reached for the phone. Dinsmore placed his hand over the handset, 
stopping her from picking it up.

“Get your fucking hand off my phone!” As soon as she had uttered the 
words, she knew she was doing it again. She was losing control, letting her raw 
emotions take control. When raw emotion began running her mouth, there were 
usually unanticipated and unwanted consequences.
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Dinsmore’s first response was shock. He had not expected such an outburst. 
‘What a mouth for an otherwise elegant woman. I bet she’s hell on wheels for 
some poor bastard.’

“Okay. Okay. Maybe we got off on the wrong foot here,” said Eckersley. 
“Ed, take your hand off the lady’s phone.” Dinsmore gave Eckersley a look of 
total disdain.

“She was going to call security!”
Eckersley, grabbed Dinsmore by the sleeve and dragged him to the corner of 

the office, and speaking to him is a hushed but loud voice, “Shut your fucking 
mouth, you asshole. This is not some stupid bimbo you can intimidate with you 
cowboy antics. So shut the fuck up and let me handle this. You may have made 
it impossible for us to work with her at all.”

Eckersley released Dinsmore and walked calmly back toward Vladi, after 
adjusting his jacket and tie. “I apologize for my partner’s ungentlemanly be-
havior. He gets a little carried away with his own sense of importance. Let’s 
start over. This time we will all maintain a nice-make-nice rapport, Okay? We 
were sent here by the NSA, the National Security Agency.” He was doing his 
best to undo the combativeness that Dinsmore had sparked in Vladi. “I cannot 
reveal how we know about your recent computer project, for reasons of national 
security. And no, I’m not trying to pull the wool over your eyes. On this, you 
will have to just take my word. I’m afraid. Sorry.” He could see from her face 
that she was beginning to relax. Now if he could only get her to be a bit less 
defensive.

Dinsmore began walking toward Vladi and Eckersley. Eckersley immediate-
ly put out his hand and said, “Ed, I think it might be a good idea if you waited in 
the hall, please.” Dinsmore had had enough time to calm down and he realized 
that Eckersley was probably right. He walked out of the office and closed the 
door behind him without another word.

“Dr. Vassilieva. I really have told you all I can about how I know about your 
project. All I need to do is ask you some simple questions that will satisfy my 
bosses. I am sure that there is nothing untoward going on here but I need to con-
vince my superiors of that. You see, since 9/11, everyone is overly concerned 
with terrorism. I’m here to make sure that there is nothing going on that could 
be construed as a terrorist plot. If I genuinely believed you were a terrorist, I’d 
have some swat team in here and we’d be ransacking your office and your apart-
ment. So, you work with me and I’ll work with you.” She was almost relaxed. 
“You ran a series of graphic, cryptographic programs, you inputted the word,” 
he looked at his note pad, “Zetutxtil, and you requested information on a set of 
coordinates. Correct?”

“I’m willing to answer your questions, and believe me, the answers are all 
quite innocent. However, before I do, I need to clear it with the leader of the 
project, Dr. Sebastian Kaiserling. Do you have a problem with that?”

“This is not your project?”
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“Yes and no. Let me explain. Dr. Kaiserling made a discovery and he asked 
for some technical help with it. We want to keep the project under wraps until 
we are all ready to present our findings. It is nothing sinister but there are issues 
of academic privilege and privacy involved. Secrecy if you will.”

“And who is this Dr. Kaiserling?”
“Dr. Sebastian Kaiserling is professor of anthropology and archeology, spe-

cializing in Mesoamerican cultures, especially the Maya.”
“Are you trying to tell me that this has something to do with archeology and 

anthropology?” asked Eckersley.
“Well, yes. If you allow me to call Sebastian, and he agrees to allow me to 

speak freely, I will gladly tell you everything about the project,” said Vladi.
“In that case, go ahead.” Under his breath he said, “Jesus Christ. A fucking 

anthro project. The guys back in Washington are going to laugh their asses off 
over this one.”

Vladi picked up the phone and called Sebastian’s office. There was no an-
swer. She tried him at home. “Hello, Sebastian. I’m glad I caught you. I have 
a gentleman in my office from the NSA. Apparently, they were monitoring my 
project and it threw up some red flags for them. They, yes, there are two of them. 
They are here investigating. No. I haven’t told them anything yet. I wanted to 
run it past you first. Okay. I’ll tell him. Thanks. Bye.” She turned to Eckersley. 
“Sebastian will be here in just a few minutes. He would like to talk to you him-
self. Would you and your partner like a cup of coffee?”

“We were just returning from lunch when you got on the elevator with us. I’ll 
ask Ed, just in case.” Eckersley stuck his head out the door. “Ed, would you like 
a coffee? Okay. Just sit tight.” Returning to Vladi, “No he’s good too. Thanks. 
But if you would like coffee, by all means go ahead.”

“I think I will. Thanks.” She left the office, leaving Eckersley behind. When 
she began walking down the hall toward the department’s coffee room, Dins-
more fell in step with her. 

“I want to apologize for my behavior earlier. It was entirely uncalled for and 
out of line. Sorry.”

“Don’t worry about it. We’re all on the same page now. It will all be over in 
just a little bit. The head of the project is coming right over and he can answer 
all your questions. Are you sure I can’t interest you in a cup of coffee?”

“When you put it that way, how could I refuse?” said Dinsmore.
Coffees in hand, Vladi and Dinsmore returned to her office. Less than ten 

minutes later, Sebastian arrived.
Vladi made the introductions and everyone sat. “If you don’t mind, could I 

see your IDs?” Both agents pulled their NSA credentials from their jacket pock-
ets and presented them to Sebastian. Satisfied, Sebastian asked, “So what can I 
do for you gentlemen?”

“Dr. Vassilieva, here, recently ran a number of cryptographic and other pro-
grams on data on the university’s mainframe. It blew some whistles at the NSA. 
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We’re here to investigate what kind of research you are involved in. It is part of 
our antiterrorism program,” said Eckersley.

“Recently I found a tablet in Mexico. I could not make out the inscriptions on 
it. Vladi, Dr. Vassilieva, and her group of investigators were able to determine 
that, in all likelihood, the symbols on the tablet were some kind of coordinate 
system. What she was trying to determine is what the coordinates were used for. 
So far as I know, they do not represent anything we can work with. Either we 
are misinterpreting them or they are bona fide fakes.”

“What about the term Zetutxtil?”
“That was a name that came up in my researches. We thought it was the 

name of a place but we have been unable to identify it as a place or using what 
we believed were coordinates. If I am not mistaken,” Sebastian looked at Vladi 
for confirmation, “none of the computer runs have resulted in anything usable.”

Vladi interrupted. “Here, these are the final reports from the computer cen-
ter.” She handed Dinsmore the two sheets she had received. He looked at them, 
a bit confused.

“There were only two sheets of printout?”
“Yes.”
“Randall, the reports indicate that there is no correlation between the input-

ted data, there is no place known as Zetu . . ., whatever, and the system could 
not find any language that matched the symbols. I don’t know how it could be 
any more clear. We’ve been sent on a snipe hunt,” said Dinsmore.

“A what?” asked Vladi.
“Oh. It’s a game Boy Scouts play on younger kids. You send the kids out 

with a gunny sack and a pair of horseshoes. The kids clank the horseshoes to-
gether to attract a little bird called a snipe. The bird is real but the kids are out 
there for hours in a futile attempt to catch one. It’s a waste of time but, at the 
same time, it’s kind of a rite of passage.”

“Oh. I understand. Does that happen to you guys often?”
“More often than I’d care to comment on. I’m sorry for all the inconvenience 

and I apologize for bothering you unnecessarily. And, again, I am sorry for my 
overreaction earlier. That was inappropriate. Please forgive me,” said Dinsmore.

“No problem.”
The agents left, leaving Vladi and Sebastian alone. Vladi said, “You weren’t 

entirely honest with the agents. You didn’t tell them about the case inscriptions 
or the nature of the material of the tablet.”

“They didn’t ask about them. I told them there was a tablet, I had found it in 
Mexico, and we could not translate it. I never lied. I may have omitted infor-
mation or just didn’t volunteer anything more than what they wanted to know 
about. They got the answers they wanted or needed and, after all, that is all they 
were after. They left satisfied and we still have our find, safe and sound. But, we 
learned a very valuable lesson. We cannot run our analyses through the MRC 
computers if we want to maintain our privacy.”
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“You’re right about that. It is amazing just how far the government’s ten-
tacles extend these days. I understand the need to fight terrorism but look at the 
waste of time, energy, and manpower to investigate our project. Pathetic,” said 
Vladi.

“Agreed,” said Sebastian. “You know, I just have this gut feeling that we 
have not heard the last from these guys. They know about the tablet. So there 
is nothing we can do about it, at this point. However, they don’t know about 
the case and its inscriptions. I think I would like to keep it that way, at least for 
the time being. Did you mention anything about Heli and her work to the NSA 
agents who were just here?”

“Let me think.” Vladi took a minute. “No. I don’t think I ever mentioned 
her.”

“Okay, here is what I want you to do. Gather everything you have in your 
files or on your computer. You can either destroy it all or give it to me. Have 
your partners, Burkhardt and Ogelman, check their files and computers for any-
thing from or about Heli. Have them destroy or shred everything. We all need 
to erase her emails. I will get all my documentation and photos together and get 
them to her. Right now, I don’t think they know about her or her involvement. It 
makes more sense for Heli to hold everything, rather than us. Hopefully, if she 
holds it, everything will be safe.”

Vladi had never seen Sebastian be anything but unflappable. He was acting 
quite out of character. “You’re beginning to sound a bit paranoid.” 

“Let’s put it this way, if they are monitoring simple computer programs, who 
knows what they might be up to. We have already thrown up red flags for them 
and those flags were big enough to send two agents here from Washington. And 
yes, I would be suffering from paranoia but only if I am wrong. You and I are 
already blips on their radar. All we can do now is keep a very low profile for 
the time being. Personally, I don’t want to lose what I believe to be a research 
opportunity of a lifetime. Do you?”

“When you put it that way, I’d have to agree,” said Vladi, her sense of ur-
gency increasing by the moment. She called Halvar and Alexis and gave them 
instructions to look through all their emails and computer files having to do 
with the project. “Delete or destroy all the documentation you have regarding 
the project. Sebastian and I were just interviewed by two NSA agents. They 
detected our computer program and came to see us. We need to keep a very 
low profile and, under no circumstances are you to mention Heli and her work. 
Understood?” Both understood and immediately began scanning their files and 
emails for mention of Heli and the project. Unless the NSA were to use some 
very sophisticated analysis techniques, Heli would not be detectable.

Sebastian called Heli. “Good, you’re at home. Are you going to be home this 
evening? Okay. When will you be back? If you don’t mind, I’d like to come 
over and drop off some research materials. I’ll explain when I get there. Would 
after nine be okay? Great. See you then.” He turned to Vladi. “She’s going out 
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with William for dinner. That gives me time to get to my office and sanitize it 
and get home and do the same. I’ll take all the case and translation related ma-
terials to her house, after she gets home. Right now, she seems the safest haven 
for everything, as long a no one mentions her involvement. Agreed?”

“Yes, it makes sense to me. I’ll need to go home and make sure I don’t have 
anything relevant there as well. Most of her communications are stored on my 
laptop. I can delete everything on it here before I go home. All this seems like 
Spy versus Spy.” Despite the tension, that thought made her smile.

Sebastian was putting on his coat. “Do you have anything you want me to 
take with me?” Vladi shook her head. “Then, I’ll be on my way. Talk to you 
soon. No emails for a while, Okay?” Again, Vladi only shook her head in agree-
ment. Then he was gone.

•

While Dinsmore and Eckersley were in Madison, Timberlake’s alert notice 
had also been sent to the DoD. Colonel Roberto Echeverria, who had come to 
the U.S. as a little boy from Mexico was a naturalized citizen. He was in charge 
of sorting through NSA alerts for anything that might have military implications. 
Among his primary responsibilities was analyzing cryptography alerts. Vladi’s 
computer analysis project caught Roberto’s attention, surprisingly not because 
of its cryptographic content but because of the word ‘Zetutxtil.’ Somewhere in 
the back of his mind, the word meant something but he could not quite remem-
ber what it was. He knew he had heard it as a small boy when he and his family 
had lived in a small village not far from the capital of the state of Quintana Roo, 
Chetumal. The word nagged at him until he finally called his mother. “Mamá, 
me encontré con una palabra hoy que recuerdo haber escuchado de niño en 
México. La palabra es Zetutxtil. ¿Te acuerdas de alguna vez la audiencia? Eso 
es todo. Gracias. Te veré este fin de semana, lo prometo. Saluda a papá para mí 
[Mama, I ran across a word today that I remember hearing as a child in Mexico. 
The word is Zetutxtil. Do you remember ever hearing it? That’s it. Thanks. I 
will see you this weekend, I promise. Say hello to Papá for me].”

Zetutxtil was the mythical home of Itzamná. But why would anyone be run-
ning a cryptographic program and looking for the mythological home of Itzam-
ná a Mayan god? He ran a check on the name in the military’s database. Surpris-
ingly, there were several notations that cross-referenced the word but each was 
connected to Area 51 files and these files were closed and classified. ‘Now that 
is strange. Why would the word be attached to a classified document?’ Now his 
interest was piqued even more. He had to find out the connection. 

Despite the fact that he was an Army analyst, Roberto had connections in the 
Air Force. He called his long time friend Col. Richard Ainsworth. Ainsworth 
had been, at one time, stationed at Air Force Flight Test Center, Groom Lake, 
Area 51. “Richard, this is Roberto. Yes. It has been a long time. We’ll need to 
correct that oversight very soon. Right now, I have a question for you. I received 
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a NSA crypto alert that appears to be benign on the surface but something in 
the alert caught my attention. It is a word – Zetutxtil. I had heard the word as 
a child in Mexico. I checked for the word in our database and it is attached to 
Area 51 classified documents. Can you find out anything about it for me? For 
some reason, it is driving me crazy, and I don’t know why. I just have this hunch 
there is something important here. Some connection that I shouldn’t overlook. 
Can you help? Sure, extension 4579. I’ll wait to hear back from you. Thanks.”

Half an hour later, Roberto received a phone call from Major General John 
‘Skeeter’ La Mont. “Yes sir. This Col. Roberto Echeverria. Yes sir. I can be in 
your office in 20 minutes. Yes. Sir. I’m on my way.” Roberto collected all the 
information he had obtained from Timberlake’s office and left for General La 
Mont’s suite of offices in the Pentagon.

Roberto arrived almost out of breath. He entered the general’s outer office 
and was greeted by Ainsworth and the general’s personal secretary. The secre-
tary picked up the phone and announced Roberto’s arrival. “Yes,  sir. Gentle-
men, this way please.” Both Roberto and Ainsworth were shown into the gen-
eral’s inner office.

After the formalities were completed, General La Mont instructed both men 
to take a seat. “Col. Echeverria, Col. Ainsworth has informed me that you are 
interested in Zetutxtil. Is that correct?”

“Yes Sir. I received a cryptographic alert from Colin Timberlake at the NSA. 
I began reviewing it and while the basic information I believed to be compara-
tively benign, the word Zetutxtil caught my attention. I remembered hearing it 
as a child in Mexico. I asked my mother if she had heard it and she reminded 
me that it was the mythological home of the Mayan god Itzamná. I don’t know 
why but I searched for the word in our Army database and it came up attached 
to classified and closed files for Area 51, Groom Lake. I called Col. Ainsworth 
to see if I could get any additional information. The next thing I know, I am 
speaking with you, sir. And here I am.”

“That seems straight forward enough. Did you bring the material you re-
ceived from the NSA?”

“Yes, sir.” Roberto handed the file folder to the general, who took it and 
quickly thumbed through the folder.

“Not much here, is there?”
“No, sir.”
“So, why do you believe this word is important?”
“I have absolutely no reason. I suppose that I just found it strange that a word 

I had heard as a child should appear in our database and attached to Groom 
Lake. That’s all sir.”

“For reasons I cannot explain, we will be handling this matter from here on 
out. Thank you for coming in. Col. Ainsworth, would you show the colonel out? 
Thank you.”

Richard guided Roberto out of the general’s office, through the reception 
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area, and out into the hallway. “Richard, what is going on?”
“Roberto, I wish I could tell you but it is all classified and even I don’t know. 

I’m sorry. My suggestion to you is not to mention anything about Zetutxtil to 
anyone. Just pretend you never heard the word, now or before. Just forget about 
it. Do I make myself clear?!”

“Crystal.” With that, Roberto turned on his heel and walked away. Ainsworth 
returned to the general’s inner office.

“Is he gone?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Do you believe his story?”
“Yes, sir. I have known him for the better part of fifteen years and, although 

we don’t see one another often, socially or professionally, he has an impeccable 
reputation.”

“Even so, I’d like a security check run on him ASAP. That will be all for 
now.” That was Richard’s cue to leave. Whatever was going to happen now was 
up to the general.

La Mont called Air Force Intelligence, Special Operations. “Axle, this is 
Skeeter. I need a team dispatched to Wisconsin. We may have what I believe to 
be a security breach involving Zetutxtil. Get together with . . .” 

 
•

When William and Heli arrived home from their dinner date, Sebastian was 
waiting for them, parked in the broken shadows of the now leafless old oak tree 
that stood between the sidewalk and street at the corner of their lot. They did not 
notice him sitting there, slouched down behind the steering wheel.

As William inserted the key into the side door lock, Sebastian startled them, 
as he ran up the driveway in their direction. “Wha . . . ?” said William.

“Sorry about startling you,” he wheezed.  “Heli, would you mind taking care 
of this stuff for me?”

A bit bewildered, she asked, “If you don’t mind, why are you delivering it so 
late at night? Couldn’t it wait until tomorrow? What’s the urgency?” She was 
sure that, if Sebastian felt the need to delivering this material at night, it must 
be important but, from the looks of it, it was only research material having to 
do with their project.

“We don’t have to stand out here in the cold, come in,” said William.
“I’d rather not be seen in your house.”
“What?!” 
Directing his response to William, “Let me explain. Vladi ran a program 

on the MRC’s computer this morning. And by mid-afternoon, two NSA agents 
came knocking at her door. They wanted to know about what she was working 
on. In fact, their interrogation got a little heated and out of hand and she called 
me, and I provided them with sufficiently complete answers that they seemed 
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satisfied. I failed to mention the case and the translation work Heli has been 
working on. So, I asked Vladi and all her group to eliminate any reference to or 
from Heli, having to do with the translations on the case.”

“Why in God’s name would you do that?” asked Heli. She was genuinely 
shocked. 

“Because, until we unravel all this, I don’t want to lose any of it. I just have 
this gut feeling that there is something contained in what we’ve found that is im-
portant and we could lose it. The tablet material alone is a mystery and has valu-
able properties. Sure we don’t seem to be able to do anything about it but . . . .”

“You’re beginning to sound like one of those conspiracy theorists,” said Wil-
liam. “All our liaisons with the government have been quite cordial.”

“What liaisons?” Sebastian seemed shocked by William’s response, and a bit 
defensive. He clutched his research materials even harder.

“I can’t go into details but we had some dealings with the military as a con-
sequence of research we did in Berlin.”

“You work for the military?!” asked Sebastian.
“No. No. Nothing like that. We sold them some information.”
“So you are working for the government?!” Sebastian began to recoil. 

“You’re academic spies! That’s how the NSA found out about our project.”
“Sebastian. Honestly, it’s nothing like that. Let me explain. We have abso-

lutely nothing to do with the government and they have not heard anything from 
us,” said Heli almost pleadingly. “If they had, don’t you think they would have 
come to you as well as Vladi? I haven’t said anything to anyone, and I have no 
intention of violating the trust you have shown me. We sold the government 
technological information to keep it from a defense contractor who was after it.”

Heli’s last comment caught Sebastian by surprise. “Really?!”
“Really. Now just calm down. You don’t have anything to worry about be-

cause of us. If you would feel more secure leaving the materials with someone 
else, I’ll understand, but I can assure you that they will be as safe with me as 
anyone else. I promise. I do not intend to betray you. Remember, a lot of my 
academic future is now tied to the research we are doing. That is more important 
to me than anything else. Honest,” said Heli in a tone that sounded doggedly 
determined.

“We will need to talk about all this later. For now, please take these and 
keep them safe. Don’t send any more emails with findings. Hand deliver them, 
okay?”

“Fine. Is there anything else?” asked Heli.
“No. It’s late and I should be getting home. Thank you. Sorry for the intru-

sion and any misunderstandings. I’m sorry I doubted you, and you are right, 
if you were leaking information, the agents would have been after everything. 
Good night and, again, sorry.” Sebastian made his way back to his car and was 
soon on his way home.

“What the hell was that all about?” asked William, as he opened and held the 
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door, stepping aside, making way for Heli to pass.
As she shed her coat, placing it on one of the coat pegs in the rear entryway, 

she said, “I don’t think I have even discussed what I’ve been doing for Sebastian 
with you. The whole story is quite simple. Sebastian found a tablet in a stone 
case in Mexico this summer. It’s made of some kind of metal. It must have some 
unusual properties but I’m inferring that only from what he said tonight. I know 
that this mathematician, Vladi -- Vladimirovna Vassilieva -- . . . .”

“Damn! Her name is actually more difficult than yours,” said William with 
a huge grin.

Heli gave him a half-smile in return. “As I was saying, Vladi discovered 
that the glyphs on the tablet are probably three dimensional space coordinates. 
That’s what they were trying to analyze with the school’s mainframe today. I 
don’t know what they found out. At the same time, I’ve been working on the 
translation of the inscriptions on the case that the tablet came in. From what I 
have done, it would seem that this guy, calling himself Itzamná, came to Earth 
and taught the early Mayans many of the skills that made them so remarkable. 
If my translations are correct, it would mean that there have been extraterres-
trial visitors and they influenced human history and technology. Vladi’s find-
ings, then, dovetail with what I’ve been doing. And, for good reason, Sebastian 
doesn’t want to lose control of his find until we all are ready to publish our find-
ings. And now that the NSA is aware of Vladi’s work, Sebastian is undoubtedly 
afraid the government will swoop in and take everything away from him. I can 
understand his position, to tell the truth.”

“I don’t know if you were aware of it, but you said ‘until we are ready . . . .’ 
I rather like that.”

“I hadn’t realized I was actually so invested but, I guess, I am. I’ve kind of 
translated my way into my degree, according to Sebastian.” She put her arms 
around William and snuggled up to him. “To be entirely candid, I’m rather en-
joying what I’m doing right now.”

“Snuggling up to me?”
“Yes. That too but what I was talking about was the research and transla-

tions, silly.” She looked up, into Williams eyes, and then settled her head back 
on his chest. “Is it time to head up to bed?” 

“I think that could be arranged. . . .” 
She laid the documents Sebastian had given her on the kitchen counter, then 

they climbed the back stairs to their second floor bedroom.
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Chapter 10

The receptionist picked up the phone and dialed. “Sir, General Stevenson is 
here to see you. Right away, sir. Just go on in, Sir.” Brigadier General ‘Axle’ 
Stevenson was currently in charge of the Air Force’s Intelligence Branch, Spe-
cial Operations. 

“Good to see you ‘Ax.” How have you been?” asked La Mont.
“Couldn’t be better. What do you have for me this time?” Stevenson had 

made his career on being direct and to the point. No mincing of words, not even 
with his superiors. 

“That’s what I like about you, Ax. No wasted motion. Do you remember the 
name Zetutxtil?”

“It sounds familiar, but not really.”
“Zetutxtil is the name of an inhabited planet. Our Roswell Grays referred to 

it but they never disclosed its whereabouts. The term has come up a couple of 
times in connection with some Mesoamerican cultures but nothing concrete. 
Always connected with some kind of mythology. Earlier today, a mathemati-
cian at the University of Wisconsin, was running a crypto program and among 
the words she inputted was . . . .”

“Zetutxtil, right?”
“Right. She was also running a coordinates analysis program. I don’t have 

the details of either investigation. I want you to find out what this math monkey 
knows or doesn’t know, and I want to know specifically what she knows about 
Zetutxtil and its whereabouts. In fact, that is your first priority. Understood?” 

The tone of La Mont’s orders left no room for confusion. Axle stood and 
saluted. “Yes, sir. I’ll take care of it.” With that he wheeled on his heel and was 
on his way to his office and command center. Once he arrived, Stevenson called 
his domestic operations coordinator, Major Miles Wainwright. “Miles, I need a 
team dispatched to Wisconsin ASAP. Math and aliens backgrounds. They’ll be 
working on a college campus. When you have your men, bring them to me for 
a briefing. Thanks.”

In less than two hours, Air Force Captains Narain and Wheeler and Ma-
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jor Wainwright stood before General Stevenson; two were in civilian attire. 
“Gentlemen, have a seat. I assume both of you have spent some time at Groom 
Lake?” Both men gave their superior a nod of acknowledgement. “Have either 
of you been involved with Goose Neck?” Goose Neck was the code name given 
to the resurrected search for the third known inhabited planet, other than Earth 
and Niribu, the home world of the Grays, or more properly, the Niribui. Niribu, 
although known to the U. S. military, was safe since current Earth technology 
was incapable of reaching it. The third planet, Zetutxtil, was known by name 
only, both to the Niribui and the U.S. military. Its location was unknown to 
both.  Again, both men indicated that they knew about Zetutxtil. “We have a 
math prof named . . .” He referred to his notes. “named Vassilieva, at Wisconsin 
who knows about Zetutxtil. In fact, she has been analyzing space coordinates, 
looking for it. We need to know what she knows. I don’t know anything about 
her but she sounds Russian. Any questions?” 

Stevenson  handed his note with Vladi’s full name on it to Narain. Narain 
looked at the name scribbled on the paper and simply shook his head, then 
showed it to Wheeler. He too simply shook his head and thought, ‘What kind of 
parents would name their daughter Vladimirovna Vassilieva? That’s just cruel. 
God! Her name is definitely a mouthful. I wonder what her friends call her, as-
suming she has any? She has to be, at least originally, a Russian national.’

“Only two sir. When do we leave and how much force are we authorized to 
use to obtain the information?” asked Captain J. P. Narain.

“ASAP and, as to your use of force, I will leave that to your good judgment. 
However, I don’t want to hear about the need for body bags. Clear? Remem-
ber, we’re dealing with a university prof here and a university community. You 
know how they get over military operations. Remember what happened to the 
Army Math Research Center on their campus back in the 70s. Of course you 
don’t, you’re too young. They blew the damn thing up.”

“Oh, I did hear something about that. Some anti-war protestors, right?” 
asked Captain Richard ‘Spoke’ Wheeler.

“That’s right. So, use as little force as possible but, at the same time, we 
want to know what they know and are working on. All of it. Okay. Get going.” 
Formalities completed, all three men left General Stevenson’s office.

As they left the General’s office, Narain turned to Wheeler, “On such short 
notice, we won’t have the time to do a workup on Vassilieva. We’ll be going in 
blind.”

“Is that so much different from most of our missions?” asked Wheeler. Both 
men simply smiled at one another, knowingly. They had become accustomed to 
‘going in blind,’ that is what made their job so exciting. They both felt it was a 
rush having to dance their way through missions, improvising as they went. So, 
in many respects, this was just another interrogative mission.

By 10:30 hours, Narain and Wheeler were on a flight to Chicago, then on to 
Dane County Airport.
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•

After a few hours of sleep, Narain and Wheeler left their motel for the cam-
pus of the University of Wisconsin. Neither had been in Madison before but 
their portable GPS receiver easily directed them to their destination, the Math 
Department. After stopping into the departmental office, where they received 
directions to Dr. Vassilieva’s office, Ruth, the department receptionist, com-
mented, “That is one popular woman.” Wheeler overheard the off-hand com-
ment.

Wheeler, “What did you say, Miss . . .” He reached down, tilted the name-
plate  that sat on the front of her desk, so he could read it. “Ah, Miss Hender-
son?”

“Oh, yesterday, there were a couple of gentlemen, dressed a lot like your-
selves, who came in to visit the professor. That’s all.”

“Did they happen to say where they were from?” asked Narain, who had 
returned and stood before Henderson’s desk.

“They said they were from, ah . . . yes, the NSA. They showed me their iden-
tifications. Two very nice gentlemen. Are you from the NSA as well?

“No. We’re not that lucky. We’re from McGraw-Hill. We would like to inter-
est the good doctor in writing a text for us,” said Narain. “She was referred to 
us by a colleague.”

“Might I inquire as to who suggested her? I’m surprised, she’s only been 
here for less than two years. Most of the more senior professors seem to be the 
ones the publishers want.” Ruth was becoming suspicious. “Was it one of her 
professors from Rutgers?” 

“Yes, as a matter of fact, it was,” said Wheeler. “George, we had better get 
going. We have a lot to do.”

“Right. Thank you for all your help Miss Henderson,” said Narain as they 
turned to leave. As the office door closed behind them, Narain turned to Wheel-
er, “George?!”

“It just came to me. What do you want? It was spur of the moment,” said 
Wheeler. Narain simply shook his head. ‘George?!’

As soon as they were outside, Ruth picked up the phone and dialed. “Dr. 
Vassilieva, two men are on their way down to your office. I didn’t think you 
were expecting anyone. They’re very suspicious. I’m calling security. Right. 
Bye.” She pushed the next free line button and dialed, “Security, this is Ruth 
Henderson, Math Department. I have two men here looking for Dr. Vassilieva. 
They said they were from McGraw-Hill but they never showed me their cards 
and they don’t seem to know where she got her degree. I’m worried. Can you 
send someone over right away to check them out? Thank you.”

Ruth’s call gave Vladi time to think. ‘Two suspicious men. It would seem 
Sebastian’s suspicions were being vindicated. The campus police are on their 
way, all I have to do is stall them.’ She had hardly finished her thought when she 
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heard the knock on her office door. It was too late to lock the door or turn off the 
lights and pretend she was not in. “Come in.”

Wheeler and Narain, entered, introducing themselves as representatives of 
McGraw-Hill. Vladi’s instinct was to ask for identification, since neither had 
proffered a business card, which was almost every publisher’s representative’s 
knee-jerk behavior. If she were to push for identifications, she might scare them 
off. She had to stall for time.

“What can I do for you, gentlemen? Please. Have a seat.” Vladi’s hospital-
ity was disarming and the two men relaxed as much as their training permitted. 

“We heard through the grapevine that you are working on galactic coordi-
nate systems. Could you elaborate on your research? One of your professors at 
Rutgers mentioned your research and we think that it could possibly make an 
interesting text for astrophysics and calculus students.”

Vladi wanted to call them on the Rutgers faux pas but she’d let it slide in 
favor of keeping them calm and engaged. “That’s a very exciting proposition. 
What kind of arrangement is McGraw-Hill proposing?”

“Before we get to that. We’d like to hear more about your research. That will 
give us a basis for evaluating the marketability of the end-product. The broader 
the market, the better the terms,” said Narain, winging it.

“Do you think you would consider an advance? To do the book justice, I 
would have to cut back on my academic load. An advance would mean I could 
devote more time to the book and get it on the bookshelf quicker.” Vladi knew  
that, unless you had a previously successful text out and a track record, most 
textbook publishers would never entertain the idea of an advance, but it was 
keeping the two men occupied.

“Depending on how your research might be integrated into the book and our 
assessment of the book’s . . “  There came a second knock on the door. “Are you 
expecting anyone?” asked Wheeler.

“No. But, it could be one of my students. Come in.” The two uniformed cam-
pus police officers entered, hands on the butts of their service pistols. 

“Gentlemen. With your left hands, would you please get your IDs out? 
Please do it slowly.” Both officers placed their fingers around the grips of their 
Glocks. The first officer slid slowly to his left, placing himself squarely in front 
of the men but beyond arm’s length, while the second officer occupied a posi-
tion in the doorway. Vladi rose and backed away, distancing herself from the 
two seated men and, at the same time, the officer shielded her.

“Gentlemen. I will not ask you again. Using your left hands, retrieve your 
IDs. Do it now!” Wheeler and Narain looked at one another. ‘What to do?’ As 
difficult as it was to accept, they had been compromised. They were in no posi-
tion to put up much resistance. Yes, they could make a break for it but in the 
process, someone would get hurt. The officer in the doorway began to slowly 
pull his pistol from its holster. Vladi stepped back even farther.

“Okay. No need for things to get out of hand,” said Narain. He reached into 

110



The Return of the Mayan

his jacket pocket and pulled out his military identification wallet. Using his first 
two fingers, he handed it to the officer in front of him. Narain said to Wheeler, 
“Do it.” Wheeler retrieved his ID and handed it to Officer Johnson as well. 
Johnson, before even looking at the IDs stepped back another pace. 

“Are either of you armed?”
Wheeler, “Yes. Both of us.” Both officers pulled their pistols, trigger finger 

on the finger guard but ready. 
Calmly, “Gentlemen. Remain seated and place both hands behind your head 

and interlace your fingers. Do it now!” commanded Security Officer Johnson 
in a calm but authoritative tone. Once the men had complied with Johnson’s 
instructions, he holstered his sidearm, patted both men down, making sure that 
he did not obstruct Officer Barkley’s field of fire, and retrieved their guns and 
the rest of their identification papers and wallets. He put the pistols in the back 
of his service belt, backed away and reached for the microphone on his shoulder 
with his left hand and wrapped the fingers of his right hand around the grip of 
his Glock. Without taking his eyes off the subjects in front of him, he called for 
additional backup.

Within minutes, two more officers appeared behind Barkley in the hallway.
Only when backup had arrived did Johnson begin going through the two 

men’s papers. At the same time, Vladi was instructed to move out into the hall. 
“It says here, you two are in Air Force Intelligence. You kind of blew that today, 
gentlemen. Are you aware that we have a zero tolerance for guns on our cam-
pus?” Without waiting for a reply, “We don’t honestly give a shit who you are. 
You don’t come onto our campus armed! Now, what are you doing here? And 
why are you bothering one of our professors? Well?”

“That’s classified, I’m afraid,” replied Narain.
“Well then, I’m afraid, you are under arrest.” Turing to Barkley, “Hook’em 

up. Gentlemen, please stand.” Barkley took a second set of handcuffs from one 
of the officers in the hall, as he holstered his gun and the officer in the hall drew 
his. Barkley handcuffed Wheeler, pulling his right hand down from his head 
then the left. Once Wheeler was standing before them, arms cuffed behind his 
back, he cuffed Narain. “Gentlemen, you have the right to remain silent . . . .” 
Minutes later, having been read their rights, the two men were taken away.

Once she had composed herself, Vladi called Sebastian. “Sebastian, I apolo-
gize for thinking you were being paranoid. I just had two Air Force Intelligence 
officers in here. They are now in custody, being held by the campus police, 
primarily on gun charges. They misrepresented themselves. They told me they 
were from a book publisher and wanted me to write a textbook about space co-
ordinates. They were angling for information on our project. I kept them busy 
until the campus police showed up. They just took them away a few minutes 
ago. Sorry about doubting you. If the NSA and Air Force are both interested in 
our project, we must be onto something if they are willing to expend the energy 
to try to find out what we know. The question, then, is what do we know that is 

111



The Return of the Mayan

so important for these guys to be interested? I don’t know either. I’ll keep you 
posted.”

•

“Heli. This is Sebastian. Guess what? Vladi had a visit from Air Force Intel-
ligence. She had them arrested. Vladi now believes we must be onto something 
important. The problem is, we don’t know what that is, at least not yet. I sus-
pect, however, it has to do with Itzamná and his visit to Earth. What else could 
it be? Wait, maybe it’s more than just his visit. We do know where he came from 
– Zetutxtil! And, we have all the coordinates. One of them must be for Zetutxtil. 
That’s why they’re so damn interested. It would mean that they would know 
where there is another sentient race ‘out there.’ No wonder they are so inter-
ested. What the hell do we do now? You and I both know they won’t stop trying 
to find out what we know until they do. What the hell do we do now? Okay. You 
talk to William. Maybe he would have an idea. I’ll wait for your call. Thanks.”

•

When William arrived home from classes, Heli said, “We need to talk.”
Like most men, when a woman says, ‘We need to talk,’ it usually means 

there is a problem, and it usually means trouble. They had never had a ‘We need 
to talk,’ talk. William was most relieved, when Heli told him about what had 
happened to Vladi and the Air Force Intelligence officers. It was a relief to know 
that he was the not source of the problem. However, he also soon realized that 
he was, in all likelihood, going to become involved. Otherwise, there would be 
no need to ‘talk.’

“Is there anything we can do, with your contacts in the Pentagon, to call off 
the dogs? Vladi and Sebastian’s research is purely academic. All they want to 
do is understand what went on several thousands of years ago. They could care 
less about space travel and what it means.”

“Sweetie, I really don’t know what I can do. If Sebastian and Vladi want to 
get the Air Force off their backs, they will have to play ball with them, some-
how. Is there something they could give them without jeopardizing their re-
search?” asked William. “About all I could do is call Admiral Mullen. As the 
Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, he would obviously have some pull but I don’t 
really know how much. Also, if I get involved, it could call attention to you and 
your part in all this. Do you want that?”

“Good point. Hmmm. Let me call Sebastian. Sebastian, I’ve been talking 
with William. He has a contact in the Pentagon – the Chairman of the Joint 
Chiefs. Yes. That’s right. The chairman. It is a long story. In fact, we both know 
him. He’s a very nice man from what we have seen of him. He was even at Wil-
liam’s dissertation defense. Yeah. Really. But, back to our problem. If  William 
becomes involved, the odds are, my involvement will come out. Are you pre-
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pared for that to happen? I didn’t think so. William also suggested we deal with 
the Air Force. They know we know something. They just don’t know what it is 
yet. And, for that matter, neither do we! Maybe we could ‘exchange’ informa-
tion. We give them enough to keep them happy and, at the same time, we retain 
control of our project. What do you think?”

Sebastian thought for a moment. “You’re probably right. We still don’t know 
what we really have until you finish with the translations. So, let’s take stock 
of what we do know.  One: We know about Itzamná.  Two: We know that he 
came from Zetutxtil.  Three: We know we may have the location of Zetutxtil, 
if we knew how the coordinates system we discovered worked.  Do we know 
anything more at this point?”

Heli responded with, “Everything we ‘know’ is based on the case, not neces-
sarily anything from the tablet. Itzamná and Zetutxtil both come from the case. 
We are assuming that the coordinates on the tablet have something to do with 
getting to or returning to Zetutxtil. How could we share what we think we know 
without revealing the existence of the case and our translation of it?”

“Good points.”
“Let me make a suggestion. It might get them off our backs and buy us some 

time. We can tell that we know that Itzamná came to Earth from Zetutxtil and 
we assume that he returned and the coordinates we have, have something to do 
with his trip to and from Earth but we do not know much more than that. We 
agree to provide them with the coordinates we have and any new information as 
we develop it but they have to leave us alone while we work on the problem,” 
suggested Heli. “And William could run interference for us with Admiral Mul-
len.”

“That sounds reasonable, assuming we can broker a deal with them. Let me 
think about it for a little while, and I will have to run it by the others. I hope you 
understand,” said Sebastian.

“Absolutely.”
•

Within hours, Wheeler and Narain were released, once they provided the 
name of their commanding officer, and following calls to their superior in 
Washington. They were escorted to the airport and kept under surveillance until 
they boarded their flight home.

Bob Kowalski, chief of the campus police was put through to General Ste-
venson, “General, may I remind you that, as I understand the law, you have no 
jurisdiction on my campus. DO NOT send any more of your men here, unless 
they comply with my rules, which are as follows:

1) Provide proper identification and no misrepresentations.
2) Check in with us before approaching any of our students, staff, or faculty.
3) No concealed weapons.
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I don’t give a rat’s ass if you believe it is a matter of national security. This 
is my campus. Do you understand?! If it’s a matter of national security, bring 
the FBI or Homeland Security with you. Just like the military, we have rules 
and regulations. You WILL comply with my rules or I will jail any son-of-a-
bitch violating them. We do things by the book here. I’ll remind you again, you 
have no jurisdiction here. If you want to talk to my people, get permission or 
an enforceable warrant. If need be, I will contact your superiors, including the 
Secretary of Defense and our state senators. Do I make myself clear?!” The 
general was unaccustomed to being talked to by anyone in that tone or with such 
authority, real or illusory. 

Stevenson called General La Mont. “Skeeter, we got busted in Madison. The 
two men I sent there were arrested. I just got off the phone with the chief of 
campus police, a guy named Kowalski. Both are, I would assume, on their way 
to the airport. They are, usually, a couple of my best operatives but not this time. 
Somewhere along the line, they screwed up. I will when they return and get 
debriefed. How do you want to handle it from here? Very well. Thank you, Sir.”

•

“Vladi. I’m sorry to be calling so late but I just got off the phone with Heli. 
She seems to think that we need to broker some kind of deal with the military. 
Otherwise, they will keep snooping around. Her husband, William, a history 
professor, has contacts with the joint chiefs. He seems willing to make first 
contact with the military and maybe he can broker a deal for us. Essentially, we 
keep working on everything but we keep the proper military authorities in the 
loop. I am unsure just how much we will need to divulge to keep them satisfied. 
What do you think?”

“After today’s little go-round with the Air Force guys, I would probably 
agree. We should try to co-opt them if we can. If that means bringing them in, 
so be it, as long as we don’t lose our academic rights to what we have and what 
we know. In fact, they might be able to assist us. They have far more resources 
than we do, as long as they are willing to share with us.”

“Do you want to run this by Burkhardt and Ogelman?”
“At this point, they are fairly peripheral players. They’ll go along with what-

ever you and I decide. The hard science guys, Singh, Waterhouse, and Stoops, 
on the other hand, have a vested interest in maintaining control over the tablet 
material. I don’t know how they will feel, even if they are completely baffled at 
this point,” said Vladi.

“You’re right. The tablet material does represent a potentially important 
commercial commodity and Stoops, Waterhouse, and Singh have a vested inter-
est in it, as do we. I suppose, at least in terms of dollars and cents, it is impera-
tive we maintain control over the material. I think, if we act in the best interests 
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of the group, no one could complain. I’m going to see if William will broker a 
deal for us. Thanks for your input.”

Sebastian immediately phoned Heli. “Heli, I talked everything over with 
Vladi. She agrees with your proposal. How much do you know about the tablet 
itself? Okay. In a nutshell, we have had two chemists and a metallurgist exam-
ine and run some preliminary tests on the tablet’s material. It is unlike anything 
any of them have seen before. It is lighter than aluminum and stronger than 
steel or titanium. It could have unlimited commercial potential. We do not want 
to lose that. The problem is that they don’t know how to duplicate or replicate 
it, because of its composition. So, they’re dead in the water. If the military gets 
its hands on the material, we lose financially. Therein lies our dilemma. Do you 
think there is any way we can protect ourselves and, at the same time, be up 
front with the military?”

“A very interesting point. Let me talk it over with William and I will get back 
to you. Okay. Bye.” Heli hung up, thought for a moment, then called to William 
from the bottom of the back stairs. “William. Are you busy? I need a great mind 
to solve a problem for me.”

“I’ll be right down.” He was working in the upstairs office on chapters for 
a book he and his former supervisor were working on. He trod down the back 
stairs and entered the kitchen. Heli was already seated at the kitchen table. 
“Okay, what’s the problem? And, by the way, I liked the ‘great mind’ appella-
tion.”

Heli smiled, ‘Men’s egos,’ and then began to explain the problem, as she 
understood it, to William. “First, everyone is willing to share with the military 
but they do not want to lose control of their data or findings. Second, the tablet 
that sparked all the interest and problems is composed of some kind of mate-
rial that has significant commercial value but, at the same time; no one knows 
how to reproduce it. The group wants to maintain its rights to the material. The 
military might be able to help the group and, at the same time, benefit from it. 
Do you think Sebastian’s group could get a deal like we did? Or something like 
it? It would seem to work to everyone’s advantage. Otherwise, the military will 
continue to hound us until they get what they think they want. If I understand 
Sebastian, at this point, the military doesn’t know about the tablet material, only 
the writings or coordinates written on it. And they don’t know about the case I 
am working on, either.”

“This is similar to what we did but it is a lot more convoluted. Let me think 
about it overnight, and I will see what I can come up with. I promise I won’t do 
anything without talking to Sebastian first. Does that work for you?”

“Absolutely. Thank you.” She leaned over the tablet and kissed him. “Do 
you know how happy you make me?”

“No. Tell me . . . .”
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•

“Heli. Wake up. I have to get to class but I wanted to tell you what I think 
should be done.”

“What time is it?”
“Seven thirty. I know it’s early but I want to tell you what I think I’ve come 

up with.”
“Okay. Okay. I’m up.” She was sitting up in bed but was still half asleep.  
“I’ll go down and make coffee. Come down so we can discuss the situation 

before I leave.” William was nearly dressed, sliding on his Weejun loafers.
By the time the coffee was ready, Heli, in her men’s shorts, tank top, and robe 

made her way down to the kitchen. She plopped herself in her chair and reached 
for the cup of coffee from William’s outstretched hand. “Oh. Thank you. Okay, 
let’s hear it.”

“The best I can come up with is to contact Admiral Mullen and see if there is 
any way to accomplish what everyone wants. The military wants information. 
And they will want the tablet as well, in all likelihood. For obvious reasons. The 
sharing of the information would seem to be the easy part. The tablet material, 
now that could be an entirely different ball game. And I don’t know how to pro-
tect everyone’s interests. Like we did, Sebastian would have to hide the tablet 
until negotiations are satisfactorily completed. I’d rather not have us involved 
in the actual negotiations. Is that acceptable to you?”

“I don’t see any problem with that. I’ll call Sebastian in a little while and let 
him know what you have come up with. Don’t do anything until I get back to 
you, okay?”

“No problem. I’m sorry, sweetie, but I have to be off. Is there anything I can 
do for you while I’m gone? I should be home around two.” With that, he kissed 
Heli and was out the door with his jacket in hand.

Later, “Sebastian. This is Heli. I talked to William about what you and the 
group would like to accomplish. We all seem to be in agreement. The sharing of 
information is pretty straightforward. The tablet seems to be the more difficult 
issue. He suggests that he contact his friend in the Pentagon and try to arrange 
a preliminary agreement for you. Sort of test the waters. Until the agreement is 
in place, he thinks that you should put the tablet away somewhere where no one 
will find it. That way, there will be no strong-arm attempts by the military to get 
their hands on it. You would have to do the final negotiations. He would prefer 
that neither he nor I are involved.”

“It all seems fine by me. Let me know what William is able to accomplish. 
Thank you,” said Sebastian.

•

“This is Dr. William Langley. I would like to speak to Admiral Mullen. Is 
he in? Oh, Helen, how are you? It’s been a long time. Thank you.” Heli was 
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seated across the table from William with a quizzical look on her face. “That 
was Helen Bornstein, the Admiral’s private secretary. You remember her.” Heli 
nodded. “They are getting the admiral. “Oh, hello, Admiral. It is good to hear 
your voice as well. Everything is going quite well here, and for you? Fantastic.  
I have some friends here at school who are finding themselves pitted against the 
Air Force. Apparently, they have some information the Air Force would like and 
they have already sent intelligence officers here to question one of the faculty 
members. It appears the NSA is also involved. I do not know all the details but 
I am sure what these people are doing has nothing to do with terrorism. Appar-
ently, an archeologist found a tablet in Mexico. It contains some symbols that 
indicate spatial coordinates, somewhere in space. The Air Force is interested in 
them. The group is willing to share their information but, at the same time, they 
do not wish to lose control over their discovery. They, likewise, do not want the 
information to just disappear. There is a bit more, yes, sir. The coordinates are 
written on a metal-like tablet that has some unique properties. It is this tablet 
that seems to represent the problem. From my understanding, it is probably of 
extraterrestrial origin. That’s right. They realize the implications of that fact. Is 
there anyone you could contact and arrange for a meeting between the two par-
ties? No. I don’t wish to be a party to any of this. All I’m trying to do is get the 
parties together to discuss some workable arrangement. That would be great. 
Thank you, sir.”

“Heli, Admiral Mullen, as expected, knows nothing about any of this. He 
will contact the Air Force personnel most likely involved in something like this 
and get back to us. That’s about all I can do for now. Sorry.”

“You’ve done all you can do. Thank you.”

•

Admiral Mullen, normally would not have gotten involved with something 
this trivial but there was a measure of loyalty that he owed to William for his 
past cooperation. It would only take a few quick phone calls. His first call was 
to General La Mont. “John, this is Mike Mullen. Fine. And yourself? I have a 
small problem that you may or may not be aware of and if you’re not, you are 
now. Apparently some NSA and Air Force investigators have been looking into 
something to do with space coordinates. 

La Mont’s first thought was, ‘Shit!’
“There is also an issue of a tablet that is made of some material that the re-

searchers believe is of extraterrestrial origin. That is why I thought of you first. 
What I would like you to do is officially contact these people through proper 
channels and work out a deal. They want to keep their information and the tab-
let but they are willing to share it with us. And please, I probably don’t have to 
say it, but no heavy handed stuff. Okay? Great. I will arrange for someone from 
their group to contact you directly. Thanks. Say hello to Kate for me.”
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The minute that Mullen hung up, La Mont was on the phone to Stevenson. 
“Spoke. The shit just hit the fan. Mullen just gave me a call. He knows about 
our guys being at Madison, as well as some NSA spooks. He wants me to work 
out a deal with the group that is working on the coordinates. It appears that there 
is a lot more here than we were aware of. They are willing to share what they 
know with us. Whatever you do, don’t send any more of your guys in. Under-
stood? Good. The Chairman will arrange for a representative of the group to get 
in touch with me. I thought it was a single mathematician we were interested 
in. It appears to be a group of researchers. Someone was not on top of this. I’ll 
keep you posted.”

•

“Sebastian. This is Heli. William called his friend at the Pentagon, Mike 
Mullen, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff. He would like you to call 
a General La Mont. I’ve got a number for you. Apparently, La Mont has been 
instructed to negotiate amicably with you over the information on the tablet and 
the tablet itself. It will be up to you to make the decision to tell them about the 
case and the translations. At some point, you will have to tell them about it, I’m 
afraid. You decide if it should be now or later. I trust your judgment, as I am sure 
all the others will. Good luck.”

Sebastian was stunned. William knew the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs. ‘It 
would appear that our William flies in fairly high circles.’ He had to admit, he 
was impressed. After gathering himself together, Sebastian dialed the direct line 
to General La Mont’s office that Heli had given him. “General La Mont, this is 
Sebastian Kaiserling at the University of Wisconsin. I was told I should talk to 
you about the exchange of information, regarding research project I am working 
on.” La Mont did not recognize the name. ‘Who is Kaiserling?’ 

‘Professor Kaiserling. I’m at a bit of a loss. I had expected a call from a pro-
fessor Valisavile. I am sure I murdered her name. Who are you, exactly?”

“I’m a professor of archeology at the university, in the Department of An-
thropology. I discovered a tablet during a pre-expeditionary trip to Mexico this 
summer. The tablet contains a series of symbols that Dr. Vassilieva determined 
were galactic space coordinates. We have information about a person known as 
Itzamná and, we assume, a planet known as Zetutxtil. Furthermore, the tablet 
seems to be made of some material that has completely baffled our metallurgists 
and chemists. Ergo, we also assume that it is of extraterrestrial origin. We would 
like to arrange for the sharing of all this information but, at the same time, we 
do not wish to lose complete control of our data or the tablet. Would you be 
interested in exploring a mutually beneficial sharing of knowledge?”

“Yes. Yes, I would. When and where would you like to meet? I am at your 
disposal,” said La Mont. Kaiserling’s candidness had caught him entirely off 
guard. 

“If you don’t mind, would you like to meet on Monday here on campus? I 
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can make arrangements for a small conference room in the Union or here in the 
Anthro Department.”

“Either would be fine. Or, we could meet in one of the conference rooms of 
one of the local hotels? The choice is yours.”

“Maybe neutral ground would be better. I will arrange for a hotel conference 
room. How many people will you be bringing with you? My group will consist 
of seven or eight.”

‘Seven or eight?!’ “I think no more than four.”
“Then, I will make the arrangements for the room and I will phone back with 

the details. Thank you for your time and cooperation.”
“Not a problem, Professor Kaiserling.”
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Chapter 11

Sebastian made arrangements to meet General La Mont and his contingency 
at the Hyatt in Madison on the following Monday. This gave both sides the 
entire weekend to collect and organize themselves. It had also given Sebastian 
time to sequester the tablet where he believed no one would find it, even if 
things got nasty at the meeting.

•

Sebastian and his group, including Heli, were the first to arrive. Sebastian 
checked with the conference coordinator to make sure that all the arrangements 
he had requested had been made. No arrangements had been made for food 
service, as Sebastian did not believe the meeting would last that long. The co-
ordinator had been told, however, that it was to be a negotiations meeting, and 
she arranged to have the tables set facing each other, with plenty of coffee and 
bottled water for everyone, just as a precaution. Snacks could be provided on 
very short notice, if needed.

Each of Sebastian’s team selected a seat. The math, astronomy, and cosmolo-
gist to the left of Sebastian, who had chosen the middle position at the table, 
and the chemists and metallurgist on his right. Heli moved one of the chairs 
behind and just to the right of Sebastian. She would not be a direct participant 
but Sebastian had asked her to sit-in on the negotiations, nonetheless. Everyone 
righted their note pads on the table. Sebastian had a folder containing the photos 
of the tablet and the tablet key itself, as evidence of his assertions.

Promptly at 4:30, General La Mont and his four-man contingency of two 
colonels and two majors arrived. Each of the officers carried a large documents 
satchel, except General La Mont, who was empty-handed. 

“Welcome, General La Mont.” Sebastian stuck out his hand to the general, 
who reciprocated. 

“Nice to meet you as well. These gentlemen, Colonel Abrams, Colonel 
O’Connel, Major Hanson, and Major Dupree, will be assisting in the negotia-
tions. Are you ready to begin?” asked La Mont.
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“I believe so. Let me introduce my group, starting on the far end to my left is 
Dr. Singh, Dr. Waterhouse, Dr. Stoops.” As their names were called, each stood 
and acknowledged the general and his staff. “On my right are doctors Ogelman, 
Burkhardt, and Vassilieva. I’ve also asked Heli Mittenwallenberger-Langley, 
my assistant, to sit in, if you don’t mind?”

“No problem at all. Shall we begin?” asked the general. “Would you like to 
begin first?”

“That probably makes the most sense.” Sebastian could see the interest in the 
general’s eyes.  “Let me give you a little background, as to how the information 
we have happened to fall into our hands.” For the next few minutes, Sebastian 
provided the general with a detailed sequence of events, leading up to their 
meeting, indicating how all the parties had come together to work on the tablet. 
When he finished his summary, “That’s about it.”

“Isn’t there a bit more you have forgotten to tell us?” asked La Mont.
“I’m pretty sure that’s it.” Sebastian looked toward Vladi, and she nodded 

in agreement.
“Aren’t you forgetting about the names Itzamná and Zetutxtil? Weren’t they 

also included in your analyses?” asked La Mont, skeptically.
Sebastian looked toward Vladi for assistance. Vladi spoke up, “I am not sure 

Dr. Kaiserling was even aware that we included the two names you mentioned 
in our analyses. Those names came up in other contexts. Their inclusion was all 
my doing.”

La Mont, leaned over to Major Dupree to whisper, “Exactly who is this Vas-
silieva? Her name sounds Russian.” 

Without consulting the dossier he had prepared on Vladi, Dupree leaned in 
with a return whisper, “Sir, she may have a Russian sounding name but she 
was born and raised here in the U.S. Her father is a doctor and her mother is a 
designer. Both were born in Russian and they are now naturalized citizens. She 
graduated from Oberlin College and got her PhD at Princeton.” 

Keeping his eyes fixed on Vladi, “Why did you include them and where did 
you come upon these names, especially Zetutxtil?”

Vladi thought, ‘From the sounds of it, this guy is more interested in the 
names than our coordinates. I wonder why?’ “Sir. May I ask why you are you 
so interested in these names?”

“I’d like you to answer my question first, if you don’t mind. So far, you 
haven’t told us anything we don’t already know,” exclaimed La Mont.

Sebastian wrote a quick note to Vladi:

If we tell him where the names came from we will have to tell him about the 
case. Do we have a choice? 

He folded the note and slid it across the conference table to Vladi. Simulta-
neously, he turned back toward Heli. They huddled and he asked her the same 
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question.
Vladi read the note. Sebastian was right. She looked to Sebastian for coun-

sel. He was talking with Heli. “General, I think Sebastian, Dr. Kaiserling, might 
be able to answer that.”

Heli whispered, “You’re right. If you answer his question, you will have to 
tell him about the case and the inscriptions on it. If you don’t give him a suit-
able answer, our discussions may be over. Remember, we have several copies of 
the case inscriptions. If you tell him about it and the inscriptions, we still have 
materials to work from. It’s your call.”

Sebastian thought for a moment. ‘What to do. Maybe honesty would be the 
best policy.’ “General, there is somewhat more to the story.”

“Go ahead.”
“Well, in addition to the tablet I found, there was a carved stone case. I put 

the case back where I found it for safe keeping. The inscriptions are not in a 
known Mesoamerican language. We have been able to decipher a portion of 
the inscriptions and the names Itzamná and Zetutxtil are mentioned. Itzamná is 
among the names common to certain groups in the Mayan cultural complex, as 
is Zetutxtil. Itzamná is the name of the Mayan creator god and Zetutxtil is the 
name given to where he comes from. These two names also appear on the case. 
I have a transcript of the translation with me, but until we arrive as some kind of 
understanding, I am not at liberty to simply hand it over to you.” ‘Christ, what 
have I done?!’

‘Crap!’ “Are you aware that I can have you arrested for reasons of national 
security?”

“Sir. First, I don’t believe you have that authority. Second, you have not 
demonstrated that what we know jeopardizes national security. Third, if I am 
not mistaken, you were instructed to negotiate with us amicably, not try to bully 
us.” Sebastian hesitated and glanced back to Heli for assurance. She gave him 
an affirmative nod. “And finally, and this may be the most important thing, you 
know about the existence of Zetutxtil, the home of Itzamná – an extraterrestrial; 
and you have not shared this knowledge with the American people or the world! 
We have proof of extraterrestrial life and you do too. What’s more, now, every-
one in this room knows, even if they didn’t when they walked in. Your people 
and mine!” Sebastian was thoroughly enjoying the power he was feeling at the 
moment. 

“Dr. Kaiserling, whether you or I know something is immaterial. What is 
important is whether or not the people of this country, or any country for that 
matter, are prepared to know. Do you have any idea what panic would ensue if 
we simply announced that aliens have visited Earth and probably have done so 
regularly for millennia? What would it do to the way the Earth is governed? I’ll 
tell you, pandemonium would ensue. Thinking something is real and actually 
knowing it are two very different things. The people of the world are not ready 
to know the truth.”
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Sebastian was becoming indignant. “Who are you to decide whether we are 
ready or not to know the truth? That is the problem with governments in gen-
eral. They simply keep their people in the dark when they should be made aware 
of what is really going on. Our leaders must think that we citizens are incapable 
of knowing the truth. Why don’t you trust us?”

“Because, in general you can’t handle the truth!”
“Who are you to make that decision for us? We live in a democracy and that 

democracy is supposed to be based on each and every citizen being able to make 
informed decisions. If you keep information from us, you are no better than 
tyrants. You are censuring our access to knowledge that could change our lives 
forever. Besides, if aliens have been travelling to Earth for millennia, as you 
have said yourself, and they have never shown hostile intentions, why would 
they start now? We are technologically no match for them.”

La Mont had lost his bravado. He knew Sebastian was right but he did not 
make the rules. For that matter, he knew that not even the Congress or the Presi-
dent made the rules. There were powerful interests out there that were the real 
puppeteers of most governments. People no one seemed to ever see. Congress, 
the President, the military, they all answered to the real power brokers, and it 
was they who did not wish the world to know that real aliens do in fact exist. 

La Mont knew that programs like SETI -- Search for Extra-Terrestrial Intel-
ligence – and other such programs would never find signs of intelligent life. The 
search was designed and manipulated to find nothing.

Sebastian went on, “Enrico Fermi, a physicist, suggested what is now known 
as the Fermi paradox:

The size and age of the universe inclines us to believe that many techno-
logically advanced civilizations must exist. However, this belief seems logically 
inconsistent with our lack of observational evidence to support it. Either (1) 
the initial assumption is incorrect and technologically advanced intelligent life 
is much rarer than we believe, or (2) our current observations are incomplete 
and we simply have not detected them yet, or (3) our search methodologies are 
flawed and we are not searching for the correct indicators.”

La Mont was familiar with Fermi’s paradox. It was just such thinking that 
permitted his government to undermine the search for technologically advanced 
civilizations and that all such searches should end in failure; all the while know-
ing that there existed, at least, two other advanced civilizations in the universe. 
To date, the military had assured that secret.

He also knew that these civilizations could easily overwhelm Earth but why 
should they bother? We were no threat to them, even with our nuclear capabili-
ties. They were too far away to make our primitive technology a genuine threat 
to them. In the future, possibly but not in the foreseeable future.

Besides, the military and the governments of the world, using the popular 
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media as their disinformation conduits and propaganda tools, continued to in-
still the belief we humans could defeat all alien invaders.  Never has an invasion 
movie shown the absolute eradication of mankind by aliens. Something always 
prevented the alien takeover – disease, sheer human ingenuity or dogged de-
termination, the uniquely human trait of not giving up the fight. Human beings 
always prevailed. ‘What a pipe dream.’

Sebastian continued to ramble, “Earth owes a great deal to these aliens. They 
brought and shared technology. They introduced the concepts of writing, math-
ematics, science, everything we needed to grow into modern day man. And you 
want to keep that knowledge from the people of Earth.” 

La Mont had to agree with Sebastian, it really did not make sense. However, 
as a career military officer, it was his responsibility to continue the subterfuge. 
“Whether you are right or wrong is immaterial,” argued La Mont.

“It does to me!” exclaimed Sebastian. “I cannot speak for the rest of the 
people sitting on this side of the table but it is my intention to let the world know 
what I have found, because the people need to know that we are not alone, and 
aliens have been among us for millennia and have done nothing but be helpful.”

In a calm and calculated voice, La Mont said, “I don’t believe I can allow 
that to happen.”

“Then, you will have to kill me if you want me to remain silent!” shouted 
Sebastian, jumping to his feet. Heli reached up and pulled Sebastian back to his 
seat.

“Sebastian! What the hell are you doing? These guys are serious. If they 
have to, I am sure they will kill you to shut you up, and the same goes for all the 
rest of us. Think about what you are willing to die for.”

“It would appear we have come to an impasse, then,” said La Mont.
“I would agree. Either you kill us all or you come up with something that 

works for all of us. It’s your choice,” said Sebastian in a cool and calculated 
tone. Everyone in the room sat staring at Sebastian. No one wanted to die for 
the sake of principle but Sebastian had made it clear to the general that that is 
what they were willing to do.

For everyone in the room, the ensuing silence seemed almost oppressive. 
Finally, Ogelman was the first to break the silence. “General, Sir, I for one am 
not willing to be so uncompromising. I don’t think that Sebastian can justifiably 
speak for all of us.” Others followed Ogelman’s lead. Only Vladi and Heli sat 
quietly. Neither said a word. They just looked to Sebastian for a way out. Each 
just knew in their hearts that not even Sebastian was willing to die for the tablet 
or the information that they possessed. It was absurd to think otherwise. 

“General. What is it going to be?” asked Sebastian.
“You don’t leave me much of a choice do you? The rest of you can leave. 

Colonel Abrams will provide you with a non-disclosure form. Sign it, before 
you leave, and this matter will be over for you.” Abrams handed out the forms, 
Ogelman, Burkhardt, Stoops, Singh, and Waterhouse signed without hesitation, 
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and left. “The rest of you will come with us.”
“General, before you begin beating your chest in victory, I would like to call 

your attention to the flower arrangement.” Sebastian pointed to a decorative 
flower arrangement hanging on the wall. “Embedded in the arrangement is a 
camera that commands a view of this conference table and has recorded every-
thing that has been said and done here since we began assembling in the room. 

“Hanson, check it out!” ordered La Mont.
“Yes, sir.” Hanson walked over to the arrangement and pulled the camera 

from its hiding place. “Here it is, Sir.” He held his trophy up for all to see.
“Very impressive. Hanson, find the recorder and get the tape.”
Hanson, still holding the camera, “Sir. It’s a remote broadcast camera. I 

would have no idea where to begin looking for the recorder. It could be any-
where.”

“General, I may as well tell you that there is more than one recorder. By now, 
one of the recordings of our meeting is being stored somewhere online. The 
likelihood of you ever finding all the recordings is slim to none. Should any one 
of us so much as stub our toe or go missing, or be found dead of even natural 
causes, copies of the tape of this meeting will be instantaneously released to 
the media, YouTube, our Senators, and your commanding officer. If you will 
recall, I told you that I knew you were instructed not to use coercion during our 
negotiations. I think that your threat to have us killed amounts to coercion and 
represents a violation of your orders. Do I need go on?”

The general was seething. His face was red and the veins on his forehead 
bulged. “You son-of-a-bitch!” he bellowed.

“Now, now, General. Don’t get so worked up. There is still time to hammer 
out a deal we can all live with. But, time is running out for you. I have to be 
home in half an hour, and it is a fifteen minute drive from here. Your choice.” 
Sebastian had never sounded so sure and confident. He appeared calm. He was 
satisfied. He had out-played a player.

Heli leaned forward, and speaking in a whisper, “You choreographed all this, 
didn’t you? You intentionally provoked him into making his outrageous com-
ments, Bravo.”

Sebastian just smiled. Then he looked toward Vladi. If her smile had been 
any larger, she could have swallowed herself.

“Okay, Kaiserling. What do you want?” asked La Mont.
“Here are my terms.” Before he pushed his document across the table toward 

La Mont, Sebastian was making changes to the bottom of the paper and writing 
something. “These are not negotiable.”

La Mont began reading. “I can’t  . . . .”
“Let me remind you, these are my terms and they are not negotiable! Re-

member, it is not only your career that is on the line but also those of the other 
four officers seated with you. They are de facto accomplices.”

La Mont began to read through the list a second time:
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1. The Air Force shall share all its knowledge, regarding the existence of  
Itzamná and Zetutxtil.

2. We will share all our knowledge of Itzamná and Zetutxtil with the Air 
Force.

3. We will retain all our original documents and other materials related to 
extraterrestrial visitations to Earth.

4. We will be permitted to publish our findings without interference of any 
kind by the U.S. Government.

5. We will agree not to publish anything that may represent an issue of 
national security, but that does not include the existence or proof of 
extraterrestrials. 

6. The tablet and the material it is made of shall remain the property of 
the group led by Sebastian Kaiserling.

7. The tablet will be shared with the Department of Defense for the pur-
poses of developing it as a commercial, military, or aerospace material 
with any patents conveying equally to Sebastian Kaiserling’s group and 
the United States Government.

8. No representative of the U.S. Government shall harm, harass, or other-
wise interfere in the lives of the parties hereto.

9. The U.S. Government shall bear all expenses incurred for the confer-
ence room at the Hyatt Plaza Madison.

La Mont shook his head. He almost began to object again, and then stopped 
himself. “Very well. Have your people sign and I will have the final agreement 
prepared, signed, and delivered to you by week’s end. He got up, handed the 
document back to Sebastian, and walked away, a beaten man. He had been out-
maneuvered by ‘a piss ant academic.’

“Vladi, come here and sign this.” She signed. “Heli, you too.” Heli read the 
conditions and saw that her name had been written in, while the names of the 
others who had left had been scratched through.

“I can’t sign this. This is not my project,” said Heli.
“It’s more your project than any of the others who chose to leave. You stayed. 

You have probably contributed more than anyone else, including Vladi and me. 
If it were not for you, there would be no project.” Then, calmly but forcefully 
he said, “So, sign!”

Reluctantly, but not without feeling an immense sense of pride, Heli signed. 
“Thank you. By the way, I like how you added insult to injury by having the 
military pay for their own defeat. Nice touch.”

Sebastian just smiled, signed and handed the document to Abrams. 
Their meeting was over.
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•

Heli ran into the house. She had to tell William about the showdown at the 
Hyatt. She threw off her coat, missed the coat spindle in the rear hallway, and 
it fell down the stairs. She didn’t even notice. “William. Where are you? Do I 
have a story to tell you!”

“I’m in the living room. Come on in.” She ran toward his voice. “What’s 
up!?”

“You would not believe what happened at the meeting between Sebastian, 
our group, and the Air Force guys. It was unbelievable. Everything started out 
quite cordially, then this general, General La Mont, got really testy. He be-
gan threatening everyone. He scared off more than half of Sebastian’s research 
group. They signed a non-disclosure agreement and they were, she spelled out, 
‘G’ ‘O’ ‘N’ ‘E’, gone. In the end, Sebastian, Vladi and I were the only ones left. 
I didn’t leave because I wasn’t part of the group anyway. What did I have to 
lose? Finally, Sebastian turned the tables on La Mont. He had planted a remote 
camera and microphone in a wall or decoration, or something, and it caught ev-
erything on tape – all the threats, etc. Sebastian called him on it. Then Sebastian 
gave him a list of what he wanted and told him there would be no negotiations 
on them. He even made the military pay for the conference room at the Hyatt. I 
thought that was just priceless. The general went away with his tail between his 
legs. What surprised me is that Sebastian scratched out the names of the people 
who had signed the non-disclosure agreements. There were only two names of 
the original group left on the agreement – Vladi and Sebastian’s. Then he did 
something that really amazed me. He added my name to the agreement, which 
means I am part of whatever happens when they begin making the metal that the 
tablet is made of and I’m in on all the academic stuff as well. Can you believe 
it?”

“Wow, it must have been quite a meeting. What is this about tablet metal?”
“I haven’t seen the tablet, but from what I’ve overheard, the tablet is made 

of some kind of material that is really, really light and strong. It could replace 
aluminum in the aerospace industry if they can find out how to reproduce it. Can 
you imagine how much that stuff will be worth someday? Sebastian agreed to 
give it to the military but we would share in the patent rights.”

“Again. All I can say is wow. You had a very, very successful day, didn’t 
you? I’m very proud of you. I suppose, now that you are independently wealthy, 
you’ll want a divorce and you’ll run off with some good looking Italian?”

“I have been giving that some thought but I’m afraid you’re stuck with me. 
Can you live with it?”

“It will be an all uphill battle but I suppose I can live with it. I’m so proud of 
you but do you think we really need more money coming in?”

“Oh, I won’t keep it. I’ll just give it to the foundation. But, do you realize just 
how much aerospace metal is worth? We could be rich.”
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“I’m the richest guy on the planet already. I have the greatest treasure known 
to man.”

“And what would that be?”
“You!”
“Oh that is so sweet . . . . Okay. What do you really want?”
“Just you.”
“You had me at Fraktur.”
“I thought you had forgotten about that.”
“That was the first time you ever spoke to me -- after working in the same lab 

for nearly six months.”  Heli feigned mock indignation.
“Yeah, can you believe all that we have done since I asked you about Frak-

tur?” William thought back to when they both had worked for the NIHDEP, the 
Nationalen Institue für historisches Dokument Bewertung und Erhaltung, in 
Berlin. Now it seemed  so long ago. A broad smile spread across his face. We 
had good times then, didn’t we?”

“That’s how it all began, and yes, they were very good times.’
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Chapter 12

By the end of the week, just as General La Mont had promised, each of the 
three signatories to the agreement received an official copy from the Air Force. 
All they had to do was sign the agreement but before any of them signed, Sebas-
tian wanted to meet, to ensure that everyone had received the same agreement 
before signing. On Friday afternoon, Sebastian and Heli met with Vladi in her 
office. They went over each word, sentence, and paragraph, making sure the 
three agreements were identical. Finding that they were, they each signed two 
copies, returning one in the prepaid Fed Ex envelope.

The only provision in the agreement that was potentially objectionable had 
to do with the disclosure of certain information they would obtain from the Air 
Force. The provision read:

Any and all information obtained from the United States Air 
Force, regarding the existence of the Niribui, shall be used for 
personal academic purposes only; however, this information may 
not be divulged in any form without the express prior, written 
consent of the Air Force.

No one knew who or what the Niribui were. Inasmuch as the provision did 
not place any restrictions on their research, and it sounded like they would be 
receiving information they had not expected, they saw no problem agreeing to 
it. If it had some impact on their research, in the future, they would have to peti-
tion to have it either removed or modified, which was an option also provided 
for in the agreement.

Heli was the first to bring up a situation that might or might not cause prob-
lems. “What is going to become of the others – those that signed the non-disclo-
sure agreement and left the meeting?” 

“As sad as it may be, and it may be overly pragmatic, but they seem to have 
signed away their rights. They agreed not to disclose anything they knew about 
the project. In theory, they can’t even talk to us about it. That would seem to 
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remove them completely from any further involvement or consideration. I will 
have my attorney review it but I am fairly certain he will agree with my assess-
ment. I’m sorry for them but it was their choice.” Sebastian was genuinely upset 
by the way things had turned out. He was sad that they had simply ‘cut and run.’ 
He was also sad that they had signed away their claims and rights to the group’s 
findings. On the other hand, Sebastian felt they got what they deserved. A rather 
heartless assessment but nonetheless true.

Once the agreements were safely on their way back to General La Mont, 
Sebastian called the general. He made arrangements for the delivery of their 
information. Sebastian arranged for certified copies of the tablet inscriptions 
to be made. He also arranged for the tablet to be sent directly to Nellis Air 
Force Base, Groom Lake. A metallurgist there would perform an array of non-
destructive analyses. Sebastian also suggested to General La Mont that Singh, 
Waterhouse, and Stoops should be contacted. They had already done some pre-
liminary work on the tablet.

In return, La Mont sent Sebastian information regarding the existence of a 
second advanced extraterrestrial civilization, the Niribui. None of the research-
ers had ever heard of them. Sebastian did a Google search and found nearly 300 
extraterrestrials ‘known by name’ – like the Aaamazzarite, Anabis, Durlans, 
Kivar, Booleans, Martians, Romulans, Shi’ar, Asgards, Twi’leks, etc., most 
popularized by the media, folk culture, or movies, but there seemed to be no 
reference to the Niribui. 

Apparently, the Air Force had learned of Zetutxtil from the Niribui but even 
they did not know where the Zetutxti’s home world was. They had, in fact, never 
made direct contact with them. The Niribui only knew of them from references 
made by various ancient civilizations on Earth. The Zetutxtis’ intervention on 
Earth had predated the Niribuis’ first voyages to Earth, nearly 2,000 years ago.

Since that time, the Niribui had not encountered the Zetutxtis nor any record 
of their having visited Earth again. The Niribui had assumed that, perhaps, they 
had suffered the fate of many other early civilizations – genetic, technological, 
environmental, or political self-destruction, which seemed was going to be the 
fate of Earth. 

Once the U.S. government had made contact with the Niribui, beginning 
with the so-called Roswell Incident in 1947, which was so well publicized and 
manipulated, the marooned Niribui negotiated their release by their willingness 
to share information and technology with the U.S. military. The most sensitive 
aspect of the Niribui/U. S. agreement was the provision that Niribui technology 
would not be used to gain a political or military advantage over any other of the 
Earth’s sovereign nations. This meant that the Niribui would not provide defen-
sive or offensive weapons technology.

The stranded Niribui were permitted to return home. Since then, the Niribui 
had begun making regular visits to Earth and specifically to the fabled Area 
51. There they held regular meetings with selected representatives of Earth’s 
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political elites. As long as Niribui technology was not misused, they would not 
interfere in Earth politics and they would be the sole arbiters of whether the 
technology had been used inappropriately. It was believed that their threat to 
Earth laid, not so much in the form of invasion, but in the form of withholding 
scientific and medical technologies, which they provided on an as-needed basis.  

The Earth’s first use of nuclear energy for the purposes of warfare was seen 
as a long-term threat to the Niribui, and it was because of this that they ex-
erted their influence in effecting a world-wide nuclear non-proliferation agree-
ment. The Niribui were well aware of the consequences of the misuse of nuclear 
power. It had been nuclear disasters, coupled with unanticipated consequences 
of genetic manipulation that had initially forced them to search for off-world 
sources of genetic material. Their need for stable genetic material had brought 
them to Earth. Now, the governments of the world were assisting them but un-
der a cloak of deniability. Their existence and visitations were forcefully de-
nied by all but the most skeptical observers and conspiracy theorists. It was 
Earth’s repayment for the receipt of lifesaving medical technology, which the 
government parceled out to researchers, who, then were given credit for having 
achieved medical breakthroughs.

Earth had, however, also suffered as a consequence of its participation in the  
Niribui’s need for therapeutic genetic material. During one of their expeditions 
to Earth, they had inadvertently released a virus that was to become known as 
AIDS. Once released, it could not be stopped. In fact, the AIDS virus was one 
of the problems that the Niribui had been combating and one that threatened 
their own population. They, too, were looking for a cure. In their attempt to in-
sure that AIDS was not brought to Earth, the Niribui crews and medical officers 
were carefully and routinely scrutinized for the virus but even their technology 
had not detected the disease in one of their crew members. Thus, intergalactic 
history had been made. The disease from one planet had been transferred ac-
cidentally to another.

As Sebastian read through the material that LaMont had provided, he was in-
credulous. The Niribui existed, the Zetutxtis were known to the Niribui but the 
two had never encountered one another directly, the whereabouts of the Zetutx-
tis’ home world was still unknown, the Niribui were responsible for many of 
Earth’s medical and technological breakthroughs and, at the same time, the in-
troduction of AIDS. It was all difficult to comprehend. 

Sebastian would have to confirm the information about the Niribui. He called 
La Mont and made arrangements to visit Area 51, or as the Air Force referred 
to it, the Air Force Flight Test Center (AFFTC) at Edwards Air Force Base, 
Groom Lake. The intense secrecy surrounding the base had frequently made 
it the subject of conspiracy theories and a central component of UFO folklore. 
Sebastian who was admittedly predisposed to many conspiracy theories involv-
ing the government, was now in a position to evaluate the efficacy of such in-
tense secrecy and disinformation. He also already knew that UFOs, aliens, alien 
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abductions, and much more were not just matters of folklore or fiction based 
on unfounded assumptions or facts. It was becoming apparent that the folklore 
was based on indisputable fact. It was only the Air Force’s unwillingness to 
confirm the public’s suspicions that perpetuated the intense secrecy and deni-
als, which sustained both the conspiracy theories and the folklore surrounding 
Groom Lake.

•

Heli worked tirelessly on the task of translating the remaining sides of the  
case. Each side took nearly a month to complete. As she completed each side, 
she would hand deliver her translations to Sebastian and Vladi. She no longer 
trusted the security of her emails. Her translations came in two versions, an 
executive summary and a much longer, annotated ‘verbatim’ translation. Others 
might be interested in the verbatim translations but the summaries were more 
than adequate for Sebastian and Vladi’s needs. She had already completed the 
Top and Bottom. 

I have analyzed the remaining four sides in detail. I am firmly convinced 
that they are to be read in a predefined sequence. Each side appears to be a 
linguistic stepping-stone, making it possible to work through the next side.

Itzamná was the leader of an expeditionary team of ‘social’ scientists. The 
team was broken into several groups, each assigned to a region of the planet 
they called ’Rrta (Earth). Each team had its own leader [With a little supple-
mentary research, it was apparent that many of the team leaders were recog-
nized as either gods or one type of deity or another in their realms.].

Team Leader   Assigned Region Became known as
 Thotmnal             Egypt     Thoth
 Tehutil             Atlantis     Tehuti
 Enkimna             Sumer     Ea or Enki
 Itzamná             Maya     Itzamná ska Kukulcan
 Quetzama             Aztec     Quetzalcoatl
 Brahmilx             India     Brahma
 Nunuxil             China     Nu Kua or Nüwa.

Each team leader was instructed to introduce the concepts of writing, 
mathematics, large scale building, agriculture, irrigation, astronomy, medi-
cine, and timekeeping. Each language was to be different from the others. 

Although each team leader was to be autonomous, each reported to Itzam-
ná as the overall project leader. 

Each leader was to leave a case containing a tablet inscribed with the 
coordinates for Zetutxtil, and a key containing the origination coordinates for 
‘Rrta [Earth]. When the key was once placed within its socket on the tablet 
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and replaced in the case, it would signal Zetutxtil, indicating that civilization 
on ’Rrta had finally reached a predetermined level of sophistication. It would 
mean that someone had deciphered the inscription on the case and knew 
where to find the key, and how to use it.

Each case was to explain the purpose of the tablet and the purpose of the 
Zetutxtilis visit to ‘Rrta, in the language of the Zetutxtilis. Each case would 
also include an introductory passage in the language and alphabet given to 
the people, and repeated in a progression leading to the Zetutxtili language. 

•

Reading through Heli’s summary translation had Sebastian mesmerized. The 
Earth’s premier civilizations had all been ‘seeded’ by the Zetutxtili. What had 
been heretofore thought to be independent inventions – language, writing, math, 
architecture, and science -- was, in fact, the product of Zetutxtilian influence. 
The ‘seed’ of civilization that had been planted, had grown and flowered in 
some areas and had withered and died in others. For some reason, Mesoamerica 
had been thought to be an especially fertile place, since more than one attempt 
had been made to generate civilization there among the various tribal groups. 
Unfortunately, long-term high civilization had ultimately failed there, just as 
it had in Sumer and Atlantis. Here, civilization had flourished, only to self-
destruct for reasons that were still not entirely understood. 

Heli’s translations also seemed to indicate that there once was an Atlantis 
but, where was it now? The story of Atlantis had been recorded in Plato’s di-
alogues Timaeus and Critias but there was no evidence that it had actually 
existed. Apparently, the Zetutxtili had visited Atlantis and sown the seed of 
civilization. It would seem that their seed had initially found fertile ground and 
had flourished until the civilization had been destroyed or self-destructed, from 
natural catastrophe(s) or from internal problems. 

So much was being, at least superficially explained. It all seemed almost too 
neat. There just had to be some variable that the Zetutxtili had not anticipated 
or had not taken into consideration, in the choice of their test cultures or their 
physical environments. Something had, obviously, gone wrong, at least on two 
or three occasions – Atlantis, Mesoamerica, and Sumer. Here long-term, persis-
tent civilizations did not survive, but why?

•

Heli, Sebastian, and Vladi met just before Thanksgiving to discuss the trans-
lations that Heli had developed. Heli, “I’ve had two very different ideas churn-
ing through my head lately. First, the Air Force has been extremely forthcoming 
with information. This almost disturbs me. It is not like them to be so free with 
what has been, heretofore, so vociferously denied. That makes me almost . . . 
no, it actually makes me very suspicious. What are they up to?” 
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“My second concern is, I feel we are withholding information from them. 
Our agreement was based solely on the tablet’s contents and the little transla-
tion I completed beforehand. Remember, they don’t or didn’t really know about 
the case translations. They seemed preoccupied with what we knew at the time. 
I think we owe it to them to provide the case translations as we develop them. 
What do you think?”

“You have been a busy girl, haven’t you, translations and evaluating our 
position vis-à-vis the Air Force,” said Sebastian. Vladi just smiled. She agreed 
wholeheartedly. “Let me comment on your second point, first. Our agreement, 
at least as I see it, requires us to share information with the Air Force. They 
too agreed to share, and I have to admit, on this they have surprised me com-
pletely. They have, in fact, confirmed the existence of a second advance group 
of ‘people’ in the universe. I’d heard stories of the Grays and I’ve seen movies 
and TV programs dealing with them but I thought they were just a convenient 
artifice to distract us. Yes, I will admit I am prone to being a conspiracy theorist 
but that is another story.”

 “Sure, we can use the information in our work but we cannot disclose the 
fact that the Air Force is aware of them or in regular contact. They do, however, 
bolster our argument about the Zetutxtili, even if we can’t reference the Air 
Force. If we had third party confirmation, then we would be able to write about 
them. Based on their willingness to be forthcoming, I would basically agree that 
we should share with them what we know. Although, I will admit, deep down 
inside, I feel like the Air Force is setting us up or want to use us somehow. 
Vladi?”

“I’d have to agree with both of you. I’m a bit uneasy as well, but . . . on the 
other hand, they seem to be, at least superficially, cooperating with us. For that 
reason, I agree.” Turning her attentions to Sebastian, as the acknowledged lead-
er of the group, “We should share what we know but I would suggest we send 
them only the summaries Heli has produced. We should withhold the original 
text photographs and complete, annotated translations, at least for now.”

“I agree,” said Sebastian. “But, you and I both know that, eventually, the Air 
Force will want to know where we are getting all this information and they will 
want to see our original source material. For the time being, I will arrange to 
send them Heli’s translation summaries.” 

“Before I become a conspiracy advocate, there is one thing I have been 
meaning to talk to you about. If you go back to my summary, you will notice 
a statement regarding the tablet and the key. My translation seems to indicate 
that, when the key is placed in its ‘socket’ on the tablet, and the tablet and key 
are replaced in the case, an alert of some kind will be sounded. If this is correct, 
it would mean that the Zetutxtili have or could be signaled. The other thing 
about the key is that, if the word ‘socket’ is the true and proper translation of the 
Zetutxtili word, it would represent a very different connotation from the idea of 
a niche. A socket is a technical term. It seems, at least to me, that we are talking 
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about two pieces of a machine which, in our case, the key would seem to be 
the activator. It is not just an informational medium. Not like a note on a piece 
of paper. It is a signaling device. What comes to mind is the black obelisk or 
monolith in Clark’s book 2001: A Space Odyssey and the movie. I can’t say if 
it is ‘electronic,’ as we know electronics, but it is capable of sending an interga-
lactic signal. Just like the monolith in the movie, and for the same reason. So, 
I think we need to alert La Mont to this fact by giving him my translations. It 
could be very important. Do they have both the tablet and the key?”

“No. They have only the tablet. I have the key stored away in my safe deposit 
box for safekeeping, and only two people know where the case is. So, at least 
for the moment, there is no signaling going on. Then, Sebastian smiled. “You 
know, you two get a lot of inspiration from TV and the movies. Vladi, you use 
Stargate and you, Miss Heli, use 40-year-old movies. Unbelievable. Maybe I 
should get out more frequently. It would seem I’d know so much more.”

Heli and Vladi simply looked at one another, gave a little nod, and a friendly 
smirk. “I saw that,” said Sebastian. His comment brought out a full smile from 
both women, then full-blown laughter. The laughter seemed to cut through the 
tension that existed but had gone unacknowledged. All three seemed much 
more comfortable now.

“Now, back to business,” said Heli. “I have never been overly impressed 
by conspiracy theories, although I will admit there are plenty of them floating 
around. I don’t know if it is just not my character or because I lived in Germany 
so long but, in either case, I just have never given them much credence. In the 
States, it seems there are either more conspiracies or theorists, and just maybe, 
the U.S. government breeds them as a form of disinformation or as a disorien-
tation technique. Now, I’m not saying I have become a subscriber but the Air 
Force is not acting its typical self. They are almost becoming overly magnani-
mous with us. This is what is making me suspicious. It’s not like them.”

“I have two ideas about what they may be up to. First, and the least likely 
option, they genuinely want our help or information. Second, they want to use 
us to ‘break it to the world’ that we are not the only intelligent beings in the 
universe, that we are not alone. They have sworn there are no other intelligent 
life forms out there. And who knows what the military or the entire intelligence 
community has done to cover up that fact? It may be possible, they have come 
to believe their own, excuse the language, bullshit. The public is not ready or 
prepared to know. It is entirely possible that, if the information comes from 
academic sources, it will somehow let the government off the hook and there 
will be much less need for all the security and denial. Can you imagine just 
how much money it must take to keep all this Area 51-type information secret 
or classified? We could be lifting a huge burden off them. They would have a 
difficult time explaining all their prior secrecy but that would be easier than 
perpetuating the myth.”

“You know, you could be right. There may be those in the military who 
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wish they could come clean about aliens and visitations but government policy 
prohibits it. If the story were to break or leak out because of academic research, 
all the interested parties in the military could claim unsoiled hands, so to speak. 
‘We didn’t violate our orders,’” said Sebastian. “You know, we could actually 
clear up this entire issue by just confronting it head on. They already know 
we intend to publish our findings. We just have to keep the knowledge they 
have provided us out of the mix. As I said before, or maybe I was just thinking 
about it, either way, if we can find another reputable source of information on 
the Niribui, we could then at least mention their existence. I wonder if the Air 
Force has or knows of anyone who might cooperate with us? It would be worth 
exploring.”

Vladi began, “There is one thing neither of you have explored. What if it is 
not the military that wants to keep the existence of the Niribui secret? What if 
it is the Niribui themselves who do not wish to be recognized. Remember, they 
still require genetic material, and do you think they want it known that they are 
the source of AIDS? I don’t think so!”

“Good point.  However, if the Niribui did require genetic material, don’t you 
think that people would line up to provide it. That’s just the way humans are. In 
many respects, we are a very trusting race. It would mean that all the so-called 
alien abductions, or whatever, could be organized and more efficient and all the 
negativity surrounding them could be eliminated. Don’t you think there would 
be value in that?” Sebastian thought, ‘Man. I’m becoming a social philosopher!’ 

“I agree. I am sure that they wouldn’t appreciate being ‘ratted out’ as the 
source of AIDS. Surely, that one oversight could be concealed.”

“But, isn’t it our premise that we have the right to know, both the good 
and bad? Admittedly, they transferred AIDS to Earth accidentally but, then, 
shouldn’t they also acknowledge that as well?” asked Heli.

“Okay. We are able to come up with the pros and cons of outing the Niribui 
but what do you want to do? Give me some concrete suggestions,” said Sebas-
tian.

Heli continued, “Not playing favorites here, I say we try to find an ethical 
and defensible way of getting information about both the Niribui and Zetutxtili 
out.” Turning to Sebastian, she continued, “You might think about actually talk-
ing this over with La Mont. If he is on the side of exposing the existence of the 
Niribui, he might be able to assist us, surreptitiously, of course.”

“I’d second Heli’s suggestion. I think it makes a lot of sense. However, on 
the downside, La Mont will know exactly what our intentions are. Do we want 
to fire the proverbial shot across his bow at this point?” asked Vladi.

Sebastian’s only response was, “Hmmmm. Not a very inviting set of alterna-
tives is it?”

“No, but what real alternatives do we have, otherwise? Do we act academi-
cally with personal integrity and ethically, or do we behave like the military, 
veiled behind subterfuge, lies, and secrets?” asked Vladi.
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“I think I have a lot to ponder,” said Sebastian. 

•

A few days later, La Mont received Heli’s translations from Sebastian, along 
with an explanatory letter, which began:

General La Mont,

Before you finish this note, please read through the attached case trans-
lation prepared by Heli. The rest of the letter will be based on the enclosed 
translations . . . .

La Mont read through Heli’s translation summary. ‘So that is how they knew 
about Itzamná and Zetutxtili. There is some kind of case with all this informa-
tion scribbled on it, and Heli is the one who has been feeding the group informa-
tion. The tablet will tell us where Zetutxtil is located.’

When I was in Mexico, I discovered an inscribed stone case and the tablet 
was in it. I also did a preliminary and rough translation of the message on 
the bottom of the case while in Mexico. It was in ancient Mayan, which I am 
familiar enough with to allow me to find the key, which fits in the blank spot on 
the tablet.

We had thought that the key was the key to translating the symbols on the 
tablet. Heli has determined that the key is more than a set of coordinates. It is 
some type of switch that turns on the tablet and, if left in place, the tablet will 
send out a signal to the Zetutxtili, notifying them that we have achieved a cer-
tain level of development. I have the key in my possession. It has, in addition, 
other peculiar properties, which I will share with you sometime soon. 

Probably, one of the most interesting pieces of information stemming from 
Heli’s translations is the fact that, if it is to be believed, all past high civiliza-
tions were the product of seeding by the Zetutxtili. If the cases from the cradles 
of these civilizations can be found, the idea of seeding would be a defensible 
proposition. Without them, it is academically only suggestive.

The reason for mentioning the case and the translations, which were not 
officially referenced in our earlier agreement, is because we all agree, on 
this end, that we should be entirely up front with you regarding  our source of 
information.

It is our intention to provide you with the translations from the case as Heli 
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completes them. So far she has completed the bottom, top, and one side. Three 
sides remain.

We sincerely hope that you can be equally candid with us. There is another 
matter I would like to discuss; however, I feel that it is best if done privately, 
probably best face to face  and on neutral ground or by a secured phone where 
there is less likelihood of eavesdropping. 

Please let me know when and how we might have our discussion.

Finally, now that we have a workable agreement, I see no need to hold onto 
the video tapes of our meeting at the Hyatt. I feel that it is imperative that we 
work together as colleagues, rather than as adversaries. Don’t you agree?

    
     Sebastian

La Mont was actually shaken by the material as he read, both the translation 
and the good doctor’s letter. The translations suggested visitations several thou-
sand years in advance of the Niribui. It also suggested that civilization, as we 
know it, was the direct result of extraterrestrial involvement, and again, not by 
the Niribui. This could only mean that the Zetutxtili were even more advanced 
than the Niribui, which were already well ahead of all the inhabitants of Earth. 
He was also amazed by the candidness of Dr. Kaiserling. He had no hesitation 
sharing what he knew with the Air Force, even information that was not gov-
erned by their agreement. Finally, he wondered what Kaiserling might want to 
talk about and why did it need to be so secretive, or at least private?

La Mont needed to take a number of things into consideration before he 
called Sebastian to arrange a meeting. There were the obvious issues of secu-
rity, after all, he was a two-star general, and he had to consider the entourage 
that normally followed him wherever he went. He still had a bitter taste in his 
mouth from his last meeting with Kaiserling. He had, in fact, underestimated 
what he had thought to be a typical egghead professor. The doctor had proven 
he was shrewd and inventive. He would not underestimate him a second time. 
But what concerned him most was not knowing what Sebastian needed to talk 
about. The agreement seemed self-explanatory. ‘I guess I won’t know until we 
get together.’ He checked his schedule. He had a few light days next week and 
he could shuffle the appointments he had, but where and when? In good con-
science, he could not justify using one of the Air Force’s executive jets for the 
meeting. He checked his air time log. 

To keep his F-16 certification he had to log 200 hours each year. He was still 
short six hours and less than a month left. ‘I could kill two birds with one stone, 
if I fly to Madison, meet with Kaiserling, and fly back to Andrews.  Yeah! That’s 
what I’ll do.’ He picked up the phone and called Sebastian. “Dr. Kaiserling, 
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this is General La Mont. I have a couple of free days next week – Tuesday and 
Wednesday – would we be able to meet on one of those days in Madison? I can 
fly in and we can discuss whatever. This time, however, no theatrics or cameras, 
please. Very well. I’ll see you on Wednesday. I should be landing around 10 
hundred hours, 10 a.m. your time. Would you like to meet over lunch? That 
would be great. My treat.” 

Once finished with his call to Sebastian, La Mont pulled up his phone di-
rectory and found the direct-dial number for Col. Steven M. Shepro, the com-
mander of Andrews Air Force Base. “Hello. Shaft, this is Skeeter. Do you have 
an F-16 I could borrow Wednesday? I need to log some flight time before the 
year is out and I also need to be in Wisconsin. So, I thought I would double up. 
Great. I’ll have my adjutant file a flight plan for me. Take-off around 08:00. I’ll 
drop in before I take off. See you then and thanks.”

•

At 09:45, General La Mont was granted permission to land his Fighting Fal-
con at Dane County Airport. Once he had checked in, he called Sebastian. “Dr. 
Kaiserling, this is General La Mont. I’ve landed at Dane County. When and 
where would you like to meet for lunch? Well, you think on it and I’ll be by to 
pick you up, in say, 45 minutes in front of the Sewell Social Sciences Building. 
Right? Yes. By taxi. We can decide then. Thank you.”

General La Mont’s taxi pulled in front of the social sciences building. Se-
bastian was already waiting outside. The breeze off Lake Mendota was blowing 
and swirling the newly fallen snow around Sebastian’s feet and blowing under 
his long winter coat. As the taxi pulled up, he gave a shiver. The temperature 
was dropping rapidly and the weather report called for even more snow over 
the next two days. It would be, after a protracted fall, a white Christmas. That 
reminded him, ‘I had better take care of getting Mara’s Christmas present,’ but 
what to get her?

As Sebastian approached the taxi, he leaned forward to look in, just to be 
sure it was the General. The General opened the door and beckoned to him. 
“Come, get in out of the cold.” He extended his hand as Sebastian got in, and 
they shook hands. “Good to see you again, Dr. Kaiserling, hopefully under less 
stressful circumstances. Where would you like to have lunch?”

“You know, if it wouldn’t be too plebeian for you, we could simply go to the 
Wayside Dining Room at the University Club on State Street.”

“That’s fine with me.” He turned to the driver. “Driver, do you know where 
the University Club is?” The driver nodded. “That’s where we’d like to go, 
then.” Soon they were settled in their seat and on the way to the Club.

“Here we are, 803 State Street,” said the cabbie. The General handed the 
driver his fare and a generous tip. In return, the cabbie gave the general a huge 
smile and said, “Any time. Thank you. Would you like me to wait?”
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“I have no idea how long we will be. I’ll call your company, and if you are 
in the area, I’d be pleased if you took me back to the airport. Deal? What’s your 
name, son?”

“Yes, sir. I’ll kind of hang around then. I’m Wesley. Here’s the company’s 
card and phone number. Just ask for me,” said Wes.

“You’re on, Wesley.”
As they entered the University Club, the General noticed that the place was 

much like some of the older officers’ clubs, which were, in many ways, the 
remnants of the old officers gentlemen’s clubs that existed before the military 
began to pare away at the elitist image of officers. Now, things were much more 
egalitarian but everyone knew there was still a line of demarcation between the 
officers and the enlisted men. Some would ignore the line but you could not 
escape it. It had always been there, and it always would be, no matter how egali-
tarian the military might become. The military was not a democracy, although 
it was called upon to defend it.

As they entered the dining room, they were greeted by a well dressed maitre 
d’. “Do you gentlemen have a reservation, or will general seating be accept-
able?”

The General raised an eyebrow. ‘Even at the Pentagon we don’t get this kind 
of treatment. Nice touch.’

“General seating will be fine. Do you have an out-of-the-way table where we 
can talk privately?” asked Sebastian.

“Certainly. Come this way.”
The maitre d’ took them to the far corner of the dining room near a large 

window. Before he seated himself, the General looked northward, out the win-
dow, across a snow blanketed mall area between two classroom buildings. He 
could see the lake because the trees outside on the mall had been denuded by the 
early winter winds. The general thought, ‘This is a very beautiful place, even 
in winter.’ He seated himself with his back to the window. He did not want to 
be distracted by the view. The maitre d’ handed both men menus and described 
the lunch specials for them. “I’ll send a server over to take your drink and meal 
orders. Thank you.”

Soon a server arrived. “My name is John. Can I get you something to drink?” 
“Coffee for me,” said Sebastian. “The same,” replied the general.
“I’ll be right back with your coffees and that will give you time to look 

over the menu. Did Andrew tell you about our lunch specials?” Both men sim-
ply nodded and John left to prepare the coffees. While he was gone, both men 
concentrated on the menus. The General was the first to fold and lay his menu 
down. 

Sebastian, looked over his menu and asked, “Have you decided?”
“Yes. I think I’ll have the lamb. It’s been a while.”
“Actually, I was thinking along the same lines. Mara, my wife, used to cook 

lamb but with her writing and all, she doesn’t cook much anymore. I miss her 
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cooking, to tell the truth.”
“I know what you mean. Since my wife refused to move to Washington from 

Carmel, I’ve pretty much have been living the bachelor’s life. Either it’s not all 
it’s cracked up to be or I must be doing something wrong.” He chuckled. It was 
the first time Sebastian had seen the general relax, even a little. “We get together 
when my schedule gives me time on the West Coast.”

John returned, coffees in hand, and took their orders.
“Okay, Dr. Kaiserling. What’s on your mind? It must be important or you 

wouldn’t have called and I wouldn’t have flown all the way out here to meet 
with you. So, I hope it’s good. Although, I will admit, it was fun to get back in 
the seat of an F-16 once again.”

“You flew yourself here in an F-16?! I’m impressed. I’ve always wanted to 
fly but just never got around to it, unfortunately,” confessed Sebastian.

“Flying is a sufficient enough reason for living, and I don’t get the oppor-
tunity to fly much anymore. I fly, now, just to stay certified. I don’t have much 
free time it seems these days.” Despite their adversarial relationship, Sebastian 
could see a certain amount of regret in the General’s expression and from the 
tone of his voice, when he said didn’t get enough time to fly. And his comment 
about flying being cause enough to be living seemed rather poetic and a bit 
philosophical.

A few minutes later, John was serving his guests. After his departure, “Again, 
why am I here?” asked the General.

“General, do you have a first name?” La Mont was surprised by Sebastian’s 
question.

“Well, yes. It’s John. Why do you ask?”
“I’m not much for standing on ceremony or titles, so, from now on, would 

you call me Sebastian, and if you don’t mind, I’ll call you John?”
“I can live with that. What’s on your mind, Sebastian?”
“I have this feeling that we can be of immeasurable service to one another 

but right now, suspicion seems to be the key ingredient in our relationship. 
Don’t take this personally but we don’t trust you, as the military, and you don’t 
trust us, as civilians. Am I correct in my assessment?”

“In all honesty, yes. We have very different agendas. Yours seems to be to 
unleash the hounds and it is my job to keep them penned up, quiet and hidden 
away.”

“I’d like to rectify that. As a show of good faith, what if I were to give to you 
all the copies of the video that were taken at our meeting at the Hyatt? Would 
that be worth something to you?” asked Sebastian.

“It sure would be more than the thin edge of the wedge. I’m liking what I’m 
hearing so far. What’s the catch?”

“There is no catch. Just a show of good faith on our part.”
“What do I have to do to get the tapes?”
“Again. Nothing. I’ll just give them to you. No strings of any kind attached. 
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You can do with them as you please,” said Sebastian. “I do, however, have a 
personal question?”

“And what would that be?”
“Personally, do you ever wish you could lift the veil of secrecy that sur-

rounds the whole UFO thing and your knowledge of the Niribui?”
“You have to be kidding me. Remember, I’m a career Air Force officer. What 

I think personally in immaterial to my duties. But, out of curiosity, why do you 
ask?”

“To be frank, my group feels like we are being played. You have given us 
information we never asked for or even knew existed. We are asked to keep 
it, to use your terminology, classified. In many ways, it is unimportant to our 
research. Yet, here we are in possession of it. It just feels, ah, spooky. We all 
feel that it will somehow come back to bite us in the butt, so to speak. That is 
our concern,” said Sebastian with sadness apparent in his voice. “But what you 
think personally does have some bearing on all of this.”

“How so?”
“Let’s put it this way. If you were inclined to believe that the truth should 

be known and revealed to the public, it would have a definite impact on your 
actions. We would like to be in a position to be able to reference the Niribui but 
without a reliable third party, we cannot say anything about them. We cannot 
reveal their existence as a function of our agreement. However, if there were 
someone who knew about the Niribui and we were to find him independent of 
the Air Force, we could use him. We would be able to use the source and would 
not be violating our agreement. Do you see where I’m going with this?”

“Yes. And it would be a very big mistake for any one of your team to make 
contact with Russell Tomlinson. He is unreliable and prone to fits of delusion,” 
said the General. “He used to work on extraterrestrial projects for the Air Force, 
then he began to believe that they really existed. He is a crackpot. One of those 
mad scientists. Besides, he is old now and that, alone, makes him untrustworthy. 
You know, this lamb is really quite good.”

“The chefs here are really first rate,” confessed Sebastian. 
After their meal was over and they had relaxed over another coffee, it was 

time for the General to leave. “I’ll pick up the tab.”
“Your money is no good here,” said Sebastian. ”Let’s make this my treat. 

Would you like me to send you the tapes or just destroy them? It’s your call.”
“I’ll trust you to do the right thing. I think we have a better understanding re-

garding a lot of things.” La Mont reached inside his jacket pocket and pulled out 
a cell phone. From another pocket he retrieved the cabbie’s card. “Hello. This is 
General La Mont. A driver named Wesley dropped me off that 803 State Street. 
If he’s still available, could you have him pick me up and take me to the airport. 
I have a flight to make. Great. Thank you. I’ll be waiting outside in about ten 
minutes.” John turned to Sebastian, “This was a very enjoyable lunch, and I 
hope you will forget some of my off-hand comments. Sometimes I just tend to 
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be too candid. I hear Yuma is pleasant, but the nights are cold this time of year. 
So dress warmly.” With that the two men shook hands, the General headed for 
the door, and Sebastian remained behind to pay for their meals.

Within an hour, Sebastian was back in his office, which was only a few 
blocks away, and the General was just lifting off from Dane County’s Runway 
21, heading home. He’d be home around dinner time. Once he had reached his 
assigned cruising altitude, he switched on the autopilot, and settled back in his 
seat. He felt very satisfied. He had a great lunch and the professor had taken the 
bait. It was only a matter of time before the professor and his team were able 
to expose the existence of not only one but two alien civilizations. Finally, the 
charade and secrecy would end, and his hands would be squeaky clean. All in 
all, it had been a very good day.  

Surprisingly, back in his office, Sebastian was feeling a very similar sense of 
satisfaction. He would destroy all but one copy of the Hyatt video and he felt he 
had compromised the General. It had, indeed, been a very good day.
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Chapter 13

Just before Christmas, Heli finished the translation of the second side of the 
case. She arranged to meet with Sebastian to deliver it. She explained  “Here 
are the summary and verbatim translations for Side 2. This side was consider-
ably more difficult to translate, largely because it was much more detailed and 
complicated. I am confident that the translations are close but the terminol-
ogy sometimes was difficult. In addition to the translations, you will notice 
some comments. I had to use some references and I wanted you to know where 
I was getting my supporting information. I found the work by Kettunen and 
Helmke especially useful. I have also included some notes having to do with 
the so-called Long Count Calendar. Neither Itzamná nor the Maya seem to see 
any differences between the 260-day (Short) and the Long Count Calendars in 
terms of how they operated. The designation, Long Count Calendar, seems to 
be a modern invention or convention.” She handed the thick file folder contain-
ing her translations to Sebastian. “Good luck. I’m going to take a little break 
over the holidays. I hope you don’t mind. I have been neglecting William and I 
would like to spend Christmas with my family. I hope you don’t mind.” 

Sebastian saw a look in Heli’s face. He recognized it from personal experi-
ence. He remembered when he was a graduate student and he didn’t want to 
disappoint his professor. At those times, he undoubtedly had the very same look 
of inadequacy.

“Heli, to be quite honest, you’ve more than earned a break. You have done 
yeoman’s service, well beyond the call. In fact, no one else has contributed 
anywhere near what  you have, myself included. You’re a very talented young 
woman with a gift. We all have to respect that. Even more important, I don’t 
think you fully realize just how gifted you actually are. You take as much time 
as you need. I fully realize how tedious translation is.” Heli’s face seemed to 
change immediately. The almost unbearable burden and responsibility for the 
progress of the project seemed to have been lifted from her shoulders. She had 
been given permission to relax, and that was just what she needed. If possible, 
maybe she could get William to take a few days off and they could get in some 
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skiing. It had been a long time since she had schushed through the snow. ‘I’ll 
pick up some skiing brochures on the way home. The ‘mountains’ in Wisconsin 
are nothing like the Alps but they are definitely better than nothing.’

Heli’s note read::

This side seems to be involved primarily with the nature of time, timekeep-
ing and in particular with the Mayan calendar system.

The calendar consists of 260 days. It shall be known as the Tzoolkoan, 
which shall consist of a cycle of 20 named days, followed by a cycle of 13 
days. Each cycle shall start with the first named day – Imix. 

Itzamná’s ‘astronomer,’ Cimixxilo, gave precise rules as to how the calen-
dar was to be maintained. Cimixxilo became known as Cimi, the god of Death. 

Each day was linked, by name, to one of Itzamná’s team members. This 
would mean that, there were at least 20 members in Itzamná’s team. For 
example, the day ‘Chuen’ was associated with Chuixitilla, who was Itzamná’s 
chief technician. He seems to have become the patron of craftsmen and is 
represented by the Monkey in Mayan mythology.

The indigenous people were to use the Tzoolkoan to determine the planting 
seasons, especially for the newly introduced maize or corn, for the schedul-
ing of ceremonies for such events as weddings, burials, or building, and the 
calculation of celestial events.

The calendar begins on the day that Itzamná and his team arrived on 
Earth. 

There is no indication when Itzamná and his team actually departed.
 
The calendar was to be finite. It had a final date. There seems to have been 

no mechanism for the calendar’s continuation after that final date. It is not 
clear why the calendar ends, or I may have not yet encountered it.

The Mayan Calendar was to have a long cycle of roughly 5,125 years, con-
sisting of numerous shorter cycles.

Itzamná was surprised that his proto-Mayan tribes were already cognizant 
of the cyclic pattern of time, a concept that he had not encountered among 
the other cultures he had visited. The proto-Mayans seemed to understand the 
concept of history and history repeating itself, even if they had no mechanism 
for recording it. This realization, or time-consciousness, seemed to intrigue 
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Itzamná, because such a shift of consciousness, meant that decisions could be 
based on new and other values based on a cyclic vision of the universe. They 
understood and shared a belief that time repeated itself. 

Itzamná introduced the concept of the zero, nothingness, to be used in 
connection with routine counting and as a starting point for the calendar. 
The Tzoolkoan required the use of zero as a place-holder within its vigesimal 
(base-20) numeric system. 

•

Between Christmas and New Year, Sebastian asked Mara if she would be 
interested in a short trip to Yuma, Arizona. Mara responded, “Why would you 
want to go to Yuma? What in the world is there? Now, if you wanted to go to 
Miami or Hawaii for a week that would be different but Yuma!? You go if you 
must. I have things I can do here.” 

“I was told that a man who could help me with my current Mexican project 
could be found in Yuma. I tried to locate him but didn’t have any luck. So, in all 
likelihood, the only way I can find him is if I go there. I thought you might like 
the opportunity to see someplace we’ve never seen before.”

“I’m not really interested but thanks.” That was the end of it. At just after 
6:30 a.m., the next day, Sebastian boarded United Flight 7308 for Chicago. He 
would layover in Chicago then on to Los Angeles, and from there, he took his 
final flight to Phoenix. When he arrived it was nearly 1:00 a.m. He was tired, 
bleary-eyed, and in need of a shower, bed, and sleep. As part of his travel pack-
age, he had arranged for a rental car. When he checked in, he asked for direc-
tions to the nearest motel, where he would stay the night before driving on to 
Yuma.

As he left the terminal to pick up his car, Sebastian was surprised by the tem-
perature. He had thought Yuma, in the dead of winter, would have been much 
warmer. As he warmed up the car, more out of habit than necessity, he looked at 
the temperature gauge in the dash, 45 degrees.  He shivered almost instinctively. 
It was only 10 degrees warmer here in Phoenix than it had been when he left 
Madison.

Within 15 minutes, he was pulling under the curved glass porte cochère that 
covered the entrance to the Motel Six registration office. He was hungry but he 
needed sleep more than food; he could wait until breakfast to visit the 24-hour 
coffee shop.  Sebastian hurried through his shower and was soon sound asleep, 
after leaving a wake-up call for 7:30.

Breakfast was a perfunctory affair, just something he had to do, but his mind 
was already preoccupied.  He checked out and was on his way by 9:00. He 
would be in Yuma around noontime.

In Yuma, he checked into the Holiday Inn, then began his search for Russell 
Tomlinson. At this point, all Sebastian had was a name and a city but he knew 
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that Tomlinson, at least potentially, held information concerning the existence 
of the Niribui. He went to the Inn’s coffee shop, where he hoped a strategy 
would come to him.

It was at this point that Sebastian realized that he was totally out of his ele-
ment. He was in an unfamiliar city, he had no point of beginning and, except 
for a name, he had absolutely nothing. Give him a book reference, he was like 
a bloodhound but a person. Where to begin? He was no Rockford. Maybe he 
had made a mistake. He sat at his table nursing his coffee, trying to decide how 
best to proceed. Normally Sebastian did not doubt himself but he was like a fish 
out of water now. Finally, he asked himself the question, “Most people have 
telephones. Tomlinson did not. Most people have bank accounts. I can start 
there, or make that one of my starting points. Most people have electricity, he 
could inquire there, if they would divulge their customers’ names. Probably not. 
Someone who, at least at one time worked for the Government, should have a 
home. Public records. They aren’t so concerned with issues of privacy, after all, 
home purchases are public. The police might be able to tell him if he was ‘in the 
system.  Where else can I start looking?’

He decided to start with the police. The police might know if Tomlinson 
lived in or around town. Sebastian paid for his coffee and went to the front desk. 
A young Native American woman greeted him. “Good morning. My name is 
Sharleen. Can I be of service?”

 “Could you tell me where the city police department is?”
The clerk typed a few words into her computer and said, “It is located at 1500 

South 1st Avenue. Would you also like their phone number or just directions?”
“Yes. Both please.”
She wrote down the number and directions to the Public Safety offices, say-

ing, “You should have no problem finding it. Is there anything else I can do for 
you?”

“No. You’ve been very helpful. Thank you.” As Sebastian left the Inn’s lob-
by, he realized just how sunny it was, even though the air still held a certain cold 
chill about it. He had no difficulty finding the Police Department; Sharleen’s 
directions had been perfect. Inside the lobby area he was greeted by Officer 
Gonzalez. “How can I help you?” 

“I am trying to find an old friend. I’ve checked the phone book but with no 
success. I was wondering if I could talk to someone to see if he is still living in 
Yuma. A mutual acquaintance said he was still living here but he didn’t have an 
address or phone number,” explained Sebastian.

“Your best bet is to talk to Sergeant Paul McElroy. He’s been here longer 
than anyone. If he doesn’t know your friend, no one will. I’ll page him for you.” 
He picked up the phone, verified McElroy’s extension and dialed. “Sarg. I have 
a gentlemen up front who is looking for someone. Could you come up and 
speak with him?  Thank you.” Gonzalez turned back to Sebastian. “The Sarg 
will be right out to see you.”
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A few minutes later, the doors to the administrative wing opened. Silhou-
etted by the hall lighting was a monster of a man. Sebastian turned to look at 
Gonzalez, for reassurance and confirmation. “Is that McElroy?”

Gonzalez nodded his head in acknowledgement. A smile was plastered 
across his face. “He casts a pretty big shadow, doesn’t he?”

“I’ll say.” The man was all of six foot seven. He had to duck slightly to miss 
the automatic closer arms on the double doors. Even the double door opening 
seemed inadequate for his shoulders. He was a colossus of a man. To Sebastian, 
he looked like a larger version of Hulk Hogan, blonde hair, mustache, and all. 
When he greeted Sebastian, McElroy stuck out a hand that dwarfed Sebastian’s, 
but his grip, while firm, was not overpowering. “Gonzalez says you’re looking 
for someone. How can I help?”

It took a moment for Sebastian to organize his thoughts. “Ah. Well. An ac-
quaintance of mine in Washington, let me know that a mutual friend was living 
in Yuma but he had lost touch with him and didn’t have a phone number or ad-
dress. I need to talk to him regarding some research I am involved with. I’m a 
professor at the University of Wisconsin. Here is my faculty ID.” He handed his 
faculty card to McElroy, who examined it summarily and handed it back. 

“Okay. What is your friend’s name? I’ll check the system to see if we have 
any information on him,” said McElroy.

“His name is Russell Tomlinson.”
“You don’t mean Russell Tomlinson the crackpot that is always talking about 

aliens and says he worked in Area 51, do you?” McElroy looked at Gonzalez 
and nearly began laughing out loud. 

Sebastian was surprised and shocked by McElroy’s response. If La Mont 
had sent him to see Tomlinson, he had to be legitimate. These officers seemed 
to believe Tomlinson was some kind of nut job. His first thought was, ‘La Mont 
is screwing with me! That son-of-a-bitch! I thought we . . . .’ “Can you tell me 
what is so funny?!”

“I’m sorry. That was inappropriate and uncalled for. To answer your ques-
tion. Yes. We know a Russell Tomlinson. He lives out near Felicity. To get to 
his place, take I-8 to Sidewinder Road North. It is a posted exit. Head north ‘til 
you come to Sunshine Road, take a right and Tomlinson’s place is at the end 
of the road. You can’t miss it. Again, I must apologize for my outburst. It’s just 
that Tomlinson is a very strange bird and it’s hard to take what he has to say 
seriously. Each year, he seems to become more and more reclusive. Almost like 
a hermit. Anything else I can do for you?”

“No. Thank you for your time.” Sebastian was seething but he didn’t want 
to let it show; he had Sgt. McElroy repeat the directions and wrote them down.   
‘So La Mont was telling the truth. There is a Russell Tomlinson. I hope I can 
talk to him.’ As Sebastian turned and left the information desk, both Gonzalez 
and McElroy began to laugh uncontrollably. 

McElroy, his face flushed from laughter looked at Gonzalez, “Man, is he in 
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for a treat. I can’t believe he came all the way here from Wisconsin to see that 
twink. Wooooo. Woooo.”

•

Within 45 minutes, Sebastian was driving along Sunshine Road and he could 
see what he believed to be Tomlinson’s little house. As he approached, he could 
see a well-weathered mailbox. The blowing sand had all but sandblasted Tom-
linson’s name from the side of the box but it was still legible. He could see an-
other house north of Tomlinson’s but these were the only houses visible in any 
direction. Tomlinson had, indeed, isolated himself.  As Sebastian got closer, the 
house took on the look of a shack of indeterminate age. The exterior appeared 
to be bare, gray, weather-beaten wood. There was no vestige of paint anywhere.  
The front porch appeared to be ramshackle with a single straight-backed rocking 
chair placed conspicuously to the side of the doorway. There were no outbuild-
ings and no vehicles were visible. ‘He couldn’t live out here without transporta-
tion. It would be impossible. He must be away.’ Even so, Sebastian decided to 
knock on the door, knowing full well that no one was home. He would have to 
come back again. He rapped on the screen door that was slightly ajar and it shut 
with a bang each time he knocked. From inside, he heard, “Who is it?!”

Shocked to hear any reply, “My, My name is Sebastian Kaiserling. I teach 
at the University of Wisconsin. A mutual friend suggested I come talk to you.”

“I don’t have any friends! Go away.”
“Our friend is John La Mont, General John La Mont,” said Sebastian, almost 

yelling.
Suddenly, a haggard face appeared behind one of the two glass panes in the 

inner door, when the tattered curtain was pulled aside. “Who did you say?”
“John La Mont of the Air Force.”
“I haven’t heard his name in years. He was only a captain when I knew him.” 
Sebastian felt a sense of relief. At least Tomlinson still remembered La Mont. 
While not opening the door, Tomlinson, nevertheless, seemed less defensive. 

As the two men looked at one another for a moment through the glass, they 
seemed to be coming to common ground. Tomlinson reached forward and slid  
the bolt that secured the door aside and slowly turned the knob but only opened 
the door a crack.  The glass was dirty and smudged, and Tomlinson wanted a 
clearer view of this unknown caller. “How do you know him?”

“It is a long story but if I could come in, out of the sun, we could discuss the 
reason John sent me here.”  With obvious apprehension, Tomlinson opened the 
door. “Come on in.” When Sebastian walked through the door, he was greeted 
by piles of papers, journals, clothes, scavenged junk, and every kind of rubbish 
imaginable. The piles were, in most places, shoulder high and there was only a 
narrow pathway that wound through what should have been the living or front 
room toward the kitchen. As he followed Tomlinson, he caught glimpses of the 
rooms off the living room. Both bedrooms were piled high with similar stacks of 
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‘collectibles.’ No beds were visible. Everything was dusty and dirty from years 
of inattention. Almost in the middle of the living room was a small clearing, the 
center of which was occupied by a tattered, spring bare green recliner, with a 
small end table and lamp. From all indications this is where Tomlinson spent 
his days and probably his nights. As they entered the kitchen a similar pattern 
of rubbish piles existed -- dirty dishes, pots and pans, and even the desiccated 
remains of meals long past -- everywhere.  The sink, or more correctly, the rem-
nants of a porcelain double-basin sink was overflowing with dirty dishes and its 
sides were caked with food and dish washing scum, which appeared much like 
sediment layers. Most prominent among the piles of garbage were empty cans 
of pork and beans. ‘How could anyone live like this?” Sebastian asked himself. 
He was incredulous. ‘And this guy is going to help me?! Impossible.’ 

Tomlinson led the way to a small 50s style table, with Formica top and curved 
chrome legs and trim.  The table was pushed up to the wall, leaving space for 
three chairs but there were only two. In front of the chairs were two indentations 
in the debris piles, and one was occupied by an absolutely ancient Hermes 3000 
portable typewriter. It was a pale blue-green with green keys. It had been heav-
ily used, as evidenced by the fact that some of the key designations had been 
worn away, just as had the paint on its metal body in many places. Except for 
being old, it still looked clean and serviceable. Tomlinson picked up the type-
writer and placed it on top of an adjacent stack of papers. “Here. Have a seat. 
Would you like a cup of coffee?” 

Despite his reluctance, Sebastian acquiesced. “Black if you don’t mind.”
With the first smile Sebastian had seen on Tomlinson’s face, he said, “Is 

there another way?” This made Sebastian smile as well. They had, at least for 
the moment, become comfortable enough to share a mutual smile. Tomlinson 
retrieved two comparatively clean and dust free coffee mugs from one of the 
cupboards, placing them on the table, then reached for the percolator that was 
still on a low flame on the stove. “Made it fresh this morning. Here you go.” 
He poured, returned the pot to the stove top, and grabbed one cup, placing it in 
from of his seat as he slumped into it. “Here’s to ya.” Sebastian raised his cup in 
a mock toast. In the back of Sebastian’s mind, he was thinking, ‘I hope to God 
the coffee is hot enough to kill whatever might be inhabiting the inside of this 
cup.’ He took a sip.

“Okay. How do you know La Mont and why are you here, exactly?”
“As I said, it is a long story. The short version is like this. I was in Mexico 

last summer and found a carved stone chest. Inside was a tablet. It has taken 
months to decipher the inscriptions on the chest and we have not been able to 
decipher the symbols on the tablet. One of my colleagues attempted to run a 
cryptography analysis on the tablet’s markings, using the university’s main-
frame. This alerted the NSA, the Nati . . . .”

“I know who or what the NSA is. I worked for the government for more 
than 25 years,” professed Tomlinson. “And they notified the Air Force, right?” 

150



The Return of the Mayan

Sebastian nodded. “Go on.”
“Both the NSA and the Air Force sent investigators to talk to one of my col-

leagues, a mathematician. In the end, La Mont and I negotiated an agreement, 
agreeing to share information.”

“And why was La Mont interested?”
“Because the symbols on the tablet seem to be space coordinates, and we 

discovered the name of a planet known as Zetutxtil inscribed on the case.”
“Ahh. Now it is starting to make sense. And La Mont wants to know what 

you know about the Zetutxtili, right?” asked Tomlinson.
“Absolutely right.”
“Did he say how he happened to know this name?”
“He said that someone had told him about it.”
“And who was this ‘someone’?”
“Your question poses a problem for me.”
“How so?”
“Because I have agreed not to divulge the name. It is part of our agreement 

with the Air Force. And I don’t want to violate that agreement. I hope you un-
derstand. Now, if you demonstrated that you already know, then we can talk 
more freely,” said Sebastian. Even though he had been sent to meet Tomlinson 
by La Mont, he still felt obliged to comply with the agreement. “What I can say 
is that the Zetutxtili are the second race of extraterrestrials we know about, so 
far.”

“Well played,” said Tomlinson. Sebastian gave him a sly smile. “And La 
Mont sent you to me to confirm the existence of the Niribui. Right?”

“Yes. With that formality out of the way, let me explain a little more.”
“Please do.” Tomlinson settled himself back into his chair, folding his arms 

across his chest.
“The case or chest had inscriptions on all six sides. One in old Mayan. The 

other five sides are in another language or languages. We discovered that the 
top and bottom of the case contain the same message. From our translations of 
four of the six sides, we still have two sides to translate. So far, we ‘know’ the 
following:  

• The Zetutxtili visited earth approximately 5,000± years ago, and pos-
sibly as much as 10,000 years ago.

• They ‘planted the seed’ of civilization in various parts of the world.
• They introduced writing, math, structural architecture, timekeeping, 

crops, etc.
• Many of their team leaders became part of the pantheon of gods or dei-

ties in many of these societies.
• They arrived on Earth before the Niribui, by about 3,000 years and pos-

sibly as many as 8,000 years.
• The Niribui seem to know of the Zetutxtili but there is no indication that 
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the Zetutxtili knew the Niribui.
• There is no indication that the Zetutxtili have returned since their initial, 

or possibly their second trip.
• The tablet is metal-like substance and is composed of materials that do 

not comply with our knowledge of elements and compounds.

“It is apparent that the U.S. government has known about the Niribui since 
the Roswell Incident back in ’47 and they have been making regular return 
visits since and have shared technology. I am free to speak about or publish my 
findings but I cannot mention or discuss the Niribui because I learned about 
them from the Air Force. There is, however, a way around this restriction. If I 
can find a reliable source to confirm the existence of the Niribui, then I can use 
that information without fear of Air Force sanctions or without breaking my 
agreement with them. I believe that La Mont would have no personal problem 
with the knowledge of the Niribui or the Zetutxtili being made public but he 
can’t do it himself, without violating his obligations to the military. I think this 
is why he sent me to you.”

“Your assessment is right on the mark. He is a dyed-in-the-wool Air Force 
officer but, at the same time, you are right, he does believe that our knowledge 
of extraterrestrials should be made public. It is obvious that we humans pose no 
threat to the Zetutxtili or the Niribui, at least at this stage in our development, 
and they have been nothing but magnanimous toward us. I happen to agree with 
La Mont that their existence should not be kept from the public. And, it was be-
cause of my outspokenness on the subject that I was ultimately advised to retire 
early.” Sebastian could see a glimmer of excitement developing behind the sad 
brown eyes of Russell Tomlinson. In many ways, he felt that he and Tomlinson 
were kindred spirits. “So, what do you want from me, specifically?”

“Do you have any evidence that the Niribui actually exist?” asked Sebastian.
“Actually, I do.”
“Really?!” 
“Let me get it.” 
It? ‘He has something tangible, if what he has is an IT. Hard evidence. What 

could it be, and how could he possibly find it in the chaos that surrounds him?’
A few minutes later, Tomlinson returned with a long, thin, black, velvet-like 

bag held closed at one end with a pull-string. It was obviously old and thread-
bare in spots. “Here it is.” He laid the bag on the table and carefully placed two 
fingers into the neck of the sack, pulling it open. Then he reached in and pulled 
out an 12-inch long piece of shiny metal. It looked like the flange and web of a 
small aluminum I-beam, with one of the flanges broken off. He handed it almost 
reverently to Sebastian. “Take a look. It is a piece of the space craft that crashed 
near Roswell.” Sebastian held the piece in his hands, his mouth agape in abject 
amazement. It weighed almost nothing. “Turn it over. On the other side are Niri-
bui symbols. I don’t know what they say or where the piece came from. I am 
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certain that it is genuine, though.” Sebastian just continued to stare at the piece 
as he turned it over, looking at symbols unlike anything he had ever seen before. 
The symbols seemed to be raised, or embossed on the metal in a color that was 
somewhere between black and purple and slightly iridescent.

Finally, his shock having passed its peak, Sebastian said, “Roswell was over 
60 years ago. You weren’t even born then. How did you get your hands on this? 
You didn’t steal it did you? If you did, we could both be arrested on one charge 
or another and we’d never see the light of day.”

“No. I didn’t steal it. It was given to me by someone who had been at the 
crash site back in ’47.”

“Who? If I’m to make use of this, I will need a kind of provenance for it,” 
said Sebastian.

“It was given to me by the late Col. Jesse Marcel. In 1972 Col. Marcel con-
tacted me. By this time he had been retired for more than six years. Why he 
chose me, I have no idea but I am absolutely sure that he was the same Marcel 
that was one of the original investigators at the Roswell crash site. I am not con-
fusing him with his son, a doctor, who also retired from the Navy. The Marcel I 
met was an Air Force officer permanently stationed in Washington but not at the 
Pentagon, which, in and of itself, was strange. In 1974, we met in Alexandria, 
where he gave me a case containing the bag and the metal piece you have in 
your hands. He told me that it was among the pieces he picked up at the crash 
site. He said the Roswell site was just a debris field. He indicated that a larger 
crash site, along with aliens, dead and alive, was located near Corona. He ad-
mitted that he had taken some of the Roswell debris from the crash site to his 
home on the way to the Roswell base in the early hours of Tuesday, July 8.”

“He showed some of the debris to his son, and most of what is known about 
the crash debris comes from the son’s book. Apparently, Marcel kept one of the 
pieces as a kind of souvenir. I’m not sure the son knew about his father keeping 
this piece or, I am sure, he would have exploited that information in his book. 
The senior Marcel told me to keep the piece safe. It would be needed as proof of 
the crash someday. Well, it would appear that he was right. That day has finally 
come. Here you are. It’s now your responsibility. 

“One thing that struck me about the older Marcel was that, when he had been 
stationed at Roswell, he was a major. When he retired he was a full colonel. Con-
sidering all the abuse he took over the Roswell incident, much of it questioning 
his mental state and veracity, I find it difficult to believe that he would have been 
allowed to remain in the service, let alone, advance. That’s just not done. He 
should have been passed over but wasn’t. That fact alone makes me think that 
he was just following orders and he did his assigned job well. The reports of the 
incident seemed to call into question Marcel’s abilities as an intelligence officer. 
He was accused of poor judgment and misbehavior by his superiors. His career 
as an intelligence officer should have come to a virtual standstill.

“However, Marcel’s career did not seem to suffer any adverse effects. He 
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remained the head of intelligence at Roswell for another year. He was promoted 
to Lt. Colonel in the Air Force Reserve the following November. Had he not 
performed laudably, in all likelihood, when his commission ran out in early 
1948, he would have just been let go. Instead he was re-commissioned, and was 
soon transferred to Washington D.C. Initially, he was made the SAC (Strategic 
Air Command) Chief of a foreign technology intelligence division. This would 
have been an odd assignment for somebody who had allegedly confused bal-
loon debris with spacecraft debris. Later he was transferred to the Top Secret 
Special Weapons Project. In the late 90s Marcel’s fitness reports or evaluations 
were made public. Not a single one gave any indication that he was deemed 
unfit for promotion and unable to perform in a number of increasingly sensi-
tive intelligence positions. In fact, with each subsequent evaluation, his ratings 
actually kept getting better and better. This is very hard to explain, for a man 
who had ‘performed so poorly at Roswell,’ as the public reports would like us 
to believe. But, back to my story about the piece.

“I am not an attorney. In fact, I have very little faith in the legal profes-
sion but it is a system we have to work within. And I have consulted an attor-
ney regarding the ‘theft of property.’ Theft is based on the concept of rightful 
ownership or legal possession. Who owns debris from an accident or crash? 
The crash was on private property, that of a Mr. Foster. It was discovered by 
William “Mac” Brazel, a ranch hand on Mr. Foster’s spread. Brazel, in turn, 
contacted Sheriff George Wilcox, and not Mr. Foster. Wilcox called Roswell 
Army Air Field and talked to then Major Marcel. The craft was not a military 
air craft. It was privately owned by its occupants, who happened to be aliens, 
some of whom survived, at least according to accounts, for a period of time. 
Did the government obtain ownership because the last owner died while in their 
custody? Unlikely. Did the crash debris belong to Foster, on whose land it was 
scattered? After a car accident, who owns the debris left behind? Do you see 
where I’m going with this?”

“Kind of. Basically, if I understand you, it is not clear who owns the debris. 
Correct?”

“Precisely. The piece of debris you are holding was never delivered to the 
military; although it was collected by one of its personnel.  Can the government 
claim ownership based on national security? Dicey topic. There was no clear 
and present danger stemming from the crash. There has not been any apparent 
danger subsequently. Is knowledge of the existence of aliens sufficient reason 
to invoke national security? Personally, I don’t think so. Knowledge does not 
constitute a breach of national security. It has more to do with how it is used, 
technologically. What advantage does this piece of metal give its owner, who-
ever it may be?

“Finally, there is the issue of receiving stolen property. By definition, the 
receipt of stolen property requires,” . . . Tomlinsin picked up a note pad from a 
tall stack of papers on the corner of the table, “and I quote: 
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 Receiving stolen property is defined by statute in most states. Generally it 
consists of four elements: 

(1) the property must be received; (2) it must have been previously 
stolen; (3) the person receiving the property must know it was sto-
len; and (4) the receiver must intend to deprive the owner of his or 
her property.

 In order to be guilty, the receiver must intend to deprive the owner of the prop-
erty.”

“In my own defense, I will admit, I took possession of it. It was given as a 
gift. There was no payment.  I had no knowledge that the piece might have been 
stolen when it was given to me, and I still don’t. The original ‘owners’ of the 
debris are all dead, with no next of kin. So how could either Marcel or I have 
intended to deprive the owners of their property? Assuming there was a crime 
committed, and the piece was stolen, the statute of limitations was surely up 
more than 50 years ago. No fraud was committed. No financial gain has been 
derived from the possession of the piece, at the expense of another. Equally im-
portant is the fact, what value do you place on a piece of scrap metal?  Person-
ally, I wouldn’t worry about the actual provenance.“

“You have done your homework, haven’t you?”
“When you live out here, all alone, for as many years as I have, you have 

time to think and research. Besides, almost everyone just leaves me alone. They 
think I am absolutely bonkers. And, if I didn’t know the truth, I would probably 
be among them. You know, it is very hard to martyr oneself, standing up for an 
unpopular truth or when you pit yourself against your government. They have 
insidious ways of making you appear insane and out of touch. So, I will give 
you one last piece of advice. Prepare yourself. Make sure you have crossed all 
your Ts and dotted all your Is and you can back up every one of your findings, 
preferably with irrefutable hard evidence. No ‘he said,’ ‘she said.’ Maybe, with 
your chest, your tablet, and my little piece of metal, you can make your case. It 
will be, nonetheless, an uphill battle. Just be prepared.”

“Is there anything else I should know or know about?” asked Sebastian.
“As a matter of fact, there is. This may be the most difficult of all your as-

signments. Please vindicate Major Marcel and me, and all the others that have 
refused to give in and begin chanting the party line. Let the people know the 
truth. We are not alone. If you can do that, I, for one, will forever be in your 
debt. It would be nice to be able to hold my head high once again.”

“I have one more question for you. I am surprised we never got around to it 
before. What did you do for the government?” asked Sebastian.

A gigantic smile graced Tomlinson’s face. “I wondered how long it would 
take you to verify my credentials. I was one of the head ‘rocket scientists’ at 
Area 51. I had the responsibility for developing alien technology and adapting 
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it for non-military applications. Do you have any idea how difficult it is to not 
try to use advance technology for military use? It is exhausting and very stress-
ful. That is why I left and how I ended up here. I think that my constant carping 
about letting the world know about the visitations just may have contributed a 
bit. But strangely, I found an ally in John La Mont. He was first and foremost a 
company man. He wanted to make the military a career but he also felt the same 
as I did. He wanted the public to know what was going on. Even so, he knew 
he had an obligation to keep quiet. Finally he found his way to make peace with 
himself. He’s a good man.”

After fond farewells, Sebastian placed his treasure on the passenger seat be-
side him and drove back to Yuma. He arranged to return to Madison the next 
morning. He would drive back to Phoenix, catch the next flight out to L.A., and 
from L.A., back to Chicago, then Madison. 

•

As he sat comfortably belted in his seat preparing to land at Dane County 
Airport, it struck him that since Sunday morning, he had traveled nearly 3,900 
miles, had found Tomlinson with little real effort, and was returning home with 
a priceless piece of evidence. All in all, it had been a trip of a lifetime. Mara had 
missed out on being part of history. More importantly, the tale that Tomlinson 
had shared with him could easily fill a dozen science fiction novels. Her loss.

156



The Return of the Mayan

Chapter 14

It had been Sebastian’s hope to share his find with Vladi and Heli but nei-
ther was in town when he returned. Vladi had gone home to Baltimore, to be 
with her family; and Heli and William had finally made it to the slopes of Dev-
il’s Head Resort, where they could find some of the most challenging ski slopes 
in all of Wisconsin. So he had to be satisfied with leaving a message on each 
of their answering machines. Sebastian was eager to share the fruits of his ad-
venture but there was no one to share his tale with, not even Mara, who was too 
busy editing. Until everyone returned from their holidays, Sebastian thought it 
would be prudent to store his treasure in his safety deposit box for safekeeping.

On December 28th, most of the faculty began trickling back from their holi-
day trips. Heli was the first to return. After checking her messages she returned 
Sebastian’s call immediately. “Hello Sebastian. Yes. We had a fabulous time. 
My mother and father joined us at Devil’s Head over the weekend. Everyone in 
the family skis. William is little more than a beginner. They don’t have much in 
the way of skiing in North Dakota, where he’s from. My mother, father, and I 
have skied most of our lives. We were a bit rusty but it comes back to you after 
a few days. We’re all a little sore, especially William. 

“From the urgent tone of your message, I am assuming that you were suc-
cessful in your trip last week. Sure. I can make myself available any time that 
is convenient for you. When is Vladi expected back? Okay. Just give me a buzz 
when you want to get together. Thanks.”

•

Vladi didn’t get back to town until Wednesday, the morning of New Years 
Eve. Like Heli, she returned Sebastian’s call as soon as she had listened to her 
phone messages. “Sebastian. I had a great time with my parents. Thank you 
for asking. We went into the city, New York, and took in one of the Broadway 
shows. I was in college the last time I had gone. It was a very lovely experience. 
How was your trip, Yuma, right?” As Sebastian spoke, a rush of excitement 
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welled up inside her. “You have tangible proof of the Niribui?! When can I see 
it?” 

“Do you have plans for this afternoon or this evening? Great. Let me touch 
base with Heli again and see if we can all get together. I’ll call you back in a few 
minutes. Bye.” Sebastian called Heli. “Hi. This is Seba . . . . Vladi just got back 
in town. She would like to see my treasure ASAP. Would you be available this 
afternoon or, maybe, this evening? No. I don’t have any New Years Eve plans. 
Mara and I usually just stay at home and celebrate, which usually means we 
have a glass of wine and go to bed. Yeah. It is rather boring. What?! Sure. I’d 
love to get together with you and William. Would you mind having Vladi come 
over as well? We can kill two birds with one stone, so to speak. Okay. Give her 
a call. As far as I know, she doesn’t have any plans for this evening, either. What 
time would you like me to come over? For dinner? That would be great. Can I 
bring some wine or something? What kind? Personally, I hate Merlot. I’m pretty 
much a sweet wine drinker, like Sauternes, Liebfraumilch, etc., even the fruit 
flavored Zinfandels are fine by me. Okay. How many bottles would you like 
me to bring? Two it is. Have you ever tried any of the ice wines? No. I’ll bring 
along a bottle of St. Supery Moscato, 2007. I’ve had it before and it is nothing 
short of heavenly. You will find it has plenty of floral character on the nose, and 
the palate bursts with ripe peach. Yes. It almost sounds like I know what I’m 
talking about, doesn’t it? I think all that nose and palate stuff came from an ad I 
saw. Even so, I do think it is heavenly. You won’t be disappointed. I’ll see you 
at seven and thanks.”

“Vladi, this is Heli. William and I have invited Sebastian over for dinner 
and the evening. Would you like to come over as well or do you have plans? 
Then please feel free to come over. Come over around, say, seven. We can 
talk over dinner or afterward, whatever works best. Dress? As casual as you’d 
like. We’re not very fashionable around here. Come in sweats if you’d like. 
That’s what I wear most of the time. Levis would be perfect. Whatever you feel 
comfortable in. Oh. We live at 2188 Bascom Place. It’s a short street between 
Chamberlain and Van Hise. Our place is the tan stucco Tudor. It’s right across 
the street from Bascom Street. You can’t miss it. We’ll leave the front light on 
for you. I almost sound like Tom Bodett on those Motel 6 commercials.” She 
could hear Vladi laughing over the phone. She began to laugh as well. Through 
her own laughing Heli said, “See you at seven. It will be good to see you. Bye.”

While Heli was making arrangements with Vladi, Sebastian had to get to 
his bank before they closed. It was New Years Eve and they would be closing 
early. He needed to pick up his ‘Tomlinson piece’ from his safety deposit box 
for his ‘show and tell’ tonight. He was already beginning to experience mild 
adrenaline rushes just thinking about it. He also needed to stop by his favorite 
wine shop, Steve’s Wine Market, before going home. 

He hadn’t asked but he assumed that no one would mind if he brought Mara 
along with him tonight. For that matter, he had better ask Mara if she was even 
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willing to come along with him. They did so little together, aside from ‘official’ 
functions, anymore.

When Sebastian finally got home, he immediately sought out Mara, who 
was busy working in her writing room – a converted spare bedroom overlook-
ing the now snow covered back yard. Having a view of the backyard gave her, 
her only real connection with the seasons. In the winter it was white. Springs 
and summers were green; and falls were multicolored but predominately yel-
low, due largely to the white birches.

“Mara, we have been invited to Heli Mittenwallenberger-Langley’s for din-
ner and the New Years festivities. Would you like to go? There will be, maybe, 
five or six people at most.”

“I don’t think so. I have a lot to do on this chapter. Sam, my editor, has been 
pushing me to get the finished manuscript in to him. If I take a break now, I just 
know I won’t get it finished on schedule. Tell them I’m sorry but . . .”

“Don’t worry about it. There will be other opportunities, when you aren’t 
so busy. They will all understand.” Deep down, Sebastian really did not care. 
He had thought he should at least ask her, more out of courtesy than a genuine 
desire to have her accompany him. Also, he knew why he had not even asked 
Heli if he could bring Mara. He had almost said his wife to himself but, in real-
ity, she was little more than a person who he no longer recognized and who just 
happened to occupy the same house. He had not asked because he also knew 
what her answer would be. Maybe it was prophecy fulfillment, or just maybe, he 
had finally come to the realization that whatever they had originally shared was 
now long gone. They were no longer a couple, no longer husband and wife, no 
longer lovers. They respected one another but that was mostly out of profession-
al courtesy, not a feeling borne of emotional attachment. That realization was 
simultaneously disturbing and uplifting. It was disturbing because they had, at 
one time, genuinely loved one another but time had somehow eroded those feel-
ings. It was uplifting because he need not cling to the fading belief that things 
would get better someday. He now knew that their life together would only be 
a continuation of the present, ad infinitum, if he was willing to perpetuate it, 
which he also realized, he was not.

•

Although punctuality was not Sebastian’s strongest attribute, he arrived at 
Heli’s just a few minutes to seven. As he walked toward the front door, another 
car pulled into the spacious driveway. He did not recognize the car but when the 
leggy blonde got out, he knew. It was Vladi. “Good evening Dr. Vassilieva. It is 
good to see you.” In fact, Sebastian was very pleased to see her. 

“Aren’t we the formal one this evening? As a matter of fact, I am very 
happy to see you as well.” Her comment brought a broad grin to Sebastian’s 
face. She continued, “What is that you are carrying?”
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“I asked Heli if I could bring some wine. I picked up several bottles at 
Steve’s? Do you know the shop?”

“As a matter of fact, I do. I’m a regular customer there. What did you get?” 
she asked. She was genuinely intrigued. She thought, ‘I’ve never seen him 
there, I wonder what he drinks?’

“I’m not much of a connoisseur and I’m not much of a fashionable dry-wine 
drinker. I like the sweeter wines. So, I brought a Sauterne and a berry flavored 
Zinfandel. I also brought a Napa Valley ice wine.”

“You too? I have friends who swear by Merlot. It tastes a lot like fortified 
kerosene or diesel to me. I hate it. I do like the less dry red and white wines 
much better. But, I will admit, maybe because of my Russian heritage, I do like 
vodka. So, I brought a bottle of Russian Standard. Daddy thinks it is the best. 
No Gray Goose for him. He thinks it is a bit too effete for his tastes. He also 
appreciates Smirnoff No. 21. Boy. It almost sounds like my family is a group of 
gourmet alcoholics.”

“Not at all,” said Sebastian in a conciliatory tone. “Are you ready to go in? 
It is a bit chilly out here.” Without waiting for her reply, Sebastian pressed the 
doorbell. A moment later, Heli opened the door, William behind her. She kissed 
Sebastian on the cheek, taking the wine he carried. William reached around her 
and shook Sebastian’s hand.

“Just put your coat on the coat hooks over here.” She pointed toward the old 
wrought iron coat hooks that lined the walls of the foyer. She did not see Vladi 
behind Sebastian. Once Vladi stepped into the foyer, out of the shadows, Heli 
said, “Oh great. You’re here too. Did you come with Sebastian? Here give me 
your package.” She gave Vladi a kiss on each cheek. “Come in. Come in. Hang 
your coat up next to Sebastian’s.” Just matter-of-factly, she continued, “Shoes 
off please. If you need slippers, we have spares. I usually run around the house 
barefoot. But, whatever makes you feel most comfortable. Make yourselves at 
home.” To William, “Take them into the living room and I’ll take care of the 
bottles they brought with them. And introduce them to Mummy and Daddy.” A 
second later, she was gone.

William escorted Vladi and Sebastian into the living room, where they were 
greeted by Uwe and Anna Mittenwallenberger, Heli’s mother and father. Sebas-
tian knew Professor Mittenwallenberger but by reputation only. They had not 
met. They simply didn’t ‘run in the same circles.’ Vladi, on the other hand, had 
met and consulted with Uwe on several occasions.

“I didn’t know you were going to be here,” said Sebastian as he shook 
Uwe’s hand. 

“Is that a problem?” asked Uwe.
“No. No. Not at all. I deem it a privilege to have the opportunity to meet 

you.”
Uwe, turning to Vladi, “How are you this evening, beautiful? Are you two 

here together?” Uwe, gave Anna a sideways glance and wink.
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“You are such a flirt,” chided Anna. Uwe simply gave her a wry smile.
“Oh. We’re not together. We are just colleagues,” said Sebastian. From the 

corner of his eye, Sebastian saw a change in Vladi’s expression. It went from a 
broad smile to only one that could be characterized as expressionless. ‘What did 
I say to upset her?’ he wondered. 

Uwe added, “I am very glad to see you again. You look great tonight, rav-
ishing in fact.” Vladi was almost but not quite blushing, 

“I couldn’t agree with you more,” injected Sebastian, attempting to defuse 
the tenseness he had created between Vladi and himself.

The formalities over, Vladi placed her hand gently on Sebastian’s arm. “Can 
I have a moment with you?” She pulled him aside.

“What? What’s the matter? What did I say that distressed you? It showed 
on your face,” said Sebastian, innocently. Before she could answer, Sebastian 
continued. “I have something I need to say to you. Would you mind if I went 
first? It is rather important.”

“No. By all means go ahead.” Sebastian sensed tenseness in her tone.
“Come with me.” He took her hand and led her into the front entrance hall-

way. “I’m not quite sure how to say this but something happened this afternoon. 
And depending on how you feel about it, it could be important.”

“Did something happen to your evidence!?” Vladi was instantly alarmed.
“No. It has nothing to do with work. It has to do with us,” confessed Se-

bastian.
“Excuse me! Us? What us?”
Speaking to himself but out loud, “This is not at all the way I had envi-

sioned this conversation.”
“Well. What did you think I would say?”
“Okay. Let me start over. Maybe it would be advisable at this point to just 

come to the point.”
“Yes. Please do!”
“You are the most beautiful woman I have ever known. I have difficulty 

keeping my eyes off you even when you enter a room . . .”
“And?”
“You’re not making this very easy.”
“I know,” said Vladi showing not the slightest bit of sympathy for the situ-

ation Sebastian had put himself in. “Out with it.”
“Well, this afternoon, I finally realized that my marriage is a sham. Mara 

and I are little more than platonic roommates. That is when I realized that, or 
when I admitted to myself that I am very attracted to you. Okay. I’ve said it. 
Now what?”

“That’s it? That’s all you have to say?” She was not letting him off the hook 
so easily. She wanted him to squirm a bit. “Isn’t there more you need to say?”

“There is but it’s a bit embarrassing.”
“Okay, embarrass yourself,” instructed Vladi. “It’s only you and me out 
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here. No one else will be the wiser.” She knew what he was going to say, or at 
least what his intentions were, she shared them but she needed to hear it from 
his own lips.

“I would like it very much if you would consider, or entertain the idea of 
going out with me? We work well together. We seem to have similar tastes, at 
least in some things and, did I mention, I find you extremely attractive?”

“Now, was that so hard?” asked Vladi.
“Easy but a bit embarrassing. 
“Why would what you feel toward me be embarrassing?” she asked.
“I suppose, because, first, there is our age difference. Second, we work to-

gether. Third, you’re beautiful. Fourth, we don’t really know one another. Fifth 
. . .”

“How long is your list of possible reasons why we should not date?”
“I think that was pretty much all of them,” said Sebastian sheepishly.
“Then let me put myself on record here. One, there isn’t that much of a 

difference in our ages. I’m 34 and you’re probably, what, ah 39 or 40, right?”
“Thirty-nine and a half, actually.” That brought a smile to both of their 

faces. Valdi was amused. She remembered using the ‘and a half’ but, then, she 
was only four or five years-old at the time.

“Okay, so that’s only five years difference, or so. Two, yes, we work to-
gether but in different departments and we are working on the same project but, 
when push comes to shove, it is your project. I’m not your employee. There is 
no sexual harassment going on here. Third, you are correct, I am beautiful. I’m 
very pleased you recognized that fact.” She paused for a moment and smiled 
broadly, a smile that also conveyed just a touch of obvious impishness. “And I 
would agree, except for the work we have done together, we do not know one 
another. The only way we will ever find out if there is a future for us is if we try. 
I’d like that very much. The only fly in the ointment, as my mother would say, is 
the fact that you are married. What do we do about that? Have you said anything 
to Mara about your feelings toward me?” Her own question made her cringe.

“I honestly believe that is a non-issue.”
“It may be for you but not for me. I don’t want to become involved with 

anyone, where I have to keep the relationship secret, for professional or per-
sonal reasons. I want to be able to hold my head high and be able to tell whoever 
I want that I’m involved. I want to be free to tell my mother and father that I’m 
involved and I don’t want to have to qualify it with, ‘and by the way, he’s mar-
ried.’ Somehow, that seems to just suck the life out of what should otherwise 
be a happy announcement. And I don’t want to be the third person in an ‘open 
relationship.’ I’m very possessive and a bit old fashioned in that respect.” She 
left no room for confusion. She was not going to be in a secretive relationship. 
If she had to ‘keep quiet about it,’ there wasn’t going to be any kind of relation-
ship. Sebastian nodded his agreement.

“I’d agree with you. I don’t want to have to be skulking around trying to be 
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inconspicuous. Or trying to have clandestine trysts. I would prefer that everyone 
knew. So, on that we agree completely. We had better get back.”

“Why the rush?”
“Everyone will be wondering what’s going on.”
“Let’s be honest. There is something going on. As far as I’m concerned, I 

don’t care if they know. In fact, I’d prefer that they did. It’s not at all an embar-
rassment to me. But, it seems to be for you. Why is that?” asked Vladi.

Sebastian leaned forward and kissed Vladi. Soon, he felt her arms making 
their way around him and pulling him closer. He embraced her, and they shared 
their first passionate kiss. When the kiss was over, Sebastian said, “Come with 
me, please.” He took her hand and led the way back into the living room. When 
they reentered the living room, everyone turned in their direction. It was not that 
they had tried to leave inconspicuously but their return was more obvious. Both 
were wearing unavoidable smiles. “Uwe, earlier you asked if I had brought 
Vladi. I told you that I had not brought her, which was, in fact, true. However, I 
need to amend that statement. While I did not bring her, she is with me.” Every-
one began to applaud. At about the same time, Heli returned from the kitchen.

“What in the world is going on?”
Uwe said, “I think that our Professor Kaiserling should tell you.”
“Okay. Out with it,” said Heli.
“You know, that is the second time this evening I’ve heard those exact 

words. As your advisor and colleague, I want you to know that Vladi and I are 
officially a couple. . . . Sebastian looked at Vladi, “Have I overstated our rela-
tionship?” He looked genuinely perplexed.

“No. I don’t think you’ve overstated it,” replied Vladi innocently. 
Heli began to make a comment, then thought better of it and said nothing. 

Sebastian noticed her initial attempt to speak and knew what she had been about 
to say. He told himself it would be best if he took the initiative. “Heli, can I 
speak to you privately?” 

“Yes, of course.” They moved to an unoccupied corner of the room, out of 
earshot of the others and they made sure, they talked softly. “Are you out of 
your mind? Does Vladi know you’re married?” asked Heli. There was a definite 
contemptuous tone associated with her questions.

“Wait a minute before you judge me. And, yes, she knows. In fact, they 
know one another. Vladi made it very clear that she was not willing to get in-
volved with a married man. She wants whatever relationship we develop to be 
public knowledge. This afternoon, I realized that Mara and I occupy the same 
house but we have not been husband and wife, married, for a very long time. 
We have drifted apart and I don’t believe either of us are troubled by the realiza-
tion that our relationship is anything but one of convenience or habit. But, no, 
we have not formally talked about it or our intentions toward one another. I will 
admit, I don’t see any future with Mara but I do with Vladi. I will talk to Mara 
when I get home tonight. Honest.”
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“Please don’t wait. I like and respect you. You’re my advisor, and I don’t 
want anyone to get hurt. I adore Vladi and I don’t want her to get hurt either. 
Please. Please. Do the right thing by both of them,” said Heli, pleadingly. 

“I promise I will do the right thing by both of them. Promise.”
“Thank you.”

•

At 8 o’clock, Heli served what amounted to a New Year’s feast. William 
sat back after finishing and said, “I’ve eaten so much, I think I might slip into a 
food coma.” Everyone laughed but in all honesty, everyone felt much the same. 
With a glass of Sebastian’s ice wine in hand, William made a toast: “Here’s to 
everyone sitting around this table tonight. In the famous words of Spock, live 
long and prosper in the  coming year.” He held up his hand, separating his pinky 
and ring finger from the rest, forming a ‘V.’ They all raised their glasses and 
drank. “Damn fine wine, Sebastian. You’ll have to tell me more about it. I will 
definitely have to get some. Thanks.”

“Okay ladies and gentlemen, if everyone helps clear the table, we can pour 
ourselves one more glass of wine, and I will tell you about my trip to Yuma and 
what I found there,” said Sebastian. Everyone pitched in, and Heli orchestrated 
the clean up and the putting away of the leftovers.

“If any of you would like to take home some of the leftovers, please be my 
guest. There is way too much here for William and me to have to try and finish 
in a month of Sundays. So, when you leave, help yourself.”

Once they had finished clearing the table and new glasses were filled with 
the wine of their choice, Sebastian went to the foyer and returned with a velvet-
like bag with a drawstring. He laid it in front of him as he seated himself. “In 
this bag is tangible evidence, physical proof that besides the Zetutxtili, there is 
a third sentient species living somewhere in the vast reaches of outer space.”

“Excuse me but what the hell are you talking about?” asked Uwe. He first 
turned to Anna, then Heli.

“Daddy, calm down. I think you and Mom are just about the only ones who 
are currently out of the loop, regarding the research that Sebastian, Vladi, and 
I have been doing since early in the fall. Sebastian, you had better fill them in. 
Then it will all make sense.”

For the next half hour, Sebastian detailed his find in the rainforests of the 
Yucatan and the researches undertaken by Vladi and Heli. He told the group 
about Itzamná, the Zetutxtili, and their program to stimulate the rise of civiliza-
tion in various parts of the world, almost simultaneously. He told them about the 
agreement that they had negotiated with the Air Force and the strange properties 
of the tablet. 

“Part of our agreement with the Air Force forbids us from sharing informa-
tion we received from the Air Force concerning a race of aliens known as the 
Niribui.”
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“Sebastian. You can’t talk about them. The agreement. Remember?” re-
minded Heli.

“That is absolutely true, but only if my information was based on reports 
of the Air Force, which it is not.” He continued. “Besides Humankind, there 
are two other life forms that exist out there somewhere, besides us. The old-
est known are the Zetutxtili. More recently the Niribui and Humans have been 
added to that list.” He pushed his bag toward the center of the table, where 
everyone could see it. 

“Earlier this week I met with a former Area 51 scientist. Or, as he referred 
to himself, ‘the head rocket scientist.’ I have no doubt concerning his veracity. 
He confirmed the existence of the Niribui, or as most of you have heard them 
called, the Grays or the Asgards on Stargate.” He turned toward Vladi hesitated 
momentarily and smiled. She smiled back. She knew he was teasing her. It was 
not an affront to her professionalism. In fact, they were sharing their first inside 
joke. 

“He gave me a piece of metal that had been part of a Niribui ship, from the 
now infamous Roswell crash. The piece was collected and kept hidden from the 
military by the lead investigator, Jesse Marcel. He, in turn, gave it to my contact 
almost 20 years after the Roswell incident.” He reached out, opened the draw-
string closed end of the bag and carefully withdrew the metal shard. He laid it 
on the sack. Everyone was transfixed on the shiny piece of metal. 

Sebastian then picked it up and handed it to Vladi to examine. “It’s very 
light. Much like our tablet. 

“Have you had it examined by either a metallurgist or a chemist? I wonder 
if it is made of the same material as our tablet?” asked Vladi.

“No. I haven’t shown it to anyone until now. I can almost guarantee that, 
when I do have it analyzed, it will not match the Zetutxtili tablet material. I will 
lay odds that the material will at least conform to elements found in our galaxy 
or universe. Not like the elements and compounds found in the tablet. I’m just 
going to throw something out for feedback purposes here. If the Niribui metal 
is at least similar chemically to metals we already know, would it be inappropri-
ate to assume that it came from our galaxy or universe? And, conversely, if the 
tablet does not conform to our system of atomic structure and elements, that it 
must, therefore, come from outside our known universe?”

Uwe was the first to speak. “Your reasoning is probably valid but like a lot 
of concepts in physics and mathematics, it may prove experimentally improv-
able. Knowing one thing does not necessarily mean you can prove another. I 
will admit, I have never heard of any substance that has not conformed to our 
system of quantum mechanics or physics. I would be very careful how you 
describe your tablet. Make sure that, when you have the tablet and this piece of 
metal analyzed, it is done properly. Your career, and if I understand your rela-
tionship with my daughter and Vladi, their careers may be in question as well. 
If I can help, please call on me.”
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“I may just do that. Thank you.” They continued to talk and share their 
thoughts on every aspect of Sebastian’s project. At the same time, everyone 
had an opportunity to examine Sebastian’s ‘piece of metal.’ Everyone found it 
‘interesting.’

Shortly before midnight, everyone huddled around the TV. They watched 
the Ball in Times Square descend. They counted down in unison, 10, 9, 8, 7, 
6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1, and then it was January 1st of the new year. They all kissed and 
hugged one another and raised their glasses to make toasts. By 12:30, everyone 
was ready to call it a night. It had been a perfect end to another year.

Uwe and Anna hugged and kissed old and new friends good bye. They 
saved special hugs and kisses for Heli and William. Sebastian and Vladi were 
about to leave. As Heli kissed and hugged Sebastian, she whispered in his ear, 
“I’m really very happy for you and Vladi. I know you’ll do the right thing by 
both of the women in your life.” Sebastian just nodded. Heli, then, hugged and 
kissed Vladi, and whispered in her ear, “I wish you two the absolute best. I hope 
everything works out for you. He’s a special man and you are a very special 
woman. I love you.” Vladi left with a tear in the corner of her eye. She had been 
touched by Heli’s fondness and concern for her.

As they left, William and Heli watched from the doorway. Heli put her arms 
around herself to ward off the cold breeze that was blowing. When Sebastian 
and Vladi had reached the driveway, where their cars were parked, William 
pulled Heli into the house and closed the door but left the entry light on. They 
would turn it off after they were sure everyone was gone.

Sebastian walked Vladi to her car and opened the door. “I had an absolutely 
perfect evening and all because of you. Thank you for being so understanding. 
You showed a lot of patience but, at the same time, you are a tough negotiator.” 
He leaned forward to kiss her good night. She placed her hands on his cheeks 
and pulled him toward her and kissed him. They had kissed in the hallway and 
when the ball had reached zero, those had been social kisses. This was not a 
social kiss. 

He began to withdraw and was about to close the car door. “Would you 
consider coming back to my place, at least for a while? I don’t want to let you 
go quite yet,” said Vladi.

For the first time, in more than a decade, Sebastian was being invited to a 
beautiful woman’s apartment. He was in uncharted waters. He was lost. What 
should he do? Should he do the right thing and go with her? Or, should he do 
the proper thing and go home? He chose to do the right thing.

“I’d love to go back to your place. I’ll follow you since I have no idea where 
you live.”

“That would be perfect. It’s not far.” She smiled and he closed the door.
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Chapter 15

As soon as the holiday festivities were finally over and the new school term 
had begun, Heli was hard at work on the third side of the case. It was nearly 
the end of January, however, before she had completed the translation. When 
she had finally finished, she arranged to meet with Sebastian. She wanted to 
hand deliver her executive summary and the annotated verbatim translations. 
As she handed him the translations file folder she felt the need to make a few 
comments. “This was by far the most difficult of the translations so far. It is 
complicated not by the complexity of what is being discussed but by the im-
plications of what is said and I had to run back and forth to the library to do 
some background research. So, my comments seem to be as long as the actual 
translations. Sorry.”

Sebastian, not wanting to wait for her to leave, began to read and said, “Can 
you wait while I read through this? I may have questions.” Heli sat silently as 
he read. She felt like a novitiate sitting at the foot of her Master. She was also 
sure that he would have comments, largely because of her annotations. He read:

Itzamná describes the importance of the case and the tablet. [I have noticed 
that the inscriptions seem to be both in the first person, or as a quote from Itzamná, or in the 
third person. This would lead me to conclude that the chest was carved shortly before or after 
Itzamná’s departure]. When the key is placed in the tablet and it is replaced in the 
case, a signal will be sent to Zetutxtil. Itzamná will then return, even if it is in 
advance of the time when the Mayan calendar must be reset. [According to some 
experts and New Agers, this is supposed to occur in December, 2012.].

 
It is imperative that the tablet remain within the case if Itzamná is to return. 

It will provide the reference coordinates for the portal. [Nowhere in the transla-
tions, so far, has there been a mention of any kind of space craft for the purposes of transporting 
the Zetutxtili to and from Earth. From the description, or the term ‘portal,’ I hate to say this but 
it sounds reminiscent of a Stargate. However, there is no reference to any kind of device and 
there has never been, so far as I can tell, any such device has been unearthed in any of the seed 
regions, and there should be one in each. There is one engraving from Palenque that has been 
dubbed ‘The Rocket Man’. It is part of the lid of King Pakal’s sarcophagus. It seems to show 
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a man seated at the controls of some kind of flying machine. His hands and feet appear to be 
working instruments and pedals. The outline of the craft can be seen with many mechanical 
features and what appears to be flames coming out of the bottom of the craft. The engraving was 
found deep within a vaulted room beneath the floor of the Temple of Inscriptions at Palenque. 
It was discovered in 1949 by the Mexican archaeologist Alberto Ruz. The same type of motif 
seems to be prevalent in almost every major culture realm around the world. Did the Zetutxtili 
use space craft as their primary mode of transport? Itzamná only mentions the use of the portal. 
I will attach a picture of the Palenque Rocket Man motif from the sarcophagus].

Itzamná’s team will return to evaluate the development of the seeded 
society. Each seeding region has its own tablet and case and each is capable 
of sending out its own distinctive signal to Zetuxil. [It is interesting that none of the 
tablets and cases in the other regions have ever been discovered, or at least they have never been 
reported].

Itzamná’s teams will evaluate the seeded society to determine if similar 
seeding techniques should be used on other potential candidate planets. [It is 
important to note that the text does not mention the names of the other candidate planets but 
what is important is the fact that the term ‘planet’ is definitely plural. There must be other inhab-
ited planets out there but, for one reason or another, they were not sufficiently far enough along 
the development continuum to merit the Zetutxtili’s seeding efforts].

You [the Maya, the name chosen by Itzamná for the people he found in his 
seed area] will recognize Itzamná upon his return from his description and 
the image contained on this case. [His headdress and hairstyle seemed to be particularly 
important and recognizable features. The images on the case confirm this description. 

Itzamná is described as being 6 Sterni tall, and lean but muscular. [No 

reference is given that would provide a basis for comparison].  He has a long, broad, 
conspicuously large ‘Romanesque’ nose, like all his fellow travelers and an 
elongated head. [If the images on the case are meant to represent Itzamná, he would have 
had very distinctive features. Similar images, however, abound throughout the Mayan territories 
at almost all the known ruin sites]. His hair is described as long, black and [The clos-
est I can come to describing his hair is] plaited [maybe ‘corn rows’ would be a more correct 
term]. [His headdress is generally described as large and feathered. This is reminiscent of Quet-
zalcoatl, or Quetzama, who was supposed to have been one of the other Zetutxtili team leaders. 
The headdress may well be a status or rank-associated symbol]. His eyes are described as 
large and brown. His skin is described as a light brown with little or no hair. 
[Several publications and depictions of what is deemed to represent classic Mayan beauty, seem 
to conform to the description of Itzamná. It has been suggested that the royal families of the 
Mayan city-states artificially elongated their heads by binding them as infants and enlarged their 
noses surgically. inserting wax or bone. These images are very reminiscent of those found at 
Palenque and recorded by Taube (2004). See also Manuel Ballesteros Gaibrois (1993). Below is 
a copy of a page showing what was perceived to be Mayan beauty].

His apparel seems to consist of a headdress, a shoulder covering that is 
not shown on any of the other figures depicted anywhere on the case, a type of 
skirt or kilt, a type of sandal, and an elaborate staff. [It is not clear if the ‘costume’ 
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Itzamná wore represented his ‘normal’ dress or it was, in fact, a costume. If not a costume, it 
would seem that wherever Itzamná came from, the weather was comparatively mild. In the 
absence of other cases from other areas, there is no way of knowing if Itzamná’s costume was 
similar to that worn by other seed teams. It could be that each team dressed differently for either 
environmental reasons or as a reflection of the culture they were seeding. Below is a line draw-
ing a relief from Coba. I believe it is an image of Itzamnȧ and two of his assistants].

All the Zetutxtili returned home. Apparently, none remained behind as 
observers or expatriates. 
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Itzamná and two of his assistants?

Palenque’s ‘Rocket Man’
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•

Sebastian’s first comment, upon finishing his first reading of Heli’s report 
was, “This is wonderful. I especially like how you have annotated both the 
executive summary and the verbatim translation. Your comments are quite in-
sightful and, at the same time, they represent certain problems. The issue of the 
key, the tablet, and the case, at least for the present, does not represent a prob-
lem. I wonder what would happen if we reassembled everything and the signal 
went out? I wonder how long it would take for him to return? It has been, what, 
nearly 5,000 years since he was here. Not much chance of the original Itzamná 
actually returning.” 

“You have used the term ‘Stargate,’ while probably meant for illustrative 
purposes, it should be expunged. It will only confuse dyed-in-the-wool academ-
ics. And you are absolutely right. As far as I know, no other tablets or cases have 
ever been discovered anywhere. That fact, alone, could be the subject of another 
investigation. The thought of multiple inhabited planets is intriguing but, if they 
do in fact exist, why has the SETI program not encountered a single intelligible 
signal, even from the Niribui?

“Nice observations regarding the appearance of the Zetutxtili (Itzamná) and 
the current Mayan population. If they interbred, it would answer a number of in-
triguing problems for physical anthropologists.  And you are absolutely right. If 
they interbred with humans, they must be genetically similar, and there should 
be genetic markers that they left within the Mayan population, or any of the 
other seed populations around the world.

“Have you found any reference to how long the Zetutxtili were on Earth dur-
ing their seeding experiments? It would help us establish a timeline?” Sebastian 
inquired.

Heli replied, “So far, I haven’t found any but I do have one side left. Maybe 
it will be there,” said Heli. “If not, we have no real way of knowing. I cannot 
see how the Zetutxtili teams would not have had to spend years just establishing 
the nucleus of civilization in the various realms they chose to experiment with. 
It would not have been an easy task taking Neolithic societies and moving them 
up the cultural ladder. It just occurred to me that what we are uncovering may 
well change a lot of our nomenclature regarding human social, cultural, and 
technological development. Maybe Neolithic, Bronze Age, etc., are no longer 
legitimate or defensible labels.”

“Well said. I agree completely. If the Zetutxtili were, in fact, the motive force 
behind much of human cultural and technological evolution, anthropology as 
we know it will be forced to change dramatically. Needless to say, that will be 
an entirely uphill battle. Most people  hate to give up ideas or theories that they 
have either accepted or come up with, and assume to be true. It is academic in-
ertia. We started the ball rolling and it will be difficult to convince the old guard 
that there is an entirely different process that underlays how the various major 
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civilizations came to be. Equally important will be the need to change time 
lines and assumed sequences. For instance, in Mesoamerica, anthropologists, 
archeologists, and historians have come to accept the rise and fall of the various 
cultural complexes, like the Olmec, Toltecs, Aztecs, Maya, etc., as having been 
somehow sequenced and somewhat parasitic – one taking, adopting, or adapt-
ing cultural traits from one another – when, in fact, it was, from all indications, 
essentially one process with one point of origin, the Zetutxtili. Admittedly there 
were innovators and laggards, in terms of acceptance of the Zetutxtili gifts but 
the initial introduction of the traits, skills, and technologies all had essentially, 
one point of origin. That is a rather staggering concept. What we thought took 
centuries to evolve, either through outright innovation or adoption, just hap-
pened all at once. Amazing.”

“I have to be off,” said Heli. “I’m meeting William for lunch. Oh, that re-
minds me. How are you and Vladi doing? If you don’t mind my inquiring, and 
Mara?”

“We haven’t seen much of each other since New Years,” said Sebastian. 
“We’ve both been very busy. After the party at your house on New Years, Vladi 
invited me over to her place. The long and short of it was, I stayed the night. 
Since then it has been sheer bliss. She is warm, charming, and just plain won-
derful. All my concerns about whether we should or could make a go of it seem 
to have been swept away, completely. We seem to be very compatible. We’re 
not rushing anything but things could not be better.”

“As for Mara, when I got home the next day, we had a sit-down talk. Ironi-
cally, she has felt much the same way as I have for quite a while, as well. As it 
turns out, she has had this ‘thing’ with or for her editor, Sam Hallingsworth, for 
some time. It was because of Sam that she has been making her frequent trips to 
Chicago. Naïve me. I thought it all had to do with the publication of her books. 
Wrong! In fact, she had finally, and independently, come to the same conclu-
sion I had, regarding our marriage. It is a façade. We are so much different than 
we were when we married. She has been trying to tell me she was leaving and 
moving to Chicago to be nearer to Sam but just never got around to it. So, in a 
nutshell, we are all on the same page. I wish Mara all the best, both in her per-
sonal life and with her writing. She deserves it. And, for that matter, so do I. If 
things keep going the way they are for Vladi and me, I think I will do just fine.”

“I’m so happy for all of you. My mother always says that things work out for 
the best in the end. My father, on the other hand, the eternal pessimist, counters 
with:

When you’re sent out to drain the swamp and you’re up to your ass 
in alligators, you tend to forget why you were sent out there.
 

I think I agree with my mother more. When you see Vladi, say hello for me. 
We will have to have dinner together again, soon. Okay?”
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“I’d like that very much. I’ll tell Vladi tonight,” said Sebastian with a smile 
on his face.

“Tonight?”
“Our schedules have quieted down a bit and, like I said, we want to spend 

time together. Purely professional, of course.” Sebastian’s comment brought a 
wry smile to his face and a grin to Heli’s.

“ Yeah. Right,” said Heli. She raised her eyebrows as she spoke. 
“I’ll show your translations to Vladi when I see her later, honest.,” said Se-

bastian.
“I really have to get going.” She kissed Sebastian on the cheek and dashed 

out the door. Sebastian put his hand to the cheek Heli had just kissed and 
thought, ‘She really is a very dear person. She is so concerned for everyone’s 
welfare; and she is one hell of a hard working scholar. I wish I had her energy.’ 
He wished he had her energy but even more, he wished he had her insight and 
her gift for languages. He shook his head in wonderment. ‘This young woman is 
going places.’ He returned to Heli’s translation for a second and more thorough 
reading. There was much to review and digest.

•

That night, Sebastian did just as he had said. “Heli has stumbled onto some 
very interesting information. Take a look.” He handed the file folder to Vladi. 
“And, would you like a cup of coffee or tea, my treat.”

“That would be nice. Coffee please.” Vladi settled herself on her leather 
sofa, put a pillow behind her, adjusted her Possini Arc reading lamp, and opened 
the file folder. As she read she said, “She really does a fabulous job with her 
translations, doesn’t she?”

Sebastian was on his way from the small kitchen with two coffees in hand. 
“Here. Just the way you like it. One sweetener and a dab of French vanilla Cof-
feeMate. She has a facility for languages that truly amazes me. On top of that, 
she doesn’t just do the translations. She actually combines her translation work 
with library research. The result is a translation that includes annotations and 
comments; and some of her comments and observations are rather insightful. I 
can’t tell her this at this point but, for all intents and purposes, she has already 
written her dissertation. It is rather strange but all she has to do for her degree, 
at least in my estimation, is get her actual coursework out of the way. The trans-
lations, along with her comments would, from my perspective, satisfy her dis-
sertation requirements. She is quite a woman.”

“Do I have competition?”
“Not in the least. But, she is one hell of an advisee, and she genuinely cares 

about the people around her. She asked about you. If I am not mistaken, she 
cares about you quite a lot,” added Sebastian.

“That’s very sweet. I have to admit, I am fond of her as well. You know, we 
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really should get to know them better. Should we invite them over for dinner 
some evening?” asked Vladi.

“As a matter of fact, Heli said the same thing to me earlier today. I would 
like to get to know them better. Oh. The other day, I was talking to a friend of 
mine in the History Department and William’s name came up. I think that what 
had prompted the conversation was the fact that I had mentioned that Heli was 
my advisee. Well, our young professor Langley is really quite highly thought of. 
Somehow, that didn’t really surprise me. But I was blown away when Jerry told 
me that William donates virtually all of this salary to charity.”

“What?!”
“From all I hear, William is the son of a farmer in North Dakota. He has co-

authored a couple of articles with his former advisor and they are working on a 
book together. I got the impression that they both seem to work for the satisfac-
tion of the job. In fact, William refused to be put on the tenure track. Listen to 
this. He told the chairman, he didn’t need the security of tenure. He would write, 
research, and publish for the sake of promotion but not for the sake of tenure. I 
think that Heli is inclined the same way. She does things for the challenge, not 
the reward. Now that is what scholarship is all about.” Sebastian gave a small 
sigh of envy.

“You have to be kidding me!”
“No. Really. It would seem that William just loves being an academic. He 

seems to be an excellent teacher and his achievements, at least in terms of pub-
lishing, are top notch. On top of all that, he is personable, and Heli, well what 
can I say?” Sebastian settled himself on the sofa next to Vladi. She leaned over, 
nuzzled his neck, and kissed him. “Now be quiet for a few minutes and let me 
read the translation.”

“Whatever Madame wishes.”
“Holy crap! She really does comment and annotate. My God. Some of her 

observations seem to have several layers of potential meaning or interpretation. 
I like her reference to Stargate.” She smiled broadly at Sebastian.

“I have already advised her on the use of that term. I think, much like you, 
she inserted it as a cute way of needling me. It worked.”

“But, I think that her comments regarding the idea of the portal is worth pur-
suing. She is also right in pointing out that there is no ‘device’ that you know of 
or no devices that have been found anywhere else that could be associated with 
the idea of a Stargate-like portal.”

“You just had to use that word didn’t you?”
“As a matter of fact, yes. As much as I know you hate to admit it, in a single 

word, everyone knows what you are talking about when you mention a Stargate. 
It means the creation of a way to travel great distances – between far flung plan-
ets in different star systems. As far as we know, and I would have to verify this 
with someone like Uwe, the technology supposedly involved is based on the 
creation and control of a stable wormhole through space. I can see you are about 
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to object but first hear me out. What if it was possible? I don’t know enough 
about wormholes or black holes to even begin to talk intelligently about them 
but, what if? I think the question merits at least a chat with Uwe. I know he is 
in regular contact with Hawking and an Indian physicist who is now at Texas. 
What’s his name? Ah, Sengupta, I think. What do you think?” asked Vladi.

“You’re right. I have to admit I have a difficult time with using media rheto-
ric within the context of our research, even if it conveys a meaning. It just grates 
on me, somehow. I would also agree that maybe we should talk to Uwe.”

“Think about it. Is the term ‘portal’ really that much better?” asked Vladi. 
“You tell me. I grew up on Star Trek, Star Wars, Starship Troopers, Dune, 
Silkies, and similar ilk. Yes, they were fantasies but they were all good science 
fiction too. Remember, the term science fiction is composed of two very differ-
ent words – science and fiction. Over time  some of what was fiction has turned 
into science.  Isn’t there a part of you, way down deep, covered over by layers 
of academic training, that just wants to believe? As a child, didn’t you just want 
to believe that there were aliens out there somewhere? Didn’t you want aliens to 
be real? I know I did, and for that matter, I still do. And here we are, on the verge 
of turning one of our fantasies, our fictions into science, into reality.”

“I suppose, in some long ago hidden recess, I want to believe. I wanted aliens 
to exist but I also wanted them to all be benign. You’re right. A lot of science 
fiction has become reality. I will try to work on my aversion.”

She gave Sebastian a smile that seemed to say, ‘See you do believe.’
“Okay. Okay. You got me. As much as I hate to admit it, I believe.”

•

Uwe was outside shoveling his sidewalk when Vladi called. Anna answered. 
“Hello. Oh. Yes Miss Vassilieva. How are you? That’s good. Did you want to 
speak to Uwe? I’ll get him. He’s out shoveling the walk. No. It’s no bother. I’m 
sure he’d rather be inside where it’s warm than out there without his gloves on. 
He doesn’t have his gloves on! What is he thinking? Just a moment. I’ll get 
him.” Anna stuck her head out from behind the storm door that she had opened 
just far enough so she could call to Uwe. “Uwe. That pretty lady from your de-
partment is on the phone. She would like to talk to you. Why in Heaven’s name 
aren’t you wearing your gloves. You’ll get frostbite. Men!”

“Take her number and I’ll call her back as soon as I’m finished. It should be 
no more than 10 or 15 minutes. And I’m not wearing my gloves because I can’t 
find them. Somebody moved them from where I put them.”

“I just put them away where they belong. You forget where they belong. If 
you would look there, you’d find them!” Anna was always picking up after Uwe 
but, if she would leave things where he put them, he would know where they 
were. Even after more than 30 years of marriage, he still hadn’t come to the 
realization that when things were missing they were where Anna thought they 

175



The Return of the Mayan

should be. Neither would change. She would pick up and put things away, and 
Uwe would never think to look ‘where they belonged.’

“Can I have your number? He said he’d call you back in a few minutes, when 
he’s done with the walk. Maybe 10 to 15 minutes. Thank you.” Anna hung up 
the phone and put Vladi’s number on a Post-It Note, on the coffee maker, right 
where Uwe would see it, when he came in and warmed up with his second 
morning cup of coffee.

After hanging up his coat, Uwe began making his way toward the coffee pot 
and, at the same time he called to Anna, who was upstairs, “Where is Vladi’s 
number?”

Anna shouted back, “Are you standing in front of the coffee maker?”
“Yes.”
 “Look down.”
“Oh. There it is. Thank you.” He filled his mug and walked to his study. He 

settled himself in his battered leather desk chair, put on and adjusted his head-
set, and dialed. He liked the headset when making phone calls because it freed 
up both of his hands. The right for jotting down notes and the left clutched his 
coffee. “Good morning, beautiful. How can I help you?” He took a sip.

“Uwe, I need your input on something that Sebastian, Heli and I are working 
on. Heli has been working on the translations of the chest that our tablet came 
in. Her translations speak about the use of a portal as a means of transportation. 
Yeah. Like a Stargate. You already know about my work on the space coordi-
nates. They don’t match up with anything we know about. According to Heli’s 
interpretation of the chest, the Zetutxtili do not seem to have come in any kind 
of space craft. They speak only of a portal. There is no mention of a device per 
se and, as far as we can determine, no such device has ever been discovered 
anywhere. Also, it appears that the chest, when combined with the key ele-
ment and the tablet will summon the Zetutxtili and they will return. The chest, 
key, tablet combination seems to serve as a warning signal and as a referential 
coordinate for their return. It would seem that the other chests left throughout 
the world have either been destroyed or have not yet been discovered. What we 
would like to do is have you read over Heli’s verbatim translations and annota-
tions, and give us your interpretation. No. No. We don’t doubt Heli’s transla-
tions; we would appreciate it if you would just give us some direction with 
regard to ‘where we go from here.’”

“Get a copy of Heli’s translation to me and I will go over it. Then, we can 
all get together and discuss it, if there is anything to discuss. Good. Drop it off 
anytime that is convenient, either at my office or here at home. But, as you are 
well aware, I spend very little time in my office. So, it would make more sense 
if you dropped it off here. Besides, then I could see you again.”

“You’re such a dirty old man. That is what makes you so charming. I don’t 
know how Anna puts up with you. You’re such a flirt.” Vladi laughed out loud.

“Flirting is all we dirty old men have left to keep us alive. Something to look 
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forward to. Take care of yourself, my dear. I look forward to seeing you. Bye.”
An hour later, Vladi was knocking on Uwe’s door. Anna answered. In almost 

a whisper, “He’s on the phone with one of his physics friends. Just go on in 
and take a seat. He probably won’t even notice you’ve arrived until he finishes. 
Well, let me amend that. He always notices the beautiful young women, no 
matter what he’s doing. Even if he gets so caught up in his discussions.” Anna 
pointed Vladi in the direction of Uwe’s first floor office and she could follow 
his voice, which was more animated than she had ever heard it before. Usually, 
he was the epitome of controlled delivery but something had definitely agitated 
him. She slipped into his office and sat like a young schoolgirl in the straight-
back chair that was located immediately in front of his desk. He sat with his 
back toward the desk, looking out the window, that overlooked what would 
have been a well groomed formal garden, but now it was an undulating field 
of snow. He was now vigorously gesturing with one hand and holding a cup of 
coffee in the other.

“I don’t give a damn what Stephen says. It just cannot happen. That is not 
how the universe works. I agree. In flat spacetime time is always in motion. It 
increases smoothly from minus infinity to plus infinity, from minus infinity in 
the infinite past to plus infinity in the infinite future. However, when dealing 
with time in curved spacetime, time can stand still within and at the contact 
points between normal curved spacetime and black holes. Exactly. You cannot 
use Schrödinger’s equation to predict what the wave function will be in the 
future. Don’t you have the copy of the equation I sent you? You misplaced it? 
No. I do not misplace things. My wife simply relocates them.” That statement 
seemed to erase all the tension between the two men. Uwe began to chuckle to 
himself. “Yes. I will send you another copy and don’t lose this one or I’ll send 
Anna down to straighten you out. You really don’t want that. Take care my 
friend. Say hello to Lakshmi for me. I will do the same. Bye.”

Uwe swiveled in his chair, reaching for the disconnect button for his headset. 
It is then that he noticed Vladi sitting, hands folded on top of a thick file folder, 
in the straight-back chair in front of him. “Where did you come from?”

“Oh. I’ve been here for a few minutes, enjoying your conversation, vicari-
ously.”

“I’m sorry to have kept you waiting. You should have spoken up. I sent Ram-
das Sengupta, at Texas, a set of equations and he has ‘misplaced’ them.”

“It sounded a little heated there for a moment.”
“Not to worry. He is absolutely brilliant but he just appears to be so disorga-

nized on the outside.  In his thinking, however, he may well be the next physics 
icon, much like Hawking. I’ve never met anyone with a mind so nimble. He 
sometimes has leaps of insight that are difficult to comprehend, at least initially. 
I’ve never met anyone like him. It can be frightening sometimes to watch him 
at work. Then, sometimes, he doesn’t seem the display the sense of a two-year-
old. It’s frustrating. This is one of those times. Now, let’s see what can I do for 
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you.”
“Here are the translations your daughter created, along with her comments 

and annotations. We really need some help with the concept of the ‘portal’ used 
by the Zetutxtili to get to and from  their home world and Earth. Any insights 
you might have would be much appreciated,” said Vladi.

“Leave them with me for a few days. Do you want me to call you, Sebastian, 
or Heli once I have had the chance to look things over?”

“Any one of us would be fine. I am sure that everyone will want to be in on 
your take on the portal idea. I look forward to hearing from you. Again thanks.” 
She rose, reached over Uwe’s cluttered desk and shook his hand. 

“That’s it?”
“Oh. Okay.” She circled around the desk and kissed him gently on the cheek 

and gave him a hug. “How’s that?”
“Much better.”
“Again, thanks for the time.” With that, she whirled and started for the front 

door. She saw Anna standing in the kitchen. She made her way into the kitchen 
and said her farewells. “Take care of him. He’s such a dear.”

“If you were married to him, you’d find he was a real handful.”
“I’m sure. Good bye.” Anna put down the dishes she was stacking and began 

to escort Vladi to the door. “Oh that’s not necessary. I can let myself out. Again. 
Thanks.”

“It’s no problem.” As she closed the door after Vladi, she thought, ‘That re-
ally is an exceptionally attractive girl. Brains and looks. What a combination.’ 
“Wow.”

•

They were all assembled around Uwe’s dining room table, a table Heli had 
known from as far back as she could remember. It had always been the family 
table. Uwe sat in the middle of one long side, Heli on the end, and Vladi and 
Sebastian directly across from Uwe. Papers were strewn about on the table. As 
disorganized as the piles and groupings of papers appeared, Heli knew that each 
shred was exactly where her father wanted them for his ‘dog and pony show.’ 
“First, I am sorry it has taken me so long to get back to you but I wanted to think 
through everything before I said anything. Second, I believe you are looking for 
this Itzamná character in the wrong place.”

Almost in unison, Uwe’s three guests said, “Whaa . . .?”
“Vladi, the reason your coordinates don’t work is that they are not in our 

timespace. They do not exist in our galaxy or universe. They either exist in a 
universe we cannot see or are unaware of,  or in an alternate, or possibly a multi-
verse versus a parallel universe. I am willing to bet that it is not another universe 
that we just cannot see or are unaware of. If I were a betting man, as difficult 
as it may seem, I am putting my money on an alternate universe or multiverse.

“I think that, when you realized that the combinations of six symbols rep-
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resented space coordinates, you single-mindedly focused on the six but, at the 
same time, you overlooked how the sets of six were organized. The sets of six 
are grouped by a prefix symbol – a seventh symbol. I believe this is meant as a 
designation for an individual galaxy or universe and the groups of six symbols 
represent ‘addresses’ within the galaxy or universe specified. It is kind of like a 
galactic area code – (Galaxy) XXXXXX.”

“You’re absolutely right. I just, somehow, ignored what I thought to be ran-
domly placed symbols. I didn’t see the pattern,” replied Vladi. 

“Let me try to explain further. For most people, the universe, as far out as we 
can see or detect, is all there is. Recent measurements, however, indicate that 
the universe consists mostly of the unknown. We can’t see it. We can’t measure 
it. We know that it has to be there, only because it has to be there to make our 
calculations work. Slightly more than 70 percent of all energy appears to be in 
the form of dark energy. Twenty-six percent is dark matter. Only 4 percent is 
ordinary matter -- the stuff modern physicists and chemists know about. Put 
another way, we know about and understand only 1/20th of all the energy and 
matter out there. Only 1 part in 20 of all matter out there are we able to describe 
or observe experimentally, using our standard model of particle physics. As for 
the rest, we know absolutely nothing! That’s 96 percent of the whole universe! 
Now, that is staggering. It is difficult to comprehend but, and I used the term 
loosely, it is the truth.”

“If that is the case, then, the universe could conceivably be more than, con-
servatively speaking, roughly 25 times larger than we currently think it is, and it 
is already almost beyond comprehension now,” said Vladi. She had a distressed 
look on her face, as the enormity of the world around her increased, and she did 
not have a clue.

“Let me continue. Today we ‘know’ a lot about the basic characteristics of 
the universe. We know about its overall matter density. We know about its rate 
of expansion. We have a standard model of cosmology, which is analogous 
to our standard model of particle physics, and that works well for us but only 
within the confines of our part of the universe. As with the standard model of 
particle physics, which has specifiable constants, our model of cosmology also 
has specifiable constants, about 15 of them. These constants denote, among oth-
er things, the density of different kinds of matter and energy and the expansion 
rate. Unfortunately, we do not know why these constants have the values they 
do. Just as in modern particle physics, the values of these constants are based 
on observation but are not explained by any formal theory. So, as Hawking is 
so fond of saying, there you have it in a nutshell. We know a lot but it is about 
very little. It is mind boggling just how much we do know but it is even more in-
comprehensible how much there is still unknown.” The very idea of how much 
we didn’t know distressed Uwe, and his anxiety was etched in his face, and the 
faces of everyone who sat around the table.

“Before I get to the heart of the problem, let me lay out some, let’s call them, 

179



The Return of the Mayan

ground rules. Maybe they are more definitions than rules. First, let’s separate 
fiction from current hard science. On the fiction side we have alternate realities 
or histories. Sometimes, at least in science fiction writing, an alternate or paral-
lel universe is meant to mean that it is a variant of our own. Everyone who exists 
in ‘our’ reality exists in the other, only these realities are different because of the 
almost infinite number of choice possibilities and their consequential outcomes. 
This is not what we are talking about.

“I am more inclined to believe in the concept of an alternate universe. To 
use modern physics terminology, an alternate or parallel universe, the kind I 
am talking about is a universe or universes that are separated from one  another 
by a single quantum event, usually time but it could also be gravity. All other 
physical attributes of space remain the same. 

“In Membrane or M-Theory, universes are conceived to be much like a deck 
of playing cards. Each universe is an individual card. Their shapes vary. Some 
are flat. Some are cylindrical, spherical, doughnut shaped, amoeba-like -- free 
form -- and some are seen as being hyperbolic – saddle shaped. So, they occupy 
different volumes within space. At the same time, they are ‘floating’ around in 
space and, periodically, they collide. Some pass through one another. Others 
collide and merge. I think Ron Cowan in Science described it about as well as 
anyone.” Uwe picked up a page torn from a magazine.” He read,

A parallel universe moving along a hidden dimension smacked into ours. 
The collision heated our universe, creating a sea of quarks, electrons, protons, 
photons, and other subatomic particles. It also imparted microscopic ripples, 
like ocean waves crashing on a shore.

These ripples generated tiny fluctuations in temperature and density, the 
seeds from which all cosmic architecture --from stars to gargantuan clusters of 
galaxies to galactic super clusters -- ultimately arose.

“These brane universes seem to fit our current level of knowledge of the uni-
verse. Because they represent what we have postulated for so long – alternate 
universes. As a consequence we cannot see or interact with them. What if dark 
energy and matter are the other universes?  I have been toying with some equa-
tions that were suggested by a friend of mine, Ramdas Sengupta. I admit they 
are crude but what they suggest is that all these other universes are occupying 
the same timespace with us. They are here and now with us. All one would have 
to do is find a way to temporarily create a doorway or ‘portal’ from one universe 
to the other. 

“If one were able to create a wormhole, in laymen’s terms, or more precisely 
a topological feature of spacetime, it could serve as a ‘shortcut’ through space 
and time. In flat two dimensional space, a wormhole, essentially, folds space-
time, shortening the distance between two points. It would be like folding a 
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sheet of paper back on itself, forming a ‘U.’” Uwe pulled a  sheet of paper from 
between the pages of a yellow legal pad that was laying on the table. He laid it 
in front of Sebastian but everyone could see it.

“This is how I envision how a wormhole works.” On the paper before them 
was a hand drawn graphic. It looked like a sheet of graph paper folded back on 
itself. Between the open ends of the ‘U’ he had drawn in a tube that was flared 
on each end, where they intersected with the plane’s surface. The flared ends 
looked much like the bell of a trumpet or a whirlpool. At the center of one of 
the flared ends, Uwe had written in ‘Mouth.’ Between the two flared ends, on 
the tubular portion of the connection between the surfaces of the universe being 
depicted, he had scribbled in ‘Throat.’

“This first graphic shows how the principle works. Time within the worm-
hole would essentially stand still for anything or anyone traveling through it but 
it would not stop. Travelers would always arrive at the time, or date, of their 
destination point, irrespective of whether it was past or future. For example, if 
you left Earth, travelled to a star 10 million light years away, you would arrive 
10 million years in our future, since the star we see today is light that was emit-
ted 10 million years ago, and vice versa. This would not constitute time travel, 
only travel through time and space. For the individual traveler, it would be the 
present at both the beginning and end of the trip. Time spent at either end would 
be the same, neither lost nor gained. 

I’ve modified the original graphic to represent a two brane universe, where 
one floats above the other.” He pulled a second sheet of paper from between the 
pages of his yellow note pad.
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“Here are two brane universes. Let’s say, the top one is our universe. The bot-
tom one is an alternate universe.  It could be reversed with no difference in out-
come. A number of other universes may be layered above or below or between, 
and even through our universe. I’ve just simplified my graphic depicting only 
two such universes. 

“The dark area between them is the barrier between the universes, our dark 
matter, dark space. I have no idea how thick or what the distance between the 
universes might be. That would have to be determined experimentally. It may 
vary or it could be a constant. I just don’t know. If a doorway, corridor, portal, or 
whatever you want to call it could be produced between the universes, it would 
distort the space-time between them, and the connection would be made. I have 
no idea how stable or unstable such a portal might be or what kinds of power 
would be needed to create or maintain it.

“Now, you have to understand that the wormholes shown in the graphics are 
orders of magnitude larger than what would actually happen in the real world.  
These are just for illustrative purposes only. Nothing more.”

“You mean to tell me that we have been looking for our coordinates in the 
wrong universe?” asked Vladi. “That is almost too bizarre to entertain but, I 
will give it to you, it would answer a lot of questions. If it’s not here, it has to be 
somewhere. Why not an alternate universe? You know, if  you weren’t so damn 
brilliant as a mathematician, I would swear you were out of your mind.”

 “I am convinced that your Zetutxtili come from a planet in another uni-
verse, one close enough that they can ‘jump’ between theirs and ours using a 
controlled wormhole. Technologically, it would definitely put them millennia 
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beyond our capabilities,” confessed Uwe. “To control spacetime. It boggles the 
mind.”

•

As the trio left Uwe’s house, following their meeting with him, they sat 
together in Sebastian’s Volvo Cross Country, while it warmed up. Heli leaned 
forward from her position in the back seat, pulling herself up so she could see 
both Vladi and Sebastian in the front seats. “If what Daddy proposes is true, we 
would seem to have a problem. First, my translation suggests that we can ‘call’ 
the Zetutxtili simply by inserting the key piece into the tablet and placing it back 
into the case. The question then, is how long before they ‘answer’? Second, if 
we send my translation to LaMont, you just know that he will want to call them 
for the military’s benefit. The only thing that would stop them from taking over 
is the fact that they don’t know where the case is. For that matter, I don’t want 
to know. That way I can’t slip up and divulge its whereabouts.”

“I’m with you on this one,” said Vladi. Heli slumped back into her seat and 
fastened her seat belt.

“Your points are well taken. However, we have an obligation to share our 
translations with the Air Force. We break it, they break it, and where are we 
then?” asked Sebastian. He put the car into drive.

“It’s a Catch 22, it seems to me. We win and we lose at the same time. So, 
what is our best strategy in the long run?” Vladi envisioned the Air Force’s take-
over of the entire project on the grounds of national security. “How can we stop 
the Air Force from taking everything over and dumping us?”

As he drove, Sebastian replied, “I don’t see the military simply taking over. 
In fact, I honestly believe we have an ally in our General LaMont. I can’t tell 
you why but I just do. It was one of his comments that put me on the trail of 
Russell Tomlinson, the man who gave me the metallic piece from the Niribui 
ship. I think that our problems might come from his superiors, not him. The 
question then, is how do we restrict our information to LaMont, if that’s at all 
possible? When LaMont and I met in  November . . . ”

Almost in unison, Vladi and Heli asked, “What meeting in November?” 
Both were shocked by Sebastian’s off-hand remark.

“Calm down both of you. Let me explain.” He pulled to the side of the road, 
stopped, put the car in park, and turned toward the two women. Vladi turned in 
her seat and Heli had, again, pulled herself into a position between the two front 
seats. Both were staring at Sebastian with expressions of incredulity. “After 
Heli’s first translation of Side One, and after our meeting with LaMont, I wrote 
a note to him, when I sent him the translation. I suggested we meet to discuss 
the concerns we. . .” Sebastian made a circular motion, pointing to Valdi, Heli 
and himself. “had regarding our research and our relationship with the Air Force 
after their announcement about the existence of the Niribui.”

“And?!”
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“He flew here and we met. It was during that meeting that he ‘suggested’ 
I contact Tomlinson regarding a third party confirmation of the Niribui. I get 
the distinct impression that he would like what the Air Force knows about the 
Niribui to become public but his position prevents him from doing so. I believe 
he is on our side, as much as he can be as an Air Force officer and commanding 
general.”

“Why didn’t you tell us about this meeting before now and why did we have 
to drag it out of you?” Heli was observably upset. 

“First, I admit, it was not the greatest decision in the world but I was try-
ing to assuage our concerns regarding our relationship with the Air Force. As it 
turns out, we may have more of an ally in LaMont than we thought. Even so, I 
will have to admit, his loyalties rest, first and foremost, with the Air Force and 
not with the truth or us. However, he was very helpful in our quest for the truth. 
I see that as a plus. It is for this reason that I think we can trust him but, I will 
admit, I don’t know how deep that trust really is.

“We have an obligation to share what we know with LaMont or the Air 
Force. If we breach that obligation we may lose more than we gain. Remember, 
they have the tablet right now. If we breach our agreement, there is no reason 
to believe we would ever see the tablet again. In his defense, he shared with us 
information on the Niribui. That was not part of our agreement. He is trying to 
help us here. So, at least from that, we have to assume that he is trying to assist 
us. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” was the only response from the two women. Even so, it was ap-
parent that they were skeptical.

“As far as I can see, we are responsible for sending LaMont Heli’s transla-
tions and, if we omit any part of it, we are, in effect, censuring it. I think ev-
eryone involved would consider that a breach of our agreement. I think all we 
can do is send it to him, ask him to hold onto it for the time being, and let the 
chips fall where they may. We will have complied. We have only two bargaining 
chips, as far as I can see. I still have the key and I’m the only one who knows 
where the case is.” ‘But I’m not. Manolo knows, but I don’t think they could 
know about him. Shit. He could be our weak link.’

“I hope both are secure and well hidden,” replied Heli. She slumped back 
into her seat. She didn’t like the fact that Sebastian had breached her trust in him 
but, after all, it was his project. She was only an involved party.

Vladi, on the other hand, was genuinely angry with Sebastian. He had vio-
lated her trust on two levels – on a professional level, this she could at least 
appreciate and understand but he had also violated her personal trust. That was 
a much deeper cut. “How could . . . What I have to say can wait until we get 
home.” From her tone and abruptness, Sebastian knew a donnybrook awaited 
him when they got home. He knew he had screwed up. It was, now, only a mat-
ter of whether he could salvage their relationship and rebuild the trust they had 
had between them. 
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Sebastian reentered traffic, no one spoke for the rest of the trip home. As 
Heli exited the car, she said as she leaned over, holding the car door open,  “Do 
what you feel is right regarding the translations, but I am disappointed that you 
weren’t completely candid with us. I feel almost as if you didn’t trust us because 
. . .” She was going to play the woman card but decided against it. She simply 
slammed the door shut and stalked into the house without even looking back. 
She knew from Vladi’s silence during the rest of the drive home, Sebastian 
would pay dearly for his actions.

The silence between Vladi and Sebastian continued, even after they had 
dropped Heli off at home, all the way to her apartment. The silence was killing 
Sebastian but he knew better than to initiate a conversation. He knew there was 
going to be hell to pay, it was only a matter of how much of an impact it would 
have on their fledgling relationship. He was not looking forward to it.

Before Sebastian had time to completely park the car, Vladi opened the 
car door and stalked into the apartment building’s entrance. She unlocked the 
door to her apartment, walked in, threw her coat and purse on one of the leather 
chairs and took a seat on the sofa. Sebastian followed. The door to the apartment 
was open and as he entered, he saw Vladi  sitting rigidly on the sofa, her arms 
crossed and her eyes  glaring at him. He gently closed the door behind him.  She 
was the first to speak. Her voice was controlled, almost calm, but each word had 
a finely honed edge to it. “Can you explain to me why, in God’s name, you kept 
your meeting with LaMont from me? A secret?”

“I thought . . .”
“You thought! It is quite obvious that while you thought, you definitely 

were not thinking!”
“Let me explain.”
“This had better be good . . .”
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Chapter 16

Mara had already moved to Chicago, so when Sebastian awoke, the house 
was even more silent than usual. It was the first morning in many weeks that he 
had awakened in his own bed. It not only felt strange, if felt uncomfortable. For 
the time being, Vladi and Sebastian were ‘on a break.’ Sebastian’s only thoughts 
were, ‘Jesus, I was only trying to make things work more smoothly with the Air 
Force. So, I didn’t consult with everyone. Should I be required to? After all, it 
is my project. But, apparently, I should have at least confided in Vladi.’ He was 
paying the price for his oversight. If they got back together, and at the moment 
it seemed to be a big ‘if,’ he would not make the mistake of keeping secrets from 
his future life partner and colleague. In his own mind he just didn’t think it was 
that big a deal. Apparently, Vladi saw it differently.

•

From the faculty parking lot, Sebastian trudged through the new fallen snow 
to his building. He didn’t have any classes until early afternoon but there was 
no point in sitting at home alone and, besides, he had to compose a letter to La 
Mont and copy Heli’s translations and FedEx them to the general. Once he had 
copied Heli’s files, he opened his laptop and began composing his note to La 
Mont.

Dear John,

Enclosed are Heli’s translations for the third side of the case. The most 
provocative part of the translation has to do with the operation of the tablet. 
Apparently, when the tablet is combined with the key and put into the case, it 
signals the Zetutxtili and they are supposed to return. In other words, it would 
appear that we have a way of summoning them.

Uwe Mittenwallenberger, the renowned mathematician and Heli’s father, 
is of the belief that the Zetutxtili inhabit an alternate universe that is close 
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enough for them to be able to transport to Earth at will through a controlled 
wormhole or some similar device. As a layman, with regard to physics and 
math, I cannot provide you with the hard science basis for Uwe’s conclusions. 
Vladi would, in all likelihood, be better able to discuss the science behind 
Uwe’s hypothesis. 

However, one thing he did point out is that all the six coordinate symbols 
are grouped under a series of individual symbols. We had been concentrating 
on the combinations of six symbols, and had not taken notice that they were 
also grouped under a seventh symbol. He believes that the seventh symbol 
denotes either the universe or galaxy that the other six figures reference. Kind 
of like a galactic area code. The possibilities are mind boggling.

I would appreciate any feedback you might be willing to share with me. 

Sebastian.

Once he had finished his note, he called for a Federal Express pickup. Within 
an hour, his package was on its way to La Mont.

•

La Mont received Sebastian’s package the following morning, just like the 
carrier’s commercials promised. It had been some time since he and Sebastian 
had last communicated. ‘It must have been almost two months since their meet-
ing in Madison. I wonder how his trip to Yuma turned out?’ Although he would 
never ask. He opened the package and read Sebastian’s letter. It intrigued him. 
He immediately began reading the executive summary that Heli had prepared, 
along with its copious footnotes and annotations.

“Son of a bitch!” He looked around to be sure that no one had heard his un-
gentlemanly outburst. 

His aide, Lieutenant Travers, sat silently outside the general’s office and 
continued her typing, with a broad grin plastered on her face. ‘I wonder what 
brought that on?’ In time she would find out but, for now, she was sufficiently 
amused by his response, to whatever caused it.

‘So, all we have to do is dial these bastards up and they’ll come running!’ 
The thought, while intriguing also represented a problem. He had the tablet but 
did not possess either the key or the case. Both were in Kaiserling’s possession 
or he knew where they were. Any one of the pieces, without the others, was 
useless. Sebastian’s letter also provided yet another potential problem. ‘This 
Uwe character now knows about everything, and he’s not part of the agreement. 
I have no leverage over him. This whole thing is turning into a debacle. How 
am I going to contain it all? It just keeps getting larger and larger. If things keep 
going this way, it will be too big to manage, which has both good and bad con-
sequences. I’ll need to cover my ass.’
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‘I can’t let this stuff stray too far, especially Mittenwallenberger’s thesis that 
our new group of aliens is from an alternate universe. That’s all I need now. The 
intelligence people will be all over this. Just think about the implications for 
more real aliens, alternate universes, and . . .’ He shook his head. ‘. . . Stargate 
wormholes. And, on top of all that, there are other planets out there with intel-
ligent life forms on them. Jesus! Could it get any more complicated?’

La Mont decided to ‘bury’ Sebastian’s letter and Heli’s translations. He 
couldn’t keep them buried forever but, at least for now, he could keep the infor-
mation under wraps. He would write to Sebastian but he’d have to do it himself. 
He couldn’t permit even his secretary to prepare this note. He couldn’t afford 
yet another potential security leak point.

Dear Sebastian,

To say your note and translations came as a shock would be an understate-
ment. We have a real problem now. I am reluctant to submit your information 
to the higher ups. I thought I had my hands full with the Niribui, now you drop 
one, if not more, aliens in my lap. It would seem that the universe is getting 
much more crowded, even if they occupy ‘alternate’ universes. 

From the sounds of it, besides the Niribui and Zetutxtili, there are poten-
tially even more inhabited planets out there some-where. Do you realize the 
implications of all this? What a rhetorical question. I am sure you do but, 
for you, it is just another piece of the human puzzle. For me, it is a national 
security issue.

 
I cannot contain this indefinitely. What do you suggest we do?

Militarily, I know what I will have to do, and you know that means full 
disclosure to my superiors. 

Please advise ASAP.
     La Mont.

•

As soon as Sebastian received LaMont’s note, he knew he had to call a group 
meeting. No more secrets. That had cost him dearly already. He first called Heli. 
“We need to get together to discuss how to handle the Air Force. I just received 
a note from La Mont. Can you call your father? I’ll call Vladi.”

“Sebastian, I need to make an observation. It has nothing to do with the 
project, however.  I’ve talked with Vladi and she explained why she became so 
upset over the meeting with La Mont. She’s hurt. She feels betrayed by your 
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unwillingness to confide in her. In part, I can understand her point of view. That 
said, I also think everything has gotten way out of hand. I don’t know if you 
have been avoiding one another but no matter. You two need to have a sit down 
discussion and straighten everything out. You’ve both had time to reflect and 
lick your wounds. Now is the time to make amends – both of you. And yes, I’ll 
be glad to call Daddy. When would you like to get together? Tomorrow. Fine. 
When and where? OK. Might I suggest we do it over dinner at my place? That 
might be more neutral ground, so to speak. Great. Tomorrow for dinner it is. 
Say, 7 o’clock. See you then.”

Heli immediately called her father. “Daddy, our group is getting together 
at my house tomorrow for dinner. Can you make it? Of course you can bring 
Mom. Seven. No. You don’t have to bring anything. Just yourselves. What are 
we having? I’ll leave that up to you. What would you like? Sure. Schnitzel is 
fine, mashed potatoes, and gravy. That’s good too. Anything else? I can’t make 
strudel. Have Mom bring one of hers for desert. Does that work for you? Good. 
See you tomorrow.”

•

“Hello, Vladi. This is Sebastian. Can we talk? Sure. I can come over. I’ll be 
there in about half an hour.” 

Sebastian knocked on Vladi’s door. A moment later, Vladi asked him in. She 
looked tense. He definitely was. They both began to speak at the same time. 
“You go first,” said Sebastian.

“First off, I want to apologize for my childish behavior the other day. Not 
having you around made me realize just how important a part you play in my 
life. We both made mistakes. For my part, I am sorry.”

“And I’m sorry for not confiding in you. Even though I knew I should have 
shared everything about my meeting with LaMont, I just didn’t think it was re-
ally all that important. I should have thought twice about not mentioning it to 
you. I’m sorry I didn’t include you. That was wrong. I promise it won’t happen 
again.”

“And for my part, I let my little girl feelings cloud my judgment. I said some 
things I should never have. I felt betrayed by the man I love. I couldn’t under-
stand why you wouldn’t or couldn’t trust me. And one feeling led to another 
and each fed the next. It just got all out of control. I should have known that 
you were just doing what you thought best. That I can genuinely appreciate but 
there is no need to keep secrets from me. Please don’t feel like you have to. My 
life is an open book as far as you’re concerned. I simply don’t want to lose you 
over something so petty.”

Vladi could see Sebastian was being sincere. He seemed truly remorseful. 
She, too, regretted many of the things she had said that night. She realized 
she could have handled things so much better but she had let her emotions 
run amuck. From experience, she knew that when her raw emotions took over, 
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nothing went right. She vowed to herself that she would not let her emotions 
ruin her chances at happiness, again. For a brief moment, she thought back to 
her graduate school days and Robert, her finance. She remembered throwing 
his ring at him in the heat of an argument. Robert picked up the ring without 
another word and never came back. Her acerbic comments had destroyed their 
relationship forever. Looking back on it, she had no one but herself to blame be-
cause the argument, at least in retrospect, was unbelievably trivial. She seemed 
to be on the verge of making the same mistake again. She was going to save this 
relationship.

He had apologized for his behavior. She had apologized for hers. Neither 
seemed to be blaming the other. The best strategy from here on was to accept his 
apology and move on. “Can we forget about it now, and start with a clean slate? 
I’d really like that,” said Sebastian. 

She was not going to ascribe blame. “I’d like that too.” 
It would take both of them time to come to grips with the argument but the 

worst part was over. They could both move on from here. Neither felt like they 
had won. Likewise, neither felt like they had lost. The final judgment – a draw 
with no animosity, no regrets.

“As much as I hate to say this, besides coming over to make amends, I 
need to talk to you about another matter. I sent Heli’s translations and a note to 
LaMont. Here is his reply. She took the note from him and read.

“What do you want to do?” asked Vladi. She knew she was deferring to 
Sebastian but, under the circumstances, it seemed the most prudent thing to do.

“To be very honest, I don’t know. I called Heli to see if she was available 
for a group meeting tomorrow to discuss what we should do. She has invited us 
for dinner and we can discuss this then. Are you free tomorrow around seven?”

“I can be.”
“Can I pick you up around 6:30?”
“You can come over any time you like. I’ll be here.” She was trying to make 

it is as easy for him as possible. However, she didn’t want to overdo it. They 
both realized that something had changed between them but neither was entirely 
sure how it would affect their long-term relationship. It would either make them 
stronger as a couple or it could be the thin edge of the wedge. Both would have 
to wait and see. It was no longer business as usual.

•

The next evening everyone arrived at the Langley’s well before seven. Heli 
took their coats and hung them neatly on the coat hooks in the enclosed foyer/
mudroom of the main entrance to the house. Shoes were removed. Everyone 
knew Heli’s policy regarding shoes in the house.

Uwe and Anna always brought their own slippers for a visit to Heli’s house. 
Their feet got cold, even indoors, during the winter months. In fact, at home 
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Uwe’s normal ‘uniform’ was a simple T-shirt (with a pocket), a cardigan sweat-
er, flannel lounging pants, and slippers. It did not matter what the season; al-
though he would shed the sweater during the summer. He would ‘dress up,’ put-
ting on a real button-up shirt and jeans or slacks, but only if he knew someone 
was coming over. Even then, he wore his well-worn slippers.

After clearing the table, they all sat around, waiting for Sebastian to ini-
tiate the discussion. Before Sebastian spoke, William asked, “Would anyone 
like more of that ice wine we had over New Years? I just happened to have a 
couple just in case.” Everyone nodded; the serious discussion could wait. “You 
go ahead without me, I’ll go get the wine.”

“No. We’ll wait for you. You always seem to have constructive things to 
say. I want your perspective as well.” Ten minutes later William returned, two 
bottles of California’s best under his arm and six glasses. “Here we go,” as he 
placed the glasses on the table and opened the first bottle. “Everyone?” Five 
heads nodded assent. He poured and distributed the glasses. “There’s more, so 
drink up. Okay. Let’s get started.”

“I didn’t make enough copies of my letter and La Mont’s reply, so we’ll have 
to share. The same goes for Heli’s executive summary for Side 3. It will make 
things go more smoothly if everyone takes a minute to read through the docu-
ments before we start. So, please . . .”

“I am assuming from General La Mont’s response that he agrees with my 
suggestion that the . . . what’s their name? Oh. The Zetutxtili, reside in an alter-
nate universe,” said Uwe.

“It would seem so,” said Sebastian. “But, does anyone have a suggestion as 
to how we should proceed from here?”

Heli was the first to speak. “For the moment, we have the upper hand. We 
control the key and the whereabouts of the case. Or more precisely, you do,” 
speaking to Sebastian. “They cannot do anything without all three components, 
at least not in terms of contacting the Zetutxtili. We all know what the military 
will want to do. They will call the Zetutxtili to Earth and capture them, unless . . 
.” Heli paused for a moment, with a pensive look on her face. “Unless we define 
the conditions under which our first contact with the Zetutxtili will take place.”

“What do you have in mind?” asked Vladi. She could see that Heli had or 
was in the process of developing a first contact plan. 

“Here’s what I would suggest. First, we contact La Mont and suggest – we 
can’t force him to do anything – that we ‘call’ the Zetutxtili and summon them 
to a location of our choosing. It appears that the tablet-key-case operates like a 
directional beacon or, what do they call those things in commercial aviation, the 
things that the pilots set their course by?”

“Are you talking about VOR or LORAN?”
“That depends on what VOR and LORAN stand for.”
“VOR is short for VHF Omni-directional Radio Range and LORAN stands 

for Long Range Navigation. Both are based on radio signals. I don’t think they 
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are used as much anymore, however. The newer planes are using a combination 
of GPS and WAAS -- Wide Area Augmentation Systems,” said William.

“Thank you.” In her mind, Heli could see herself covering her ears with her 
hands and saying ‘La La La, too much information’, but that would have been 
rude. Instead, she continued, “In reality, it doesn’t matter what the system is 
called, as long as it works. But, you get the idea. The Zetutxtili will home in 
on the signal or beacon that they receive. However, they will assume that it is 
located where they left it, somewhere in the Yucatan. Second, we get the Air 
Force to agree to let the Zetutxtili travel home when they are ready. If experi-
mentation goes on, it is by consent, not coercion. I am fairly sure the Zetutxtili 
already know about us. All this depends on the Air force transporting the case 
to a controlled environment. Right off the top of my head, Area 51 seems like 
the most logical place for everyone to meet for the first time. They have already 
hosted the Niribui there and continue to do so routinely. There are lots of details 
that would need to be worked out, but what I have in mind is a cordial welcome, 
not an off-world abduction by our military. Like the Niribui, the Zetutxtili will 
surely have technology they might share with us. I am sure there is some we are 
simply not prepared to use at our current level of social and political develop-
ment.  What do you think?”

William was looking at Heli wide-eyed. “I’d nominate you for the position 
of our first ambassador to Zetutxtili. You really have given this some serious 
thought, haven’t you?  And all along, I thought you were just a pretty face.” 
They both smiled broadly at one another. “All kidding aside, as a jumping off 
place, I think your plan has merit. It is feasible and fair. My only concern is get-
ting the Air Force to buy into it.”

“The only thing that would be better is if it were possible to contact the 
Zetutxtili in advance and ‘talk’ to them and determine if they even wanted to 
come back to Earth to see how we have mismanaged things,” lamented Uwe.

“Right now, our only way to contact them is through the case. I agree, it 
would be noble to contact them first but I don’t see that happening. Maybe after 
first contact we will be able to set up two-way communication, assuming they 
want or are even willing to communicate with us further,” contributed Vladi. 

“I’d love to talk to them, to see if they tried their seeding experiment any-
where else and with what consequences? We could learn so much in terms of 
comparative anthropology. Just think what an impact the Zetutxtili have had 
on the course of civilization here on Earth. The ancient history books will have 
to be rewritten. Everything we think we know, based on archeology, has to be 
reinterpreted and reanalyzed. My God! Do you have any idea what an impact 
our work will have. The ripples we are likely to initiate will become academic 
tsunamis. Entire careers will be undermined. Reputations shattered. You know, 
we really need to ask ourselves, is the truth worth the chaos it will cause? I can 
hardly believe I am about to say what I’m thinking. Maybe the Air Force is 
right. Maybe it is better we don’t know.” Heli was genuinely distressed by the 
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thought that so many ‘truths,’ careers, and history would be destroyed by the 
revelation that most of human society evolved as it did because of an alien ex-
periment. “The implications are potentially beyond comprehension. Even with 
proof, it would still be a hard sell. There was academic inertia. For some, it 
would be easy. For others, impossible. And for some, it would be just difficult 
to accept but eventually they would. It would be like telling physicists that the 
most cherished foundation stone and the Holy Grail of their discipline – the 
speed of light – was not a constant.”

“Hmmm. I never thought of it that way. You’re absolutely right. It would 
shake the very foundations of most of the social sciences. It would be like pull-
ing the rug out from under modern sociology, psychology, anthropology, a total 
gut of ancient history. Do we really want to be responsible for that kind of aca-
demic upheaval? It is a genuinely scary thought!” exclaimed Sebastian. 

“On the other hand, don’t we, as an academics, have the responsibility to 
‘tell the truth,’ no matter what?” asked William. “You’re not in an enviable 
position. History making but not enviable. Do you want to be remembered as 
the ones who brought down the modern social sciences, such as they are? I 
sincerely would not want to be in your shoes. I have to agree with Heli. Maybe 
we are not ready, as a species, to know what our true origins are. Whether or 
not that should be a national security issue is up for debate. I’m glad it is not a 
decision I need to make.”

William looked around the room as he called their most cherished academic 
responsibility – the truth – into question. Every face was expressionless, blank. 
They were beginning to comprehend the enormity of what they were consider-
ing. Potentially, they had an opportunity to redirect history on a scale seldom 
even contemplated before.

“For the moment, let’s table the philosophical implications of what contact-
ing the Zetutxtili will mean. That is, in fact, something we all will have to deal 
with but only after we have made contact with them. We can decide if we want 
to divulge what we know after we learn more about the Zetutxtili. Can we agree 
on that much of our problem?” asked Sebastian.

Everyone nodded in agreement. “Okay. That’s settled. Now, how should we 
approach the Air Force with regard to making contact with the Zetutxtili? Any 
suggestions?” 

“Putting the implications of the contact aside, I think I could support Heli’s 
suggestion that we negotiate with the Air Force with regard to our terms for 
making first contact with the Zetutxtili. I agree, we should welcome them in 
peace with an emphasis on cooperation. If we or they cannot agree on a mutu-
ally beneficial visitation agreement, we seal ourselves off by destroying the 
case,” said Vladi. 

“I don’t want to rain on everyone’s parade but you are forgetting the fact that 
they came to Earth, the first time, without the aid of the case and its beacon. 
Surely, they can do it again. I think the beacon is just an early warning device 
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for them. It’s an alarm, not an invitation to come to tea,” suggested Uwe. 
“Uwe may have a point. What if the beacon is, just that, a warning signal? 

What if it simply lets them know we have advanced to a certain level of socio-
economic and technological development? What if they come, they don’t like 
what they see and they decide to clean house and start over, so to speak? What 
do we do then?” asked Sebastian.

“I don’t think that will happen. Aren’t you the one who said that, when you 
were a kid, you dreamed about aliens and they were always benign? It’s always 
the movies that have aliens coming to Earth to eat our brains or some such fool-
ishness. Or they want some of our genetic code for this or that. In fact, isn’t that 
why the Niribui started with their abductions. Now our government is helping 
them. For the Niribui it is a matter of life and death. Now we’re the benefac-
tors. We have no reason to believe or assume that the Zetutxtili will be or are 
anything but benign. Think about it. So far as we know, they have only  been 
friendly. They initiated civilization. They put us on the road to where we are 
today, for better or worse. We should be thanking them for what they’ve done 
for humanity already. We shouldn’t assume the worst,” said Vladi. She was 
becoming visibly agitated. 

“Calm down. That’s not quite what I was trying to say. I just think it would 
be in our best interests to at least consider a number of possible outcomes that 
might result from making contact with them. This may be paranoia speaking but 
what if our first contact goes badly? What then? There are no guarantees. Isn’t 
it better to be safe than sorry?” asked Sebastian. 

“There is one other thing to consider. In 2012, according to my translations, 
and according to the New Agers, the Mayan calendar ends. Itzamná has already 
indicated that he will return to reset their calendar. Just assuming that the date 
is correct, the Zetutxtili will be coming back, no matter what, in approximately 
three years. Either we summon them now or they come on their own. Is there 
any reason to wait? If we wait, they might be surprised by just how far we have 
progressed. I think they have been anticipating or hoping for a ‘call’ from us 
but, for whatever reason, we have lost all their regional signaling devices. They 
must be disappointed that it has taken us so long and we still haven’t ‘phoned 
home,’” said Heli. Even she smiled at her ‘phone home’ allusion.

“Nice one,” said William.
“Anyone else care to comment?” asked Sebastian. The room went silent. 

“Okay, then, do we try to negotiate a non-hostile summoning of the Zetutxtili 
with the Air Force?”

Uwe. “Yes.”
Vladi. “Yes.”
Heli. “Yes.”
“Anna and William, your input, at this point, is just as valid as any of ours,” 

said Sebastian. “Please feel free to cast a vote. You have as much to lose as the 
rest of us, in the long run.”
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Anna, hesitantly, “I’ve never been asked to participate in such an important 
decision before. I usually let Uwe’s work and science guide my decisions but, 
since I have a vote, I would say, Yes.”

William. “I’ve never been one to abstain when given an opportunity to make 
history. So, I say yes, too.” As Sebastian began to speak, Heli leaned over to Wil-
liam and whispered, “Mom makes it sound like she is a poor dumb housewife 
but she has a degree in math too. In fact, they met in grad school. She chose to 
be a housewife. I could do that. I could just be a housewife and a soccer mom.”

William whispered back, “Yeah, right. Knowing you, you’d be a housewife, 
mom, professor of anthropology, a foundation CEO, and get in a few runs down 
the slopes, and that would be before lunch!.” 

“You make out to be a superwoman.”
“No. You’re just you and I love you for that.” A smile stretched across Heli’s 

face, and she mouthed, ‘I love you,’ to William. He smiled and said, ‘Me too.’
“I guess that leaves only me,” said Sebastian sheepishly. I hate sounding like 

the Cowardly Lion but I just have a bad feeling about this. Even so, I’ll make 
the vote unanimous. I’m a yes.” The room exploded with applause. 

“Okay, how do you want to go about this?”
Heli was the first and only one to speak. “I suggest that you and Vladi rep-

resent the group. You negotiate with La Mont, since you already know him and 
have a rapport with him. You know what we would like to see happen. I am sure 
that you two can get him to go along with our proposal. Any objections to my 
proposal?” She looked around the room. 

There were no objections, only more applause. “I guess you two are in 
charge. Go get’em,” announced Heli.

“Thank you for your support. It is much appreciated.” Sebastian turned to 
Vladi, who was now standing and applauding. He hugged and kissed her. “I 
guess we’re a team again.”

“I’d second that.” She had an ear-to-ear smile. She was proud of Sebastian 
and, she had to admit, she was proud of herself as well. She knew they could 
make everything work.

•

The following morning, Sebastian drafted a letter to General La Mont:

Dear John,

We would like to offer a proposal to you regarding the possibility of com-
municating with the Zetutxtili and a possible rendezvous with them.

As you have read in the translations, we believe that if the tablet, the key 
piece, and the case in which I found the tablet are reunited, a signal will be 
sent to the Zetutxtili, no matter where they might reside, in our galaxy or uni-
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verse, or an alternate universe. The signal is supposed to summon them, with 
the case serving as a destination beacon. We are currently unaware of any 
other method for communicating with them.

If we do not activate their beacon device, they will come in the absence of 
the beacon approximately three years from now and will ‘land’ in the Yucatan 
and we will have no control over or forewarning of their arrival. We believe 
that it is imperative that we try, to the best of our ability, to prepare for and 
manage their arrival.

We believe that it would be in everyone’s best interests to effect this initial 
contact as soon as possible. We have also discussed the issue of whether or not 
there is merit in publicizing the existence of the Zetutxtili, the Niribui, or any 
other alien population. At this point, our group is undecided regarding wheth-
er or not the existence of these groups should be made public knowledge.

The details of the following suggestions will need to be worked out but, for 
now, this is what we would like to see happen:

1.  We will supply the missing key component of the tablet. You already  
 have the tablet.

2.  We will reveal the location of the case. The military will be responsible  
 for its recovery and transport to Area 51, Groom Lake.

3.  Facilities at Area 51 will be prepared for the arrival of the Zetutxtili.

4.  Upon their arrival, they will not be met with force or under the threat  
 of imprisonment, any more than you would consider using force on or  
 imprisoning the Niribui.

5.  The Zetutxtili will not be subjected to testing or experimentation, unless  
 it  is consensual.

6.  The Zetutxtili will not be permitted to test or experiment on any humans,  
 unless it too is consensual.

7.  If the Zetutxtili wish to travel to the Yucatan to assess the efficacy of  
 their civilization seeding experiments, they will be permitted to do so,  
 under the supervision of the Air Force and the Mexican Government.

8.  The Zetutxtili will not be detained for any reason if they make it known  
 that they wish to return home.
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9.  Every effort will be made to establish on-going communication with the  
 Zetutxtili before and after their return home.

10.  Every effort should be made to either exchange or obtain non-weapon  
 technology for the benefit of either or both the Zetutxtili and Mankind.

11.  Every effort should be made to arrange for cultural and ambassadorial  
 exchanges between the two cultures.

Please let me know your feelings regarding communication with the Zetutx-
tili and the above conditions as soon as possible. We are of the opinion that 
our initial contact with the Zetutxtili should be made as soon as is practicable.

We await your earliest response.

Respectfully yours,

   Sebastian 

Sebastian printed off a draft copy of the proposal on Vladi’s home printer, 
working from his laptop. “Vladi, would you mind reading this over and let me 
know if you believe there are any changes we should make to the proposal? If, 
after you have read it and either agree with it or you would like to amend it, I 
will get copies to the others for their input. I think that what I have come up with 
is at least a reasonable starting point.”  

She put down the book she had been reading and took up the proposal. Sit-
ting cross-legged on the sofa, she read and made some  notations in the margin 
of the document. Sebastian silently watched as she read.  He felt like a school-
boy having his assignment graded by the teacher. As she read, he could hear 
her making small, almost inaudible sounds – Hmmm, Uh, Unhuh, etc. Despite 
her officious demeanor, when she handed the proposal back to him, he was sur-
prised by just how few changes she had made. 

“From my perspective, I thought you were going over it like it was some 
student’s assignment. I had expected many more changes and comments.” 

Vladi just smiled. “Isn’t that why you keep me around, to keep you on the 
straight and narrow? How am I doing?” 

“I just may have an assignment we can work on together in the other room. 
Are you coming?”

“Absolutely. Let me turn out the lights and I will be right in.

•

After three days Sebastian had received the comments and suggestions from 
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every member of the team. He incorporated them and sent the final proposal to  
La Mont.

La Mont was eager to see what Sebastian’s team had dreamed up. He tore 
open the FedEx mailer and found only two pages. He read every line, trying to 
digest both what Sebastian’s team had specifically asked for, what was reason-
able, at least from the view of the military, and the implications of each demand. 
He was surprised. Except for a few of the items he felt that the team’s proposal 
was workable. 

He dictated a letter to Lt. Travers:

Dear Sebastian,

I am in receipt of your letter dated February 15. 

In the main, I believe that your conditions are workable, however, there are 
a few points that we will have to work on. I refer specifically to your second 
item. I see a problem with recovering the case if it necessitates the involvement 
of the Mexican government. To do so would involve obtaining specific autho-
rizations from both the U.S. and Mexican military and civilian authorities. It 
would also involve the Mexican government in classified U.S. projects, and 
this will not happen. I would propose a clandestine recovery mission.

Regarding the seventh item: Since it is our current mandate to keep the 
existence of any and all extraterrestrials classified, I cannot see how we can 
possibly allow the Zetutxtili to revisit the Yucatan. I do not believe it could be 
accomplished clandestinely.

The 10th item: This condition is tantamount to negating what the U.S. 
military establishment is all about. It is my responsibility to obtain whatever 
information I can from the Zetutxtili, and this is particularly so with regard 
to gaining any and every advantage over enemies of the United States, both 
foreign and domestic. As with the Niribui, if we can trade or exchange infor-
mation, even if it only has civilian applications, I will feel I have done my job. 
I can promise, however, that no coercion will be used to obtain it.

I am assuming that all the members of your team would like to be in at-
tendance at Groom Lake as part of the welcoming party. It may be difficult for 
me to obtain the requisite clearances for so many civilians, considering that 
much more is going on at Groom Lake than just as a welcoming center for 
extraterrestrials. Nonetheless, I will see what I can do. How many people are 
we talking about?

I do, however, foresee one potential problem. As I understand it, only one of 
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your team members is familiar with the Zetutxtili language and that is in the 
written form. No one speaks the language, or has any idea how it is spoken. 
We may have a problem communicating, unless your translator, Heli Mitten-
wallenberger-Langley, is present. In the beginning, we may be able to commu-
nicate through written notes. We can also have some of our best linguists made 
available and who can attempt to learn the language as quickly as possible. 
This would speed up information exchanges in both directions.

I look forward to your speedy response to my concerns.

   La Mont.

•
 
Sebastian called another meeting after receiving the general’s reply. This 

time they all met at Vladi’s apartment. No dinner, just coffee and wine. Neither 
Anna nor William attended. They were not really members of the team but Uwe 
and Heli were. The smaller group also streamlined communication and debate.

Sebastian passed out copies of La Mont’s letter response to their original 
proposal. “All in all, La Mont seems willing to abide by our conditions. His 
biggest objections have to do with the involvement of the Mexican Government 
and/or military. Personally, I can live with the idea of excluding the Mexicans 
but only for the time being. In the end, they need to be made aware of what is 
going on, especially if the Zetutxtili are to return to the Yucatan to study the 
Maya. There might also be a problem if they want to visit the other seed regions 
in addition to the Yucatan. I suppose, we can deal with that eventuality if and 
when it arises.

“And I suppose I can live with La Mont’s point regarding the proliferation of 
military technology. As long as there is no coercive interrogation of the Zetutx-
tili, and they are not forced to provide military technologies, I don’t think I 
have a problem with La Mont’s need to try. Obviously, it would be better if the 
Zetutxtili were to freely provide humanitarian technology. What do you think?”

“I, for one, think we have achieved the essence of our plan. We pretty much 
have been granted everything we asked for. Is there something we’re missing? 
Something that would put the Zetutxtili in jeopardy or at risk?” asked Heli.

No one could think of anything they might have missed.“I just have this nag-
ging feeling that we are missing something vital. Dealing with the military is 
normally not this simple or straight-forward.” Heli was suspicious but she could 
not find fault with La Mont’s response and his objections. Everything made 
sense, and with the military, that was the first sign that something was wrong, 
unless it was just La Mont’s way of doing business. Even so, he had superiors 
and what they might dictate left many questions in their minds. 

Vladi, “I can live with what La Mont’s suggests.”
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“Me too,” said Uwe.
“Then, I am assuming we are all in agreement. I will let La Mont know we 

can proceed. I think, however, I will request that he provide us with a formal list 
of rules and regulations as they will govern the effort to make contact with the 
Zetutxtili,” said Sebastian.

“Excellent idea. If there is a flaw in their rules of engagement, as regards 
how they will interact with the Zetutxtili, it will show up in their ROE,” said 
Uwe. “Good on ya, Sebastian.”

Sebastian wrote back to La Mont, indicating that they understood his objec-
tions and would not press for more concessions. He also asked for a formal set 
of rules and regulations as they would apply to the Zetutxtili. He also pointed 
out that Itzamná and his team members would expect to be permitted to return 
to the Yucatan. In all likelihood, this could not be achieved without the involve-
ment of the Mexican Government. The Zetutxtili would not want to be mere 
‘tourists.’ They would want to investigate what happened as a consequence of 
their experiment. This could not be achieved as mere spectators. Something 
would have to be worked out.

Sebastian also requested a schedule of events, when would the pieces of the 
Zetutxtili experiment be put in place. This would include the recovery of the 
case, clandestinely or not, preparations at Groom Lake, and clearances. He also 
informed La Mont that only four security clearances for Groom Lake would be 
required -- one for Heli, Vladi, Uwe, and himself. Just to speed things up, Se-
bastian informed La Mont that everyone was a U.S. citizen, although Heli and 
Uwe held dual citizenship from Germany.

Once he had sent his note to La Mont, it was a matter of waiting. Sebastian 
remembered an old adage he had heard from his father, regarding the military – 
hurry up and wait. It certainly seemed to apply because it took a full month for 
La Mont to sell Sebastian’s proposal to his superiors. La Mont pointed out that 
the proposal, while contrary to most military operations, was at least reasonable 
from a civilian’s point of view. He also pointed out that, without the cooperation 
and participation of Sebastian, there would be no contact with the Zetutxtili. He 
asked, would they rather the Zetutxtili return in 2012 somewhere in the Yucatan 
and have no military presence? Sebastian’s proposal offered the U.S. military 
a ‘first shot’ at the Zetutxtili if they cooperated with the civilians who were al-
ready aware of and researching the Zetutxtili.

Lt. General Montgomery McEwen, La Mont’s immediate superior, finally 
conceded to La Mont’s and Sebastian’s proposal. Immediately, arrangements 
were made for the conversion of one of the hangars at Groom Lake to be used 
as the ‘hospitality center’ for the Zetutxtili. It would take, at least two months 
or more to ready the hangar. Everything else could be ready at about the same 
time. Based on this timeline, La Mont envisioned ‘flipping the switch’ on the 
Zetutxtili beacon device sometime in mid-May or early June, at the latest.

La Mont authorized the formation of a special operations group to effect the 
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recovery of the case from the jungles of the Yucatan. This group would coordi-
nate their training with the 8th Special Operations Squadron (8 SOS), stationed 
at Hurlburt Field in Florida’s panhandle. The Florida panhandle would easily 
approximate the conditions the team would encounter in the Yucatan. The 8 
SOS would use its CV-22B Ospreys to effect the insertion of the recovery team 
and the extraction of the case. The B version of the CV-22 was specifically 
designed for long-range, special operations missions, and unlike the other mod-
els of the Osprey, it was equipped with extra fuel tanks and terrain-following 
radar. The Bs could easily fly into the Yucatan and return, and because of its 
helicopter-like qualities, and its fixed-wing capabilities, it was the perfect plane 
for the operation.

•

The Groom Lake security teams were already trained for ‘alien manage-
ment,’ so that contingency was already taken care of. Alien health care facili-
ties, too, were already in place. All that remained was to train and indoctrinate 
Sebastian’s group, as to military procedures, obtain the key, recover the case, 
and wait. The schedule should give all the parties to the operation sufficient 
time to prepare. 

All the preparations and the schedule were communicated to Sebastian and 
his team. It was hoped that the security checks would be little more than routine 
but La Mont wanted to make sure that everything was done, with time to spare. 
So, he took a personal interest in seeing that the security checks were moving 
along smoothly. He was confident that everyone would be approved but he did 
not want any delays or surprises. He also provided Sebastian with the Standard 
‘Alien’ Operations and Procedures Manual for Earth Home World Meetings. 
Although it was designed around the Niribui, there was no reason to believe 
that the Zetutxtili would be significantly more difficult to deal with; so, there 
seemed no reason to modify the current standing orders.

La Mont pressed Sebastian concerning the whereabouts of the case. All Se-
bastian would say was that it was in the Yucatan, and he would provide GPS 
coordinates for it when the time was right. ‘When the time was right’ was Se-
bastian’s way of saying, when all the clearances were in place. La Mont knew 
he was not going to get anything more from Sebastian until his yet unsatisfied 
requirement was satisfied, and he was sure that it had to do with the prepara-
tions and clearances. He could wait but not indefinitely. He had an ops team 
that needed reconnaissance information and an air crew that needed to develop 
a mission plan.

•

The first week in March had come and gone by the time Heli finished the 
final side of the case translations. As Heli left home to deliver her translations, 
she could feel spring in the air but the early spring winds still blew cold and 
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seemed to extract all the residual warmth stored in her bones. Today, she had 
decided not to drive the mile or so to campus but would walk. She needed the 
exercise. She had been cooped up in the house most of the winter working on 
her translations and course work. Half way to campus, Heli held the collar of 
her coat closed, leaned into the wind, and trudged through the snow that had 
fallen but had not yet been blown from the sidewalks. She now wished she had 
driven. Most of the time Midwestern weather, while often extreme, was gener-
ally quite pleasant. Spring, not winter, she was finding, was the true test of her 
mettle. Even the abysmal weather of northern Germany did not compare to the 
bone-chilling winds that blew across Lake Mendota, through the campus, and 
down Bascom Street. Maybe it was her imagination but Bascom seemed to fun-
nel and intensify the winds as they blew.

She was glad that Sebastian was not pressuring her to hurry. Each side of 
the case seemed to represent a type of linguistic progression. The language was 
metamorphosing. From simple pictograms it seemed to be evolving toward a 
more syllabic style.  The fourth side, was completely different from any of the 
others. The symbols changed from either pictographic to syllabic to an entirely 
new form. Heli assumed that all the other sides were designed to represent the 
progression of the Mayan language toward its final form. The fourth side, how-
ever, was entirely different. Whereas the other sides had taken a month to trans-
late, Side 4 consumed much more time. She found herself having to interpret an 
entirely new script. She prepared a table that contained all the symbols used in 
the new system’s alphabet and their Roman transliterations.

Heli soon discovered that, while most of the symbols appeared to be letters, 
rather than pictograms, some of the individual letters, besides their vowel and 
consonant qualities, also were used interchangeably as a symbol. For example, 
the letter ‘Z’ was also used as a shorthand for Zetutxtil. These letters were, es-
sentially a shorthand acronym or used as an ‘initial.’ 

She was unsure about the use or function of one of the letter/symbols but, 
since it appeared only once in the translation, she was willing to ignore the sym-
bol’s function, at least for the time being. Later, however, she would tackle it.

The Zetutxtili had come to the land of the Maya nearly 100 years before the 
Mayan calendar was begun. Despite the natural gifts of the Mayan people, it 
took them a long time to understand the gifts that we brought to share with them. 
Other teams report similar problems with humans.

We found it impossible for the women of the Maya to conceive and cultivate 
our seed. While we are similar our genetic makeup is entirely different. We are 
similar to the eye but fundamentally different.

We have found the Maya and their relatives, with whom others have made 
contact, are not without a general tendency toward violence against their fel-
low man. We have worked long and hard to introduce tolerance and peaceful 
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coexistence among the tribes. They have not yet learned from us or from our 
example.

We have introduced the circle’s constant -- 3.141592653589793.

We have introduced and shown the Maya how to cultivate maize, a green 
crop we discovered and nurtured while here. It seems to have great potential.

 For their monumental constructions, we have introduced the expanding 
arch technique, where longer stones balance on shorter stones below, until 
they meet, creating an arch. [I believe this is the first mention of the corbel arch system in 
the Americas. It was used elsewhere, possibly given to the individual cultures by the Zetutxtili].

We return home to await your call.

Below is an example of a corbel arch in Palenque.

203



The Return of the Mayan

•
Sebastian read through Heli’s final translation. Apparently, humans were not 

fast learners, at least from the point of view of the Zetutxtili. It had taken some-
where around 100 years to teach the Maya the skills they would need to develop 
civilization. The Zetutxtili were appalled by the intertribal violence and warfare 
between the leading tribal groups throughout all of Mesoamerica. Maize was 
indigenous to Mesoamerica, the Zetutxtili had not brought it with them from 
Zetutxtil. They only needed to show the Maya how to cultivate it. It was the 
Zetutxtili who had introduced the concept of the corbelled arch. It was not an 
independent innovation. 

The Maya had been given the figure for π but, surprisingly, the wheel was 
never used for anything but children’s toys. Some scholars suggested the wheel 
never became part of the Mayan cultural ‘toolkit’ because they lacked draught 
animals. Why had the Zetutxtili not introduced draught animals, if they wanted 
the Mayans to make full use of the wheel? 

Each of Heli’s translations seemed to suggest more and more questions, 
while only answering a few. At least, now, they had a better idea of when the 
Zetutxtili had been in Mesoamerica and, one would assume, the other world 
regions where they influenced social, cultural, and technological advancement. 
In essence, each of the world’s major culture hearths could be traced back to the 
Zetutxtili. Even the so-called, ‘cradle of civilization,’ Mesopotamia, seemed to 
have been influenced by them. The rise of the world’s premiere culture hearths 
or civilizations seemed to be tied to the seeding process the Zetutxtili so care-
fully orchestrated. It also explained why civilization, around the world, seemed 
to flower almost simultaneously. It was not due to the ingenuity of mankind or 
the genius of a few exceptional people. It was because of the tutoring of these 
exceptional people by the Zetutxtili; it took time for each group to incorporate 
the teachings of the Zetutxtili into their culture and technological matrix.

•
By mid-April, reports from Groom Lake and Hurlburt indicated that all prep-

arations were nearly complete. Only the clearances were still in process. La 
Mont knew that Sebastian would not be willing to divulge any more informa-
tion until the clearances were issued. He could not begin the civilian training 
and indoctrination process until everyone was cleared. Then, all he still needed 
were the key and the case. He was being frustrated by the very organization and 
bureaucracy that had nurtured him for almost 20 years. It was times like these 
that made him question the existing system of hierarchy built upon hierarchy, 
and all this was built on various layers of civilian government bureaucracy. It all 
seemed so futile, at times. At other times, it seemed to work splendidly but that 
was usually when it didn’t involve one of his projects.
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•

General McEwen telephoned La Mont, saying that he needed him to prepare 
a briefing to be given to the President. “General Schwartz feels it necessary to 
advise the President of our pending meeting with your new group of aliens. Can 
you be ready for a 16:00 hours meeting with the President?”

“Me?”
“Yes! You. Can you be ready? No, let me rephrase that. Be ready and at the 

White House by 15:30 hours.”
“Yes sir. And thank you for the opportunity to meet the President.”
“My pleasure.” La Mont just knew Schwartz was enjoying making him 

squirm. They had been classmates, as well as roommates, at the Air Force Acad-
emy but, even though Schwartz had never been involved as a fighter or bomber 
pilot, he rose much more quickly than La Mont through the ranks. Specula-
tion was that it was just because Schwartz had not been a combat pilot that he 
was appointed Chief of Staff of the Air Force by Secretary of Defense Robert 
Blatner. Blatner, it seemed, had a certain distrust of combat pilots. They were 
more freewheeling than either the Secretary or the President liked. Non-combat 
officers seemed better suited to the administration’s espoused policies, goals 
and objectives. La Mont was beginning to believe that, considering the general 
direction the current administration seemed to be taking, the Air Force was no 
place for an old battle dog like him. His leadership and combat record had got-
ten him his two stars, along with a lot of smoozing and maneuvering. Maybe, 
after the Zetutxtili project was completed, he would consider retirement but, 
what then?!

•
On April 23rd, General La Mont was notified that all the civilian security 

checks had been completed and security credentials were being issued for Se-
bastian Kaiserling, Uwe Mittenwallenberger, Heli Mittenwallenberger-Langley, 
and Vladimirovna Vassilieva. If they were going to get their Air Force, Groom 
Lake security training, things would have to happen very quickly, especially if 
they were to meet their target date of May 15th. 

La Mont called Sebastian and informed him that the clearances had been au-
thorized. Could he and the rest of his contingency be free for a couple of week-
ends of training at Groom Lake, all travel expenses paid? Sebastian, indicated 
that they could comply with the schedule. And he was prepared to relinquish 
the location of the case. He would e-mail the GPS coordinates and a detailed 
description of where to find the case. If need be, he could arrange to go with the 
recovery team.

La Mont considered Sebastian’s offer to accompany the recovery team but, 
upon further thought, it would probably prove counter-productive. He had no 
training and would represent more dead weight than an asset. La Mont kindly 
thanked him for his offer but said, no thanks.
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•
Once he received the GPS coordinates and site information, La Mont com-

municated them to the command officer at Hurlburt Field. Reconnaissance 
imagery was ordered from the Air Force’s surveillance satellite system but it 
would take a couple days for that material to be ready. This would be combined 
with air photography of the area and topographical maps. 

Captain Nicholas ‘Nick’ Monroe, the mission and team leader, studied Se-
bastian’s description of the whereabouts of the case. It was buried at the base 
of a large acacia tree, about 2 kilometers from the end of a logging road. “Until 
we get some hard satellite imagery or recent air photos, we can use Google to 
get an idea of what the lay of the land is.” He typed in the coordinates provided 
by Sebastian. The globe of the Earth swung around and then zoomed in on 
the coordinates. It was obvious that, in all directions, there was a continuous 
canopy of old growth rainforest. He zoomed out. “There’s the logging road. Get 
Captain Schumann.” Schumann was a career pilot and one of the best CV-22 
pilots in the squadron. He would be flying Monroe’s team in. Monroe wanted to 
show Schumann the logging road and see if he felt comfortable with it. Was it 
wide enough to set the CV-22 down safely?

Schumann, after a few minutes, arrived. “Bill, do you think you can put your 
bird down at the end of this logging road?” asked Monroe.

“How wide is it?”
“Based on this Google image, it appears that there is a kind of cul-de-sać at 

the end of the road, probably where the logging trucks turn around.”
“If they can turn around a tandem log truck I can get my bird to land there. I 

guess we won’t know until we get there, will we?” asked Schumann.
“Probably not. I’ll get all the terrain intel to you as soon as I assemble it. 

The information I received from Washington indicates that what we are after is 
a carved stone case. It probably weighs around 400± pounds. Maybe we should 
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think about taking in a M274 Mule or a M-Gator to transport it out. According 
to our source, a Jeep was driven in and out. So we should be able to navigate 
a Mule or M-Gator through the forest. Most have only a limited amount of 
underbrush. The canopy inhibits the growth of a lot of ground clutter. Thanks 
Bill. When I get more intel I’ll share it with you. How long before you can be 
ready to go?”

“You name the day and I’ll be waiting for your guys on the tarmac. It’s your 
call,” said Schumann. “All I have to do is file a flight plan with Ops. I’m assum-
ing we want to fly in low and undetected. A nighttime arrival time?”

“Absolutely. It would be great if the Mexican government never knew we 
were there.”

“That’s a little hard with the 22. This bird is capable of doing a lot of things 
but it is not built or designed to be stealthy.”

“Hopefully, since we’ll be working in the boonies there will be no one around 
to alert. If we can only fly in low, maybe they won’t know we’ve even come and 
gone. At least that’s the plan,” said Monroe. “Thanks for coming over. See you 
soon. If you have any questions, I’ll be here. Otherwise, I’ll send over all the 
information you will need for the mission.”

•
The day before the mission, on April 29th, Monroe and Schumann met to go 

over the final details of the mission. “Bill, it is around 700 clicks from here to 
our target, how much flight time do you need to factor in, so we arrive around 
23:00 hours local time in Mexico?”

“Actual, point to point flight time, roughly 2 hours 30 minutes. Based on 
full tanks, we won’t have to refuel en route but we will need to top up on the 
way home. I’ll have a tanker circling over the Gulf and we can rendezvous with 
them midway home. If you want to be on the ground by 23:00 hours local time, 
we will need to take off as close as possible to 19:30 hours base time. Did you 
decide on what vehicle you are taking, the Mule or Gator?”

“I think the Gator.”
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“Have it available for loading at least an hour before takeoff. Have your men 
ready to buckle half an hour before lift-off. How many men will be going?” 
asked Schumann.

“We’ll be taking a full squad. That’s probably more manpower than we will 
need but it is better to be safe than sorry.”

“Okay. I’ll see you and your men no later than 19:15 hours but it would be 
better to get out to the tarmac by 19:00 hours. That should do it. See you tomor-
row.”

“Tomorrow.” Monroe met with his team members and provided them with 
the latest intel and the final details of the mission. “Takeoff, 19:30 hours. We are 
estimating our landing at 23:00 hours. I want to be back on the plane and air-
borne by 03:00 hours. That gives us four hours to find, dig up, and transport the 
package back to the CV. No screw-ups and no one left behind. Are we good?” 
Monroe looked around the room at each and every one of his team members. 
“Don’t forget your NVs. We want to be airborne before day break.” Everyone 
acknowledged their leader. Then, they filed out to prepare for their mission. 
Each man had his own pre-mission routine. Monroe knew this and let them each 
prepare in their own way.

•
Schumann’s CV-22B Osprey settled on the clearing at the end of the logging 

road. The whine of hydraulic actuators announced the opening of the CV-22’s 
rear cargo door. As soon as the door was fully open, nine men dismounted wear-
ing helmets fixed with night vision goggles. Immediately after the last man had 
discounted, Sgt. Nelson drove off the cargo ramp in the Gator. On the front 
cargo rack was mounted a GPS holder that had been pre-programmed for Se-
bastian’s acacia tree and the case. Two men remained behind to protect the 
plane. The remaining eight members of the special ops team fell in behind the 
Gator and Sgt. Nelson.

As the whine of the CV-22’s engines quieted, as they powered down and the 
rotors spun ever more slowly, Nelson drove into the brush leading the way and 
breaking a trail toward their prize. In the back of the M-Gator were four shovels, 
ropes, pulleys and come-alongs, all tools they would need to recover the case. 

Within thirty minutes, they had made it to the acacia tree and ten minutes 
later, they had located the case, right where Sebastian had buried 10 months ear-
lier. The actual location of the case had been comparatively easy to locate. Only 
one area around the tree’s base still showed signs of having been disturbed. 
The men began digging and had cleared the area around the case in less than an 
hour. Four men dug while four kept watch, switching jobs every fifteen minutes. 
Sergeants Nelson and Magruder fashioned a tripod, attached a double pulley 
and threaded a rope through it and a second double pulley. As they worked, two 
other men worked to fit straps under the case in preparation for the lift. Both 
teams finished their tasks at about the same time. The bottom pulley was fixed 
with a lifting hook and the straps that had been placed under the case were at-
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tached to the hook. Now, the only job left was to extract the case from its rest-
ing place. Captain Monroe steadied the ropes as two of his men pulled on it. 
Gradually, then more rapidly, the case was pulled up and soon hung suspended 
under the apex of the tripod. Nelson backed the M-Gator until it’s the first set 
of rear wheels were on the edge of the hole the men had dug and the cargo bed 
was nearly under the case. As two men controlled the descent of the case, the 
rest pushed to center it in the cargo bed. Immediately, Nelson pulled forward 
and a cargo restraining net was placed over the case and tied down, holding it 
securely in place. 

The tripod was disassembled and packed with the ropes, pulleys and shovels 
in the back of the M-Gator. The men policed the area, making sure they had left 
behind nothing but a hole in the earth. After a much deserved ten-minute break, 
they were on their way back to the CV.

As the team approached the logging road, they heard the turbo shaft engines 
of the CV-22 begin to whine and the rotors began to spin. Nelson drove the Ga-
tor directly into the cargo hold, where two of the Osprey’s cargo crew secured 
it. As soon as Monroe’s men were back inside the cargo bay, and strapped into 
their seats, the cargo crew closed the door and secured it. Almost immediately, 
the CV-22 lifted off, and once it was above the tree line, it hovered and rotated, 
changing its heading toward home. The process of transition from vertical take-
off to horizontal flight commenced, with the nacelles gradually rotating until the 
plane’s rotors became giant, conventional propellers.

Less than three hours, and one in-air refueling later, Captain Schumann 
touched down on the tarmac at Hurlburt Field. As he shutdown his engines, 
Captain Monroe made his way to the cockpit. “Thanks Bill. All in all, a fine 
flight, and a mission perfectly executed. Much appreciated. See you soon. May-
be, once we get this rock on its way home, we can have a beer together before 
my team and I return to base and get ready for our next mission.”

“It was my pleasure and, yes, I’d like to get together over a beer. Officer’s club 
13:00 hours. I should be through with my debriefings by then,” said Schumann.

“Works for me. See you then.”
Once the cargo bay door opened a cargo team approached the CV-22 and 

removed the M-Gator with its cargo to a nearby hangar. The case was cleaned, 
placed on its own pallet and securely strapped down, wrapped in shrink-wrap, 
and carefully packed in its own hastily fabricated wood case, surrounded by 
plastic peanuts. Within two hours it was on a C-27J Spartan cargo plane, on its 
way to Groom Lake. Within 5 hours, the C-27 had been authorized to land at 
Groom Lake.

From beginning to end, the recovery and transport of the case to Groom Lake 
had taken approximately 16 hours. The Air Force was a model of efficiency.
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Chapter 17

Security at Groom Lake was maintained by limiting access to the base. It 
was geographically isolated, difficult to get to, and there were almost no living 
accommodations for non-military personnel. Almost all civilian personnel and 
authorized visitors were flown in, on a daily basis, from Las Vegas on what were 
affectionately known as JANET flights. This typically involved the transport of 
more than 1,000 people to and from Groom Lake each day. 

While no one seemed to know what the acronym ‘JANET’ actually stood for, 
some suggested ‘Just Another Non-Existent Terminal’, or more likely, ‘Joint 
Air Network for Employee Transportation.’ JANET flights were operated Edg-
erton, Germeshausen, and Grier, Inc., better known as simply EG&G. EG&G 
had its own “secure” area at McCarran International Airport, and from there 
personnel were ferried to Groom Lake. 

Every weekend, for six weeks, Sebastian’s team would arrive at Groom Lake 
for their indoctrination and security training. For most of the team, the most 
disturbing portion of their training dealt with crisis management procedures -- 
just in case the Zetuxli became hostile and it was necessary to use lethal force to 
protect the base and its staff. No one anticipated armed conflict but it was better 
to be prepared than be caught off guard. 

Once their training was complete, La Mont set the date for the initiation of 
Operation First Contact. The date chosen was June 15th.

•

On the morning of June 15th, Sebastian’s team assembled, then went through 
mandatory security checks, before their ride to EG&G’s private hangar and their 
flight to Groom Lake. From the field at Groom Lake, everyone boarded buses or 
vans and were taken to their respective and authorized destinations.

Everyone in Sebastian’s team van, wore color-coded ID cards. The visitors 
cards were white with red stripes, worn on a lanyard around their necks. They 
were instructed to have the card visible at all times, and even so, they should 
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expect to be stopped for random security checks. The uniformed base staff wore 
ID cards pinned and conspicuously displayed on their uniforms. Staff officers 
and enlisted airmen wore different color-coded cards. Vladi noticed that, even 
within groups, there were other telltale markings for, she assumed,  different 
levels of clearance. Even from a distance, the trained eye could discern if a 
particular person was cleared for the area they were in.

 Even so, whenever entering a specific facility, each ID card was checked 
both visually and then digitally, being scanned with a portable, wireless scan-
ner, to establish if the card was valid for entry to that facility. It also displayed a 
picture of the person. The picture that showed up on the scanner was compared 
with that on the ID card, and the person wearing the ID. Usually this was a quick 
and simple process.

Project First Contact had been assigned to one of the smaller hangars, Han-
gar 12. Inside the hangar, they could see a circular structure, nearly 10 feet 
high. They were escorted to the only entrance into the structure. Inside, they 
found General La Mont and his retinue clustered around the case, which sat 
open on one of two low tables in the center of the structure. One held the case; 
the other the case’s lid. When Sebastian’s group approached, General La Mont 
greeted everyone individually and introduced them to the staff members work-
ing around the case, preparing it for the activation. Standing by the case was one 
officer who had an unusually large metal attaché case handcuffed to his wrist. 
As La Mont made his introductions, he introduced  Major Alexander MacKen-
zie. “The Major is keeping your tablet safe until we put everything together.” 

Then La Mont described how the experiment would proceed. He checked 
his watch. “In about half an hour we will lock down the hangar. No one in or 
out. Then there will be systems checks. We have set up monitoring devices to 
measure outbound radio signals and radiation levels. We have video and film 
cameras trained on the case and we are also monitoring every square inch of the 
hangar on a real-time basis. We have our linguists and medical staffs standing 
by, ready to leap into action.”

“What about security?” asked Vladi.
“Like I said, no one in or out, commencing just before we begin. I need to 

check to see if everyone is ready and their equipment is up and running. That 
should take about an hour or so. Until I get back, there is a waiting area under 
the observation room that overlooks our little experiment. Help yourself to cof-
fee and doughnuts and other snacks if you’re hungry.  I’ll call you when we are 
all set and ready to go.”

The group was escorted to the waiting area. Their escort then posted himself 
outside. No one was particularly hungry but each took a bottle of water. It was 
hot and dry outside, and even though the hangar appeared to be air conditioned, 
it still seemed almost hot and a bit sticky. Then it struck Sebastian. “They’ve 
made the hangar a lot like the rainforest of Yucatan this time of year. They must 
have anticipated that the Zetutxtili will assume that they are returning to the 
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Yucatan, not Nevada. I have to give it to them for thinking ahead. Nice.”  
For the next hour, the group spoke quietly, simply passing time with their 

discussions having no real beginning and no end or conclusion, and no real 
content. It was just free flow cocktail party chatter. They were simply killing 
time and were trying to hide their nervousness . Finally, La Mont returned and 
escorted the group back inside the circular structure. “When we begin, I’m go-
ing to have everyone move to the observation room above the waiting area. 
From there, we will be able to see everything that is going on inside the retain-
ing structure. We’re just about ready to begin.” Turning to Sebastian, “It’s time 
for you to bring out the key.”

Sebastian was tempted to pretend he had forgotten to bring the key but, then, 
thought better of it. “Yes. It’s right here.” He patted the patch pocket on his 
blazer. “Good.” La Mont knew Sebastian had brought it but he just wanted to 
verify that fact. He relaxed visibly after Sebastian confirmed it was here. “We 
have a few more security details to take care of then we can begin our experi-
ment.” La Mont looked at Uwe. “Do you have any idea how long it will take for 
the signal to get to the Zetutxtili?”

“Personally, I think we are all here quite prematurely. In my opinion, it will 
take some time for the signal to get to them. In fact, I have my doubts about 
it getting there at all.” Uwe’s comment brought abject shock to every face in 
earshot.

“What?! What the hell are you talking about,” asked La Mont in very agi-
tated tone.

“You have to remember, we are talking about people who live in another, an 
alternate universe. They live within the dark matter of space. I have no idea how 
or if a signal can, could or would get to them.”

“You have to be kidding me? You mean we may have done all this, and it 
may be for nothing? Why didn’t you say something earlier?”

Uwe was looking a bit sheepish. “To be honest, no one ever asked. We all ac-
cepted Heli’s translations and, in her defense, we have no idea about the physics 
involved or what their technology is capable of. To be entirely candid, we have 
no idea what will really happen. All we have is what the Zetutxtili have said 
would happen. We have to take their word for it.”

“Jesus Christ! Are you really trying to tell me nothing may happen?!”
“As much as I hate to say it, yes.” Uwe, and everyone could see La Mont 

was beginning to lose his composure. Normally, the man seemed imperturbable. 
Now, he seemed like a man about to become unhinged.

After a moment, La Mont responded, “It has to work. There is just no other 
option here. Okay, let’s assume the device will work as purported. Let’s get 
everything ready. Alex, would you get the tablet out?” The major opened the 
case and handed it to La Mont. He placed it in the case on the rests that had 
been made to hold it. He looked toward Sebastian. “I am assuming it was face 
up with the key niche facing up.”
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“Yes. I found it just the way you have it.”
“Can I have the key?” asked La Mont.
Sebastian dug in his pocket and withdrew the key from its protective cloth 

bag. La Mont opened the bag, removed the key, handed the bag back to Sebas-
tian, and placed the key in the indent on the tablet. As had happened before, 
without a sound, the key levitated over the tablet, turned counterclockwise, and 
settled itself onto the tablet. “Do you think we need to put the lid back on or 
leave it off?”

“I’d put the lid back on.”
“Very well. Would you all go up to the observation room? As soon as you 

are situated we will put the lid back on the case.” He turned toward the elevated 
observation room. “Everything up and running?” He saw the head of the techni-
cal team give him a thumbs up. “Sound levels okay?” Again, another thumbs 
up.  “Everyone ready?” 

Over the PA the technical team leader asked, “Everybody ready?” Soon he 
gave La Mont another thumbs up.

“Okay. Here goes nothing. Men, put the lid back on the case and make sure it 
is down all the way,” said La Mont. Two enlisted men approached the lid, lifted 
it, and slid it over the bottom portion’s lip and pressed it firmly into place. As 
they stepped away and left the area, the general lighting in the hangar dimmed 
and spotlights flooded the circular area with a warm but crisp white light. 

La Mont was the last to leave. As he walked toward the observation room 
and began climbing the stairs on the structure’s outside, he commented to him-
self, “Please, God. Let this thing work.”

When La Mont entered the observation and instrumentation room, Captain 
Applegate, the scientific and technical team leader, commented to La Mont. 
“Sir, we have no detectable radio or other energy wave output coming from the 
device.”

‘Shit!’ “Are your instruments all up and running?”
“Yes, sir. I’ve doubled check and rechecked to make sure they are opera-

tional,” announced Applegate.
“We’ll give it another 20 minutes or so. Maybe it has to warm up.” The 

general knew he was grasping at straws. Either something was wrong with the 
device, the translation was wrong, or maybe it was all a hoax. ‘Oh, God. Please 
don’t let it be a hoax!’

Everyone in the room seemed to be sharing the general’s thoughts and ap-
prehension, but their faces were devoid of emotion. If any emotion was present, 
it was disappointment. Everyone seemed to be asking, ‘What now?’

After the 15 minutes had passed and there was no change in the readings on 
Applegate’s instrumentation, La Mont made a command decision. “Maybe we 
should have left the lid off the case. One just doesn’t put a transmitter in a case 
and close it up. You leave it out. Not that that should stop the signal but who 
knows, maybe the material the case is made from absorbs the radio waves.” In 
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his mind, La Mont was trying to accept the possibility that nothing would hap-
pen. Even though he was loosing faith in the experiment, he still clung to the 
hope that everything would turn out as planned, even if it seemed otherwise. 
“Applegate, have the men remove the lid and we’ll see what happens then.”

Applegate called over the PA, “Remove the lid from the case.”
The two enlisted men began walking toward the enclosure. As the first 

touched the door handle to the enclosure, the hangar began to gently vibrate and 
shake, then it intensified. Everyone’s initial thought was ‘earthquake!’ Apple-
gate called headquarters. “Are you guys experiencing an earthquake too?”

Applegate put down the phone and turned to General La Mont. “No one else 
is experiencing an earthquake.” 

“What the hell?” asked La Mont.
The lights began to dim and then sparked and short-circuited. The room 

darkened. The only light entering the building was diffused through the han-
gar’s long uncleaned upper windows. Then, within the enclosure a glow began 
to develop. At the center of the glow was the case. “Are you getting this Apple-
gate?” asked La Mont in a very excited voice.

“Yes and no. My instruments are still not registering anything. No radio 
waves of any kind and no radiation.”

“Did the power go out to your instruments?”
“No, sir. Everything is operating off its own power feed, separate from the 

hangar’s. They’re just not registering anything. It’s crazy.”
“What about the video and audio?”
“They’re getting everything.”
As the glow in the center of the enclosure intensified everyone began to 

experience a sensation similar to a mild static electricity all around them. As 
the glow intensified, so did the sensation. The glow filled the enclosure and, 
then, there was a crack similar to lightning striking nearby but without the bolt. 
As the glow subsided, the observers could see two human-like figures facing 
toward the case. For a moment, they did not move but as the glow disappeared, 
the figures began to move. They spun around taking defensive postures but they 
seemed to bear no arms or weaponry. 

Heli ran to the observation room door and dashed down the stairs. La Mont 
screamed, “Where the hell is she going?” Over the PA he said, “Get her.” No 
one could respond before she had made her way to the only entrance to the en-
closure and threw open the doors. Immediately she pulled a roll of paper from 
the bag she had slung over her shoulder. She unrolled it, like a scroll, and spread 
it out in front of her. From the observation room, symbols could be seen printed 
on the scroll. 

Sebastian yelled to La Mont. “Don’t try to stop her. She’s written something 
using the Zetutxtili language. I have no idea what it says but I can only imagine, 
it is some kind of welcome. Since none of us speaks the language, all we can do 
is communicate through writing. Call off your men, please,” Sebastian pleaded.
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When Heli tore open the door, the figures closed ranks, facing the doorway. 
One, the shorter of the two men, began a slow approach toward Heli. At the 
same time, La Mont’s security force converged on the enclosure and the door-
way but did not press forward.  Everyone was spellbound by what was playing 
out inside and outside the enclosure. They were helpless to aid Heli. Almost any 
action on their part would come too late if it was the visitors’ intent to harm or 
defend themselves against her.

La Mont turned to Sebastian. “That was either the most insane thing I have 
ever seen or the bravest but, in either case, so far nothing untoward has hap-
pened. We can be grateful for that. I wonder what is going to happen now?”

“Your guess is as good as mine. I am assuming from the way their leader is 
dressed, that is Itzamná. Look at the headdress, staff, shoulder covering, and 
look at that nose! It looks like it ought to belong to a Proboscis Monkey. The en-
gravings don’t do him justice,” said Sebastian. He could hear gentle chuckling 
from Uwe and Vladi, even though they were still concerned for Heli.

As everyone watched, they could see that Heli was actually speaking to the 
leader of the group but how was that possible? All she was familiar with was 
their writing. The microphones were not picking up any distinct words, only 
what amounted to mumbling. Then, to everyone’s surprise, Heli motioned for 
them to come down. La Mont was reluctant to endanger anyone else. Heli had 
placed herself in harm’s way. He did not want anyone, on either side to get hurt. 
However, La Mont gave in to Heli’s obvious smile and gesture. Apparently, she 
did not feel threatened. “Okay. Anyone who wants to go down, feel free.” He 
lead the contingency down the stairs and up to the doorway. He had to order his 
security personnel to stand aside and let the people into the enclosure.

Sebastian and Vladi were the first to enter the enclosure. To their amaze-
ment and surprise, Heli introduced them to Itzamná by name and profession, in 
English!

“Now, what’s going on?” Sebastian turned to Heli, virtually ignoring their 
guest. “He speaks English?!”

To his surprise, Itzamná answered. “Yes. It is not our native language but we 
have mastered your language as well as we could. I am impressed by this young 
woman’s courage. It was a brave thing for her to do but I understand why she 
did it. She could not have known that we speak your language. When I was first 
here, it didn’t even exist. I appreciate her attempt to welcome us in the only way 
she knew, using our old written language.”  

As the welcoming group moved toward the only other ‘thing’ in the room, La 
Mont, Uwe and others pressed through the doorway to get a look at the visitors. 
They were just as surprised as Heli, Vladi, and Sebastian to learn that at least 
one of their guests was conversant in English. Heli pulled La Mont forward and 
introduced him to Itzamná. Instinctively, La Mont reached forward to shake 
hands. Itzamná immediately took La Mont’s hand and shook it gently. “I have 
so many questions,” said La Mont.
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“I as well.”
La Mont began staring at, he did not even have the words to describe, the 

thing that stood before him. “May I ask what or who your companion is?”
“Excuse me. This is a Fyawìntxu. Fyawìntxu are . . . ,” He thought for a mo-

ment, “ . . . robotic assistants, or Guides. This one is a personal security unit. 
They travel with us when we are off world for the first time. It is their function 
to protect us. He will harm no one unless it is clear I might be harmed, or anyone 
around me. There is another type and, I think for simplicity’s sake, they are best 
described as law enforcement officers.” His description was so matter-of-fact, 
as if everyone should be familiar with a robotic policemen, or Fyawìntxu.

Then Itzamná said, “For the moment, is there somewhere where I can change 
out of this ridiculous costume? We do not dress this way, normally.” 

“Yes, we can find a changing room for you. However, I don’t see any other 
clothing.”

Itzamná pressed one of the jewel-like buttons on his wristlet. “It will be here 
in a moment.” The words had hardly left his lips when the glow similar to the 
one that had preceded the arrival of Itzamná and his companion began to build 
again. Neither Itzamná nor the Fyawìntxu moved away from the glow. The hu-
mans did. “The portal will not hurt you. It is simply transportation device. I 
would suggest you move away from the chest, however. Our equipment will ar-
rive in a circle around the beacon.” The glow intensified, a cracking sound was 
heard and, as the glow lessened, piles of cases, equipment, and storage chests 
became visible. 

Itzamná grabbed a metallic-looking valise from the pile and he was escorted 
to the waiting room that was below the observation area. A few minutes later, 
he reemerged, dressed in what appeared to be brightly colored jacket bearing 
gold-colored insignia and dark colored slacks, bloused and tucked into lace-less 
black boots. He had long hair bound and hanging down the middle of his back, 
like a pony-tail. All the jewelry he had worn, including the bejeweled wristlet, 
was gone, replaced by a single simple earring and what appeared to be an over-
sized black wristwatch, just visible below his left sleeve. The entire ensemble 
left one with an impression of what had been referred to as a Nehru look, back 
in the 70s, with a military flourish. 

As Itzamná approached, La Mont commented, speaking to no one in particu-
lar, “Our uniforms are exceedingly drab compared to his. Wow.” When Itzamná 
was close enough, La Mont said, “It is a bit late but I would like to welcome you 
to Earth and the United States.”

“Thank you. I am very pleased to be here, again. Can I assume that you have 
made arrangements for accommodations for us?”

‘Again?’ “Well. Ah. Yes but there are some formalities we would like to take 
care of first, if you don’t mind, then we can show you to your accommodations 
and we can talk,” said La Mont.

“What formalities are you speaking of?” inquired Itzamná.
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“Due to an unfortunate accident with another race of aliens . . .”
Itzamná interjected, “You mean because of the Niribui and what you call 

AIDS?”
La Mont was taken aback. He was almost at a loss for words. As he stam-

mered to get out a response, he thought, ‘How could they have known about the 
Niribui and that they had introduced AIDS to Earth?’ “Well, yes, as a matter of 
fact. How could you have known?”

“I will gladly submit to whatever tests you think appropriate to safeguard 
your world. Even though we have been to ’Rrta, Earth, before. I can guarantee 
that we carry no diseases that might affect Humankind. “I would suggest that 
the head of your medical personnel and I sit down and have a talk. Our bodies 
are a bit different than yours. If we talk first, there will be no problems.”

La Mont called over Colonel Hunter Rorabacher, the head of alien medicine 
at Groom Lake. He introduced Itzamná to the colonel and informed him of It-
zamná’s desire to talk to him. 

“Yes, sir.” 
“Mr. Itzamná, if you would follow Col. Rorabacher, you two can chat and 

take care of any medical procedures we need to follow. I hope you don’t mind?”
“Please, just Itzamná. There is no need for honorary titles.”
“Very well. Itzamná it is.”
“Thank you. Will I see you again?” asked Itzamná.
“Most assuredly,” replied La Mont.
 Itzamná returned from the makeshift medical area in the hangar within min-

utes. La Mont was surprised. “You’re all through with the doctor?”
“Yes. It did not take long for the test results. You can discuss them with him.”
“I have a question to ask. When you changed, I will admit I was impressed 

with both the simplicity and appearance of your uniform. What rank do you 
hold? I’m assuming you are in your country’s military. We don’t send civilians 
on off-world missions.”

Both Itzamná and La Mont knew that La Mont was speaking more from 
bravado than reality.

“Where I come from, anyone can go wherever they wish. We are all free citi-
zens. I am a leader but not in a military, or even for that matter, a political sense. 
In our society, leadership is not deemed a privilege or something to be honored. 
It is situational, by necessity, nothing more.”

“You do not have a military?!” La Mont’s tone indicated he was deeply sur-
prised and, at the same time confused.

“Not as such. Long ago, we banned warfare and weaponry. So, there is no 
need for a military, although there are those who are familiar with weapons but 
only for defensive purposes. We have never been attacked, so, in general, there 
is no need for weapons or those skilled in their use.”

“Then my next question is moot, I would assume. You do not have any weap-
ons with you? I am obliged to ask for reasons of security. I hope you under-
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stand.”
 “If you mean offensive weapons, no. We do carry what you might call de-

fensive weapons. As I said, on our planet, we did away with both warfare and 
offensive weapons. Even so, it is always wise to be able to protect oneself. I 
think the use of the word, weapon, may be inappropriate. We can only protect 
ourselves from being assaulted and our devices are incapable of harming any 
living life form.”

“We will need to talk about your defensive devices later, I hope. Now, our 
doctor is coming back. What do you have for us, Hunter?”

“We have a problem.”
“What?!”
“Our instrumentation does not work on the Zetutxtili?” 
Itzamná spoke up. “It is a small issue but an important one. You have not 

pronounced the name of my people correctly. If I might explain. In my lan-
guage, there are 20 consonants and 13 vowels, when transliterated using your 
Roman alphabet. The consonants b, c, d, j, and q do not exist and the consonants 
g and x cannot exist by themselves. The consonant sounds for kx, px, and tx 
would be made by Humans by saying the letter and holding one’s breath, creat-
ing a pop. There are languages in Africa that you refer to as ‘click’ or Khoisan 
languages. The pop sound in my language is very similar. Also, by convention, 
we use a diacritical mark, like your apostrophe. This mark is what you would 
call a glottal stop. There are other conventions but I can explain them later.”

“You are adding a sound that does not exist in our native language. I believe, 
you are putting an ‘X’ sound or something like it in the name. Either you are 
spelling our name wrong or just saying it wrong. Phonetically it should sound 
like Ze too t-pop ti li.” He emphasized each syllable as he pronounced it. “I 
should have corrected it earlier.”

Both La Mont and Rorabacher stood, slack-jawed. La Mont, to himself ‘My 
head of medicine says our machines do not work on these people, he’s travelled 
who knows how many million miles, and all he is concerned with is how we 
pronounce their name! Unbelievable. You would think there were more impor-
tant issues. Aliens!’ 

Rorabacher continued, “I drew, I guess you would call it blood, from Itzam-
ná. I had expected obvious differences but it is nothing like anything I have ever 
seen before. Our hematology machines simply will not analyze it. Basically, it 
does not even suggest there is anything there to be analyzed. Forget about color. 
It simply does not register!”

“I think I can explain,” said Itzamná. “Academically speaking, in your world 
we do not and cannot exist. You are a carbon-based species. We are not. You 
can analyze every cell, bit of tissue, and organ, and we are completely different. 
Our chemistry is nothing like yours. Where your organic compounds are based 
on carbon, we are based on an element that cannot and should not exist in your 
universe. We cannot synthesize compounds from your planet, and you cannot 
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synthesize ours. Has anyone done any analysis work on the tablet?”
“Yes. Some of our best metallurgists.”
“What did their report say?”
“To be very honest, I have never seen it but I have a couple of people here 

who have analyzed it.” He turned to Sebastian. “Sebastian, would you come 
over here for a moment?”

Sebastian made his way to where La Mont, Itzamná, and Rorabacher were. 
“What can I do for you?”

“You had the tablet analyzed, right? What did you find?” asked La Mont.
“To be perfectly honest, nothing. Our metallurgist and chemists were un-

able to analyze it. Apparently, it is composed of unknown compounds and from 
elements that we do not have or don’t have room for on our periodic table. Ac-
cording to Waterhouse, there is no way to replicate or create it on Earth. And, 
if I am not mistaken, our chemists seemed to believe that something about the 
structure of the Zetutxtili atoms were backward. I’m not sure what that was all 
about,” said Sebastian.

“That’s Ze too t-pop ti li,” said Itzamná.
“What?”
“The name of our people is pronounced Ze too t-pop ti li, not as you pro-

nounced it.”
To La Mont, “Is that all you needed?” Then Sebastian turned to Itzamná, “I 

will go back and correct the others.” With that, Sebastian walked back to his 
group but not before saying, “Oh, General, we would really like an opportunity 
to talk with Itzamná whenever you are finished with him.”

‘I can’t believe these people. They both act like alien species. I don’t know 
if it’s because they are both academics or just aliens. We’re dealing with monu-
mental differences, and one is correcting our pronunciation and the other just 
wants to talk. Un-fucking believable!’

“There are a couple of other things I would like to do. One is an X-ray and 
the other is a full-body MRI scan. Would you have any objections to having 
them being attempted?” Rorabacher directed his question to Itzamná.

“I, for one, have no reservations,” said Itzamná.
“Go ahead. Try them. See if they work. Itzamná, I have a question for you.” 

Itzamná refocused his attention on the general. “Why is it that you are so differ-
ent from the Niribui?”

“That is quite simple. They come from your universe. Anything living in 
your universe will share the same essential chemical structures because they 
are based on the same elements. You have other life forms in your universe, and 
some are very different than humans, who are carbon-based creatures. There are 
others out there that are silicon-based.”

“You mean to tell me that there are other life forms, as you call them, within 
our own universe?”

“Yes.”
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“Our own galaxy?”
“Yes.”
“Our solar system?”
“No.”
“Are you absolutely sure about those statements?”
“Beyond a doubt.”
“So, that would mean, our friends the Niribui, live somewhere within our 

galaxy?”
“That statement would be correct.”
“It would appear we do, in fact, have a lot to learn.”
“Absolutely. And, if you do not mind, we can help you learn. In fact, it is 

imperative that you do.”
“What do you mean by that?”
“Let’s leave that for another time. Would it be possible to see our accommo-

dations? The travel time here was almost instantaneous but, nevertheless, it was 
extremely tiring. And it has been a long time since I last used a portal.”

“Does anyone know if our guests’ quarters are ready?” asked La Mont.
“This way gentlemen . . . .” said one of the security personnel.
Itzamná made a comment to the Fyawìntxu, “Ìla oe [Follow me].” The Fy-

awìntxu immediately fell in step behind Itzamná and the airman.
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Chapter 18

As Itzamná and the Fyawìntxu rested in their small dormitory, overseen by 
specially trained security personnel, Sebastian and his group, along with La 
Mont and his subordinates, gathered in the officers’ mess meeting facilities. 
Long into the night, they discussed the day’s events, their observations, reac-
tions, and their wish lists. At this point, everyone was surprised by how cordial 
Itzamná seemed to be. As each person, emotionally and physically succumbed 
to the day’s events, and excused themselves and retired, they took with them 
lists of questions that they would like answered.

As the others talked, an officer from the Groom Lake food service called 
upon Itzamná. “Sir, would you like any food for the evening?”

“No thank you. I brought my own rations.”
“Sir, if I might be permitted, could I see what your rations look like and it 

may be possible for us to prepare them for you in our facilities?”
“I will gladly show them to you but I doubt if you can prepare them.” He 

went into the dormitory and returned with several small packages that looked 
like thin shiny sealed aluminum bags. On the lower corners of each was a con-
spicuously large red triangle. Itzamná handed two bags to Lt. Hershey, the 
food services liaison, keeping one. “See this red area, to prepare the meal, you 
squeeze the red area.” Hershey felt the red area on one of the bags he had been 
given. Between his fingers, it felt like the red portion of the package was filled 
with some kind of gel. “Watch.” Itzamná squeezed. There was a faint popping 
sound. Then he seemed to be squeezing and moving his fingers around in a 
circular motion, as if trying to either mix the gel or squeeze it out of its pouch 
inside the bag. “Now, you have to wait 15 stercis.” He looked at his wristlet. 

“How long is a sterci?” asked Hershey, looking at his watch. 
“I am not quite sure what the Earth equivalent is. There. It is ready.”
Hershey again looked at his watch. It had been approximately 30 seconds 

since Itzamná had squeezed the package’s corner. 
Itzamná moved to a table nearby, laid the package on the table and the pack-

age began to unfold. When it was completely unfolded, it looked much like a 
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segmented field mess tray. Hershey thought, ‘It looks a lot like a B-ration, a 
tray ration, or a T-rat. Only it did not require immersion for heating. Ingenious.’ 
It also reminded him of an advanced form of  a MRE (Meal, Ready-to-Eat). 
Hershey touched the tray. It was rigid and felt sturdy. ‘It combines the best of 
both rations – amount of food and self-heating.’ He looked at the individual seg-
ments, pointed, and asked: “Can you tell me what these are?”

“The larger wedge-shaped section is the main course. In this meal, it is Tsn-
gan. It is much like your meat, only it does not come from a biological source. 
On Earth, it would be considered a high protein source. Pointing to a smaller 
wedge-shaped area, this is Fkxen, what you would refer to as a vegetable. And 
this is Kalin, what you would call a dessert or sweet – a high energy source.”

“To me, it looks like an oversized Swanson TV dinner. Only it is not self 
heating. We have to put it in an oven or microwave,” said Hershey. “May I take 
these and show them to my superiors? And, if we can, would you like us to 
prepare more for you? But, they won’t be packaged like these. They will come 
on warmed trays.”

“You can try but I doubt if you will be able to duplicate them. I don’t believe 
you have the materials to make them. However, you can try. Thank you.”

“Is this how you eat at home?”
Itzamná smiled. “No. These are for when we are away from home. At home 

we prepare new meals twice a day, what you would call a morning and evening 
meal.”

“Thank you, Sir. We will try our best. We want your stay to be enjoyable 
and comfortable. If there is anything I can do, please do not hesitate to ask.” 
Hershey saluted and, carrying his new treasures, he returned to the base kitchen. 
He reported to his supervisor, Capt. Craig. “Sir, this is what our alien is eating.” 
He placed the tray on the table and described how it was self-heating and had 
simply unfolded from the pliable metallic-like bag and had become a solid me-
tallic tray. “This is Tsngan, their meat. This is  Fkxen, their vegetable. And this 
is Kalin, their dessert.”

Craig asked, “Did they have a beverage?”
“I didn’t see any Sir.”
“Good work. I’ll get these to the lab,” said Craig.  The process for getting to 

know the Zetutxtili was now truly underway, starting with a study of the Zetutx-
tili, their dietary habits, and needs.

•

In the morning, Itzamná emerged from the visitors’ dormitory. He was greet-
ed by one of the security personnel. “Sir. Can I be of assistance?”

“Yes. Could arrangements be made for me to meet with the woman who had 
prepared the welcoming banner for us? I believe she is what you refer to as a 
civilian.”
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“I will see what I can do, sir.” Lt. Ramon Cera immediately went to General 
La Mont’s office and quarters. It was still early but the General was normally 
up at daybreak when on base. This morning was no exception. Cera knocked on 
the General’s door.

“Come in.” Cera entered. “What can I do for you, son?”
“The alien, Itzamná, is up and requesting a meeting with the civilian woman 

who had prepared the welcome banner. I am not quite sure what to do.”
“That would be Heli Mittenwallenberger-Langley.” He thought, ‘What a 

mouthful.’ “By all means. Contact Mrs. Langley, inform her of our guest’s re-
quest, and make arrangements for them to meet in the monitored meeting room. 
I will be over shortly.” La Mont saluted, Cera returned the salute, without a 
word, and departed.

Lt. Cera immediately went to the quarters that Heli and Vladi shared, in a 
small guest facility on base. Vladi opened the door and greeted Cera. She was 
a bit bleary eyed. She looked at her watch. ‘Six thirty.’  She was still wearing 
her ‘not at home’ pajamas and an Air Force-provided robe. Normally, she wore 
only a long T-shirt, but when travelling she was much more conservative, and 
when she was not sleeping alone, bare skin on her percale sheets felt even more 
comfortable and natural. “What can I do for you . . .” She looked at his rank 
insignia. “Lieutenant?”

“Mrs. Langley?”
“No. I’m Dr. Vassilieva. I’ll get Mrs. Langley. Just a moment.”
Heli came to the door. She, too, wore an Air Force robe but she did not own 

any ‘traveling pajamas.’ Nowadays, she seldom travelled without William, and 
she saw no reason for nightgowns when she slept with him. She rather enjoyed 
snuggling up to him with her naked body. It was much cozier. This is the first 
time she had been away from him since they were married and, for modesty’s 
sake, she had taken along one of William’s long T-shirts. Well, in reality, it was 
not so much for the sake of modesty that she had brought along his T-shirt, as 
it was to have William’s scent available to her. She loved the scent of his body. 
“How can I help you?”

Cera’s first thought was, ‘Damn. these women are beautiful. And one is a 
professor?! I need to go back to school.’ “The alien leader, Itzamná has request-
ed to meet with you. I am to take you to one of our meeting rooms. How long 
before you can be ready to go?”

“Give me ten minutes. Can you also wake Dr. Kaiserling and Dr. Mittenwal-
lenberger, or at least tell them I am having a meeting with Itzamná? There is no 
phone in our room, or I would call them. I’ll tell Dr. Vassilieva. Does General 
La Mont know about the meeting?”

“Yes, ma’am.” As Heli closed the door to her room, Cera went down the hall 
to the room that Sebastian and Uwe shared. He knocked. Uwe answered the 
door. “Yes?”

“Excuse me for waking you but Mrs. Langley has requested that I let you 

223



The Return of the Mayan

know that she and Mr. Itzamná are about to have a meeting. We are leaving for 
the meeting as soon as she readies herself.”

“Thank you, son. Would you tell my daughter, Mrs. Langley, that we would 
like to come along with her, if she doesn’t mind, so could she wait for us to get 
dressed as well?”

“Yes, Sir. I’d be glad to deliver your message.” Without thanking Cera, Uwe 
closed the door, woke Sebastian, who was half-asleep still, and told him about 
the proposed meeting. Immediately, the fog that had filled his head dissipated 
and he was on his feet getting dressed.

In the meantime, Cera returned to Heli and Vladi’s room. He knocked on 
the door and from outside said, “Drs. Kaiserling and Mittenwallenberger would 
like to join you.” Then he waited patiently for the two women. Sebastian and 
Uwe arrived outside the door and joined Cera. A few minutes later Heli and 
Vladi were ready, and Cera escorted the group to the meeting facilities that had 
been erected in the hangar that was becoming known as Zetutxtili Central.

“Please wait here.” Cera ushered the group into the meeting room. “I’ll get 
Mr. Itzamná.”

Minutes later, Itzamná entered. He was surprised to be greeted by so many 
people. The shock registered on his face but was quickly replaced by a smile. 

Heli was the first to speak. “Itzamná, would you mind if all my group sits in 
on our meeting?  We are all academics and have been working on a project that, 
in the end, resulted in you being here today.”

“I have no reason to exclude them. However, . . .” When he said ‘however’ 
Heli’s colleagues began to tense. Each thought they might have overstepped by 
even asking to participate in this first meeting. After all, Itzamná had only re-
quested Heli. Had they made a grievous social faux pas of some kind? “. . . what 
I had hoped to talk to you about was your work on our, my language.”

“We have all been working on this project together. We were all introduced 
to you shortly after your arrival but I don’t believe you know who or what we 
are. So, let me reintroduce everyone, again.” She turned first to Sebastian. “This 
is Dr. Kaiserling. He is the head of the project. He is the one who found your 
stone case in the rainforests of Mexico and he did some of the first translation. 
He is a Mayan specialist, archeologist, and teacher. This is Dr. Vladimirovna 
Vassilieva,” Heli smiled as she said, “we all just call her ‘Vladi.’ She is a math-
ematician and teacher. This is my father, Uwe Mittenwallenberger, he is also a 
mathematician, sometime cosmologist, and teacher. They all teach at the same 
university. I am Heli Mittenwallenberger-Langley, Dr. Kaiserling’s protégé and, 
from all indications, the group translator.”

“You are not a professor, like all the rest, I presume?”
“No. I am working with Dr. Kaiserling. In time I will, hopefully, become a 

professor.
“Actually I thought you were the leader of your group.”
Sebastian spoke up, “She probably should be the leader. She has made more 
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breakthroughs than all the rest of us all put together.” Uwe smiled at Sebastian’s 
comment. “Her translations have been instrumental to our project’s success, to 
date, and I can assure you that she will be a professor in no time. Her work has 
been nothing short of outstanding.”

Itzamná looked at Heli, put his hands on her shoulders, and said, “That is 
very high praise from a mentor. You are a very well thought of woman. It is my 
privilege to meet you.” Heli was surprised by both Itzamná’s physical contact 
and his deference. “Please have a seat. The reason I asked to meet with you is 
that I would like to discuss your work. From all indications, you are the only 
one who has studied our language. I think that we need to train more of your 
people. You are familiar with our language, having worked on the tablet case. 
Did you notice a progression as you worked your way around the case?”

“Yes.”
“How many sides were you able to decipher?”
“All of them. However, the last side was by far the most difficult. It seemed 

that your language began as a pictographic written language and moved to a 
syllabic language. What I mean is that ideas and words, at first were based on 
pictures. The final panel seemed to be based on fewer idea symbols and became 
much like our alphabet, letters becoming separable words.”

“Excellent observation, and quite right. Very well done,” exclaimed Itzamná. 
“Would you be willing to work with me, learn my language, and teach it to your 
people? It would be intensive in the beginning but, once you have taught the 
first group of translators, you could go back to you studies. Would you consider 
doing this?”

Heli looked around at her colleagues. Everyone but Uwe seemed excited by 
Itzamná’s proposal. “Before I say yes, which is my preliminary answer, I would 
need to talk to my father and my husband. I hope you don’t mind.”

“I understand and  I respect your need to obtain counsel. By all means. Talk 
to whoever your advisors are. I can wait for your answer. And thank you for 
entertaining my proposal,” said Itzamná.

Heli excused herself and huddled with her colleagues. “Can you believe the 
opportunity Itzamná has offered me? I would become the first one fluent in the 
Zetutxtili language. I could learn so much about the Zetutxtili by working with 
him. He seems impressed with what I have been able to do so far. What do you 
think?”

Sebastian, “Learning the language would provide you with insights into the 
way they think, organize, and live. It would be an opportunity of a lifetime. I 
would vote yes, do it.”

Vladi was enthusiastic but, at the same time, reticent. “I would say yes. It is 
an unbelievable opportunity but you must weigh it against your other responsi-
bilities.” Heli nodded. She understood.

Uwe was the last to speak. He took both of her hands in his and staring di-
rectly into her eyes he said, “As an academic, I would say yes but as a father I 
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have reservations. You must also discuss this with William. In all likelihood, it 
would mean that you would have to spend a substantial amount of time away 
from home. Can and do you want to do that?”

She turned to the others, including Itzamná. “I cannot make a final decision 
until I talk to William but, I will admit, my initial inclination is to say yes. I’m 
sorry to delay making such an important decision.” Turning directly toward 
Itzamná,  “I will call William, my husband, and discuss it with him. I am sure 
he will support whatever decision I make but I want to consult with him first. 
Please forgive me.”

“I fully understand and appreciate your situation.”
“I will try to call him now. Would you have time to talk to my colleagues? I 

am sure each has a number of questions that they would like to ask.”  
After Heli excused herself, Itzamná turned to the others. “Which of you 

would like to begin?”
“Vladi and I are the hard science people among the group. We are both math-

ematicians. Where do you come from?” asked Uwe.
“If Heli, your daughter, has translated the case, you know we come from 

a world or planet called Zetutxtil. I am assuming that your first questions is: 
where is my home world? Am I correct?”

“Yes,” answered Uwe.
“We live outside your universe. Your universe is but a small part of every-

thing, much of it you cannot see and may not even comprehend. Our universe 
lies in what you cannot see. There are many universes out there, and ours is 
equally small. Each universe has its own laws. What physical laws apply here 
do not necessarily apply equally in my universe. This is why the tablet you 
found should not exist in your world, because it is composed of materials, com-
pounds that do not and cannot exist naturally here. It could not be made here but 
it can exist here, just as I exist.”

“What do you mean that our physical laws do not necessarily apply in your 
universe? There are constants, for example, the speed of light and time,” said 
Uwe.

“No. You are in error. The speed of light is a constant in your universe. It is 
also a constant in my universe but they are not the same.”

“That is impossible! The speed of light is a constant everywhere. The theory 
of special relativity has demonstrated that the speed of light is invariant and 
based on this assumption all the laws of physics are the same in all inertial 
frames of reference.” Uwe thought,  ‘If our constants are invalid in his universe, 
then that would mean we would have to admit that Newton’s laws are wrong 
and by extension General relativity is wrong. No. No. That simply can’t be.’  
The thought that the work of Einstein and others could be wrong was incompre-
hensible. It would mean they were no nearer to the Theory of Everything that he 
and his colleagues had been searching for all their lives! Even so, Uwe had to 
admit to himself that, ‘General relativity had been precisely verified only within 
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our own solar system and other nearby systems in our galaxy, not on any larger 
scales. Is it possible that on a much larger scale, general relativity is no longer 
applicable?’ He was shaken. He had to also admit that everything in physics 
was described using verbs having to do with experimental preparation and mea-
surement but nouns were then used to describe what was seen. All experiments 
avoided the identification or description of the actual processes that operated 
between the beginning and end of experimentation. “Science is not science as 
we define it. It is anthropomorphic. At least in physics, it tells us nothing about 
what the world would be like without us, humanity, in it!”

“This may be true in your universe but not necessarily in mine,” replied 
Itzamná.

Not willing to give up his cherished Laws of Nature, Uwe responded, “It is 
impossible for any information or energy to travel faster than the speed of light, 
because if something were travelling faster than the speed of light, relative to 
an inertial frame of reference, it would be travelling backwards in time relative 
to another frame and causality would be violated. In such a frame of reference, 
an effect could be observed before its cause. This would result in a violation 
of causality. It has never been recorded and it would result in paradoxes,” said 
Uwe in an unequivocal tone.

“I would agree with your statements, however, they only apply within your 
universe. What if the speed of light travelled slower in one universe than in an-
other? Would not the speed of light, again, be seen as a constant in that universe, 
assuming that the speed of light was invariant, even if it was travelling more 
slowly than in another universe, where it travelled faster?”

“Are you trying to tell me that light travels slower in your universe than in 
this, our universe?” asked Uwe. He was genuinely losing his footing. “The con-
stants in each universe are different?”

“Yes. Every universe operates under similar but different physical laws. The 
principles are the same. It is only that the constants are different. Gravity oper-
ates in every universe, only the power of that gravity fluctuates between uni-
verses. The ratios between mass and gravity vary from universe to universe. The 
same is true for the speed of light and, consequently, time. Do you subscribe to 
the idea that time goes more slowly in higher gravitational fields, causing time 
dilations?” asked Itzamná.

“Yes. Einstein . . .”
“Who or what is Einstein?” asked Itzamná. “I will admit, I vaguely remem-

ber the name being mentioned but it did not come up often in anthropology.” 
“He was, possibly, our greatest physicist. He proposed two theories of rela-

tivity. General and Special relativity. General relativity deals with gravity. Spe-
cial relativity suggests that the speed of light is the same for all inertial ob-
servers regardless of the state of motion of the source, and it is a fundamental 
feature of the way space and time are unified as spacetime. He also proposed 
that spacetime is curved. He devised what we refer to as the Einstein field equa-
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tions which relate the curvature of spacetime with the mass, energy, and mo-
mentum within it,” explained Uwe.

“If you don’t mind, could you obtain some reading material for me on this 
Einstein? I would like to examine his work. It sounds very similar to the work 
done by Tartulixa, one of our greatest physicists. With this said, let me ask you 
a hypothetical question. If we assume that time is a function of the speed of light 
and the speed of light was half that in your world, would the occupants of the 
other world age at the same rate as you do on Earth?”

“Assuming all your statements to be correct, the beings in the other universe 
would appear to age half as quickly as in our universe,” said Uwe

“Would it be only apparent or would it be a reality? Does it make any differ-
ence where the observer is located?”

“Yes. If you took someone from Earth and placed them on your planet, and 
time passed half as slowly as on Earth, the laws of your planet would apply and 
that person would age half as slowly as someone on Earth.”

“I would agree with your statement. Another question. If a portal were creat-
ed between two points in a flat universe, would time be the same at both points, 
even if they are millions of partula apart?” asked Itzamná.

“By a portal, do you mean a pathway between distant points in a universe?”
“Yes.”
“And what is a partula?” Uwe stumbled a bit over the word.
“A partula is a unit of distance we use when talking about great distances. 

It is based on the speed of light and how far that light would travel in one zìsìtn 
– the time it takes our planet to revolve around our suns,” explained Itzamná.

“We have a similar measurement.” Uwe was becoming observably excit-
ed. They had similar terminology for similar phenomena. “Let me show you 
something.” He dug into the folio he had brought with him, and pulled out the 
spacetime diagram with the wormhole drawn in, the one he had created when 
the group had met months ago. He laid it on the table in front of Itzamná. “Does 
this look familiar to you?” 

“Yes. It seems to show what a portal accomplishes in flat spacetime, as you 
call it. The portal . . . .”

“We call it a wormhole,” said Uwe.
“The wormhole effectively folds timespace back on itself and reduces the 

distance between the two space points,” observed Itzamná.
 “Then,” began Uwe, “time would be the same at both points but not the 

observed time. Since the points are so far apart, and if we looking at that distant 
point through a telescope, when looking through the telescope we would be ob-
serving the distant point‘s past but it would be the present in both locations. The 
same would apply if beings on the distant point were observing us.”

“Very true. But, if light travelled slower or faster in different universes, 
wouldn’t time also be different?” asked Itzamná.

“Yes, but it would be uniform within each universe. So, the speed of light 
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and time are universal but each is universe specific.”
“Now you understand,” said Itzamná.
“Can I infer that, if time and the speed of light are different between our two 

worlds, there are other ‘Laws of Nature’ that are also different?” inquired Uwe. 
“And, can I assume that, even though we are different and our universes are dif-
ferent, the principles that underlay each universe are similar?”

“Absolutely. Our chemistry is also different. That is why the tablet you tested 
was unassailable. Similarly, our bodies and our food cannot be reproduced on 
Earth because we are based on different chemistries and different genetics. Our 
clothing and other materials cannot be reproduced on Earth. Their chemical 
components simply do not exist here. And, yes, while our universes differ, in 
general, the basic Laws of Nature are essentially the same. You could adapt our 
technology to your world but not directly. You could use the same principles we 
used to develop it but only after adaptation.” 

Sebastian, upon hearing the exchanges between Itzamná and Uwe, had 
grown increasingly intrigued. “May I break in for just a moment?” 

At about the same time, Heli rejoined the group. She had missed the discus-
sion between Itzamná and her father but was just in time to hear what her men-
tor had to say.

“By all means. What is on your mind?”
“Let me preface my question. As you are probably aware, we are on a mili-

tary installation. We as a species are vulnerable creatures and we become con-
cerned, almost to the point of paranoia, about the thought of alien beings, like 
yourself, visiting our world. We are even worried about other humans from our 
own world starting wars. From what I am hearing, you have nothing we can use 
and we have nothing you can use or want. So, does this mean that you do not 
represent a threat to humankind? I hate being so blunt, but it is a question that is 
rooted in our species’ felt sense of vulnerability.”

La Mont had been observing all that had been going on inside the meeting 
room from his elevated observation area. When Sebastian interrupted the dis-
cussion between Itzamná and Uwe he became concerned. When Sebastian had 
finally spit out his quasi-question, La Mont became upset. “What the hell is he 
doing? This is neither the time nor place for such a question.”

“Essentially, your observation is absolutely correct. You have nothing we 
need. You have virtually no resources we require or can use. Your technology 
is far behind ours, and ours cannot be duplicated here. Neither of us has any-
thing of value to barter. Our agents have warned us about  your species sense of 
paranoia. It may have evolved in your species’ early history, when you were at 
the mercy of larger, faster, and stronger predators but your evolution has made 
you the dominant species on the planet. Even so, you have not lost your sense 
of vulnerability. So, let me clear up any anxiety you may still harbor.” Itzamná 
smiled as he began to say, “We have no reason or need to invade Earth and we 
are not here to eat you.”
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Everyone’s mouth fell agape. The room fell completely silent. Only the hum 
of the fluorescent lights could be heard but even that sound seemed almost im-
perceptible over the sounds of hearts beating. Shock was registered on every-
one’s face. Itzamná looked on in amazement. He had tried to extinguish any 
tension over his group’s intentions by making a joke. Apparently, it had not 
been received well. He did not know how to correct his statement.

Finally, Heli began to laugh, at first quietly, then more loudly, accompanied 
by almost childlike clapping. She had been unaware that the Zetutxtili had a 
sense of humor. Everything she knew about them, combined with her conversa-
tion with Itzamná, provided no indication that humor was a component of their 
makeup but here was a leader of the Zetutxtili offering up a joke. It may have 
been poorly timed or delivered, but she recognized it for what it was. An attempt 
at humor.

Vladi said to Heli, “What the hell are you laughing about? Did you hear what 
he said and with a smile on his face?”

“You all missed the point of his statement. It was not a veiled threat, he was 
making a joke. Can’t  you see that? Everyone just looked from Itzamná to Heli, 
owl-eyed. Itzamná’s face had changed. He was no longer smiling. If anything, 
he either looked repentant or fearful. His first effort at humor had failed miser-
ably. At home, he was considered to be quite humorous, skilled in the use of the 
double entendre. 

Sebastian recovered from the shock, smiled, and began clapping. Vladi 
joined in. Soon the others were celebrating their first taste of Zetutxtilian humor. 
La Mont was not laughing or smiling. One of Itzamná’s comments had caught 
him completely off guard – ‘Our agents . . .’  ‘What agents?’

La Mont picked up one of the phones on the desk before him, pushed a speed 
dial button, and soon heard Stevenson’s voice. “Axle, we have a problem. From 
my understanding of one of  Itzamná’s comments, the Zetutxtili have agents on 
Earth. I want to know who they are and where they are!” He hung up. 

Itzamná, continued. “I am sorry if I upset you. I was just trying to inject a 
little humor. My timing must have been off. We have no ulterior motives in 
coming to Earth. You have to believe me. While our planets have little or noth-
ing of value for one another, this does not mean we do not have things that the 
other can use.”

“Like what?” asked Sebastian.
“When we first came to your world, we came because we could. We had 

developed technology that permitted us to travel between worlds in our own 
universe and soon between universes. We can share technology but it will have 
to be adapted to your world. We cannot just hand it to you. We can provide you 
with the principles and you will have to find a way to use it in your own world. 
From speaking with Uwe, I know he has a grasp on how our physics works, and 
he should be able to apply our technology in your world. Does anyone else have 
any other questions?”
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Vladi stood. “I have one.”
“What would you like to know. If I can, I will answer it.”
“I would like to validate my findings, regarding the tablet. The tablet seems 

composed of sets of six symbols, which I believe to be, using your terminology, 
portal coordinates and these sets of six space coordinates are grouped under a 
series of single symbols. I have assumed that the single, seventh symbol repre-
sents a universe or galaxy designation,” said Vladi. Uwe looked on with a smile 
on his face. 

“You are completely correct in your assumptions.”
“When you arrived and, later, when your equipment arrived, I saw no ‘de-

vices’ that I thought could be used to coordinate or generate a wormhole or 
portal. How do you do it?”

“We can discuss the technical aspects of wormhole generation later but, for 
now, I will give you a quick overview. The device used is here.” Itzamná pulled 
up his sleeve. On his wrist was a device about the size of an oversized watch. 
It reminded her of a black, Casio G-Shock digital wristwatch she had seen in 
one of the local department stores in Madison, only there was no face or digital 
screen, only a series of small buttons. “This device is multifunctional. It is capa-
ble of providing communication, tracking, and portal creation and coordination. 
In addition, it monitors our health vital signs, and has defensive capabilities.”

“All those functions in such a small device?!” exclaimed Vladi.
“It has even more functions but I never use them so, I have to confess, I don’t 

know how to use them. They showed me but it was just more than I needed. 
To open a portal, all I have to do is punch in the coordinates. When I press the 
last required piece of coordinate information, the device opens the portal to that 
destination. If we utilize a particular set of coordinates frequently, the device 
automatically assigns a single unique symbol for that set of coordinates. This 
saves time and reduces the possibility of error.”

“How can a device so small generate the power necessary to invoke a por-
tal?” asked Vladi. “It is much too small to have much of a power source.”

“To be very honest, I don’t know the technical aspects of portal formation 
but I do know that it is based on cosmic harmonics. As a consequence, it takes 
much less energy to produce a portal than you would think. “If I am not mis-
taken, one of your professors at a school in Texas is currently working on just 
such a device.”

“How, who? Ah, how do you know about this, and who is it?” asked Vladi. 
She was shocked by his revelation. It occurred to her, ‘This being knows much 
more about our world than he is letting on. How does he know?’

Again, Itzamná’s comment was not missed by La Mont. He shared Vladi’s 
feeling. Itzamná knew far too much.

“We have monitors. His name is Ramdas Sengupta. He is very close to 
breaking through the barrier between universes.”

Heli had settled herself beside her father. She wanted to tell him about her 
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conversation with William. “Daddy, I talked . . .”
Upon hearing a familiar name, Heli and Uwe immediately turned their at-

tention toward Itzamná. “Did you say Sengupta?” Daddy, isn’t he a friend of 
yours?!”

“You know Sengupta?!” asked Itzamná.
“Yes. We work together on a number of things but he has not mentioned any-

thing about working on portal devices. He, Stephen Hawking and I frequently 
collaborate. I am surprised that he hasn’t mentioned his work on wormholes as 
a portal,” said Uwe. “I will have to contact him when we get home.”

Sebastian spoke up. “Vladi, do you have all your questions answered?”
“No. I have only one more for right now. It shouldn’t take long to answer.” 

She turned from Sebastian to Itzamná. “Itzamná, if I had a portal device, could 
I simply punch in six symbols for my destination and one for the galaxy or uni-
verse I wanted? Would it be that simple?”

Itzamná pondered his response. “That is a difficult question to answer. Yes, 
if you had a portal device, all you would have to do is, as you said, punch in the 
coordinates. No, because your device would have to have been pre-programmed 
with all the information that the symbols represent. Then the device knows pre-
cisely where  you wanted to go. You cannot pick coordinates randomly. One 
mistake and you could be transported out into empty space. In our device, just 
in case we mis-punch, there is an override program that prevents us from ending 
up somewhere that is inhospitable. By inhospitable I mean environmentally as 
well as the planet’s inhabitants. We have no enemies but some societies react vi-
olently toward strangers. There is a lot of built-in programming, most of which 
is directed toward our protection. You would have to set the parameters that 
would guarantee the safety of the portal user. This cannot be done arbitrarily 
and must be based on reconnaissance.”

“Would we be able to use one of your devices?” asked Vladi.
“I see no reason why you could not use one. It is not species specific, as far as 

I know. It is a simple machine. It will do what it is programmed to do. The only 
thing you would need to know to use it, is where the coordinates would take 
you, or at least preprogram the safety override to insure your safety.”

“Could it be programmed to work, exclusively on Earth? Now, we use air 
planes to travel long distances. Could it be used to travel from point to point on 
Earth?” asked Vladi.

Everyone could see where she was going with her idea. Airlines could be 
eliminated, along with all the problems – economic, social, and political – asso-
ciated with the airline industry. One could simply program in a destination and 
be transported there with no environmental impact whatsoever. No reservations 
would be required. No long security lines. It would be individual travel and 
transport at its best.

La Mont could see many military applications, with many of the same bene-
fits for civilians. Troops and material could be moved from one place to another 
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without the heavy investment in planes, ships, etc. It could revolutionize war-
fare and make the military instantly mobile, no delays in deployment anywhere 
in the world. ‘I wonder if such a device could be programmed using GPS coor-
dinates? The options would be almost limitless. The only downside would be 
in the blinding light and crackling that seemed to be associated with the arrival 
of people or material through the portal. In theory, we could eliminate our fleet 
of space shuttles. We could colonize any hospitable planet by just using portal 
technology. No long distance space flights with their huge costs. There could 
be another downside if the device were made available to civilians. Terrorists 
could move freely, anywhere. There would be no way to defend against them!’ 

“From my limited knowledge of the device, I cannot see any reason that it 
couldn’t have its use restricted through programming to planetary use only,” 
said Itzamná.

“One final question. Would the Zetutxtili consider selling these devices to 
us?”

“That is a very difficult question to answer. Selling is based on the concept 
of bartering, the exchange of one valuable good for another. To be overly blunt, 
what does Earth possess that we on Zetutxtil do not already have? There is no 
basis for the exchange,” said Itzamná.

“You have me there. When you put it that way, we appear to be a rather pa-
thetic species that owes its very existence to your generosity.” 
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Chapter 19

As Vladi discussed the use of the Zetutxtili’s portal device with Itzamná, 
Heli was huddled with Sebastian and her father, whispering. “I talked to Wil-
liam. I told him that Itzamná, along with a bodyguard called a Fyawìntxu, had 
arrived shortly after we ‘turned on’ the device. He was astounded. Then I told 
him about Itzamná’s offer. To be honest, I thought we had been cut off. The line 
seemed to go dead but I could hear breathing. He was speechless. I’ve never 
known him to be without some kind of comment before. Finally, he asked how 
long it would be for. I had to tell him I had no idea. I would have to master an 
entire foreign language. He must have heard the excitement in my voice and he 
gave me his blessing but I just know it was given reluctantly. Except for short 
business trips, William and I have never been apart for any length of time since 
we got together. It will seem strange. Intellectually, he understands but person-
ally . . . I don’t think I want to be apart until I have mastered their language, so 
I am going to suggest to both Itzamná and La Mont that I am free to go home, 
or have William come to wherever Itzamná and I work.”

“I don’t think either will have a problem with your condition. It is only rea-
sonable,” said Sebastian. Uwe nodded in agreement.

“You know, come to think of it, something just occurred to me. Do they have 
wives or girlfriends like we do on Zetutxtil?” asked Heli. “And I wonder if they 
get homesick or lonely being away. From my translation, they were on Earth 
for a hundred years. Did they go back from time to time for a visit with their 
families? Also, no one has mentioned it but this cannot be the same Itzamná that 
was here five thousand years ago!”

“You’re absolutely right. No one has even brought that question up. We have 
been all so busy with our own ideas and agendas,” said Uwe.

“When I get a chance, I want to talk to him about it,” said Heli. “Sebastian, 
do you want to meet with Itzamná next? You haven’t had a chance to sit down 
with him to chat, have you?”

“No. I’m fine. There is time. I’m rather enjoying just being an observer for 
now. You go ahead. I am sure Itzamná is anxious to hear your answer,” said Se-
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bastian. Heli could see that Sebastian was soaking in every word that Itzamná 
had to say, mentally recording everything, trying to synthesize all the new in-
formation he was providing and, at the same time, sizing up the professed father 
of the Maya. 

La Mont sat pensively in his control room overlooking the meeting area. 
Like Sebastian, for now he was content just listening in on Itzamná’s discus-
sions. He had already learned a number of things about the Zetutxtili. Even 
he had to smile at Itzamná’s comment about not coming to Earth to eat us. It 
seemed true that the Zetutxtili were not the least bit interested in our resources. 
And, from all indications, they were a perfectly peaceful civilization. He was 
still concerned by the idea that the Zetutxtili had ‘monitors’ on Earth and he was 
very interested in the workings of their personal protection devices, as these 
could have definite military applications.

It was apparent that Vladi and Itzamná’s conversation was winding down; so, 
Heli stepped forward, waiting for an opportunity to speak with Itzamná again. 
Itzamná saw her standing quietly behind Vladi. He looked at her and nodded. 
She had been acknowledged. 

“Thank you for your time. I hope we have another opportunity to talk,” said 
Vladi as she stood and shook his hand. “He’s all yours, Heli.”

Heli seated herself across from Itzamná. “What are your husband’s feelings 
regarding my proposal to you?” asked Itzamná.

“He is the consummate academic. His mind says yes but as my husband, he 
has reservations, even if they are unspoken. He left the final decision with me, 
which I knew he would. I have decided to take accept your offer. However, I 
have one small request.”

“And what would that be?” asked Itzamná.
“I would like to be able to go home periodically or have my husband be able 

to visit me.”
“I see no reason that cannot be arranged. I am assuming, at least for the time 

being, we will not be permitted to leave this facility, although your military is 
really in no position to stop us from leaving if we want. Maybe in time, we will 
be free to travel. I am sure we have to demonstrate our trustworthiness first. 
When that time comes, it may be possible for me to visit your home.” said 
Itzamná.

“I would like that very much,” said Heli. Both smiled at the thought.  “I have 
a question. It may sound personal but it really is professional.”

Itzamná was cautious. He had drawn certain conclusions regarding this 
young human but her statement seemed somewhat strange. Even so, his curios-
ity needed to be satisfied. “Ask what you will.”

“Actually, it is several questions. Let me ask all of them and then you can 
answer them, if you will, in whatever order you choose. First, are there women, 
females on Zetuxtil? Second, do you get lonely when you are away from home? 
Do you miss your family? Finally, if you are Itzamná, how old are you? And 
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are you the same Itzamná mentioned in my translations, taken from the case?”
Itzamná smiled broadly. “You are definitely an anthropologist. So, you want 

to know about our social structure, do you?” Itzamná glanced toward Sebastian, 
who was listening closely and grinning at their dialog. Itzamná could also see 
that Sebastian was very proud of his protégé. She was exceeding all his expec-
tations. Itzamná would test the waters. “Did your mentor suggest you ask these 
questions?”

Heli leaned forward, not wanting Sebastian to really hear her response and 
whispered. “No. They are all mine. I’m just curious, probably more from a 
woman’s point of view than as an anthropologist. However, I suppose they 
would be the kinds of questions a professional anthropologist would want an-
swered. I don’t think I am anywhere near to being a real anthropologist quite 
yet.”

Itzamná’s response was anything but reserved. “My dear, you were a profes-
sional anthropologist even before you arrived here. Your mentor was quite right, 
when he said you would be a professor in no time. You have shown remarkable 
insight and ability already. You are, as they say, a natural. You have an inquisi-
tive mind and extraordinary abilities.” 

Itzamná’s comments made Heli take a deep breath and blush slightly. “Thank 
you.”

“To answer your questions, I am not, in fact, the original Itzamná. He died 
many zìsìt ago. A zìsìt is the time it takes our world to revolve around our suns. 
Your year is like our zìsìt, only much shorter. One zìsìt would equal approxi-
mately 6 of your years. The people of Zetutxtil live approximately 100 zìsìt, or 
600 Earth years. I am the ninth generation direct descendent of the Itzamná that 
visited Earth so long ago. He came to Earth at 37 and died at 97, long after he 
returned home. 

“In our culture, we take the name of our father. Just as you have juniors, we 
receive a numerical suffix to our name. Mine is 5526, so I am the 5,526th It-
zamná. I am substantially younger than was my predecessor who came to Earth 
so long ago. I am 14,” said Itzamná.

“You’re a child, then!” exclaimed Heli. She swiveled in her chair, turning 
toward Sebastian and Uwe. She was perplexed. How could this be. A child in 
charge of an off world expedition!

“I need to explain something about my people.”
“Please,” said Heli, almost pleadingly.
“On Zetutxtil, our mental and physical development does not correspond to 

yours on Earth. We grow to adulthood in two zìsìt, both physically and mentally. 
That would be 12 Earth years. However, unlike humans, we do not begin with 
a mentally clean slate. We receive genetic memories from both of our parents.”

“Does this mean you know what your parents know from birth?!” asked 
Heli. Sebastian, who had been slouched in his seat, sat bold upright, his atten-
tion riveted on Itzamná.
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“Essentially, yes.”
“So, basically, you are born with your parents’ knowledge. Are you able to 

talk and reason at birth?”
“We ‘know’ what our parents know but we are not able to use it all imme-

diately. It takes us two years to ‘grow into’ our brains. We also have to develop 
physically, so we cannot talk immediately. By one zìsìt, we can converse and 
most of our memories are becoming accessible,” said Itzamná. “We add to those 
memories and the combined set of memories and knowledge is passed on.”

“If the memories are passed on, does that mean you have no need for formal 
education?”

“We have no need for introductory education. If we want to learn something 
new, something our parents had not learned, we have schools for such things but 
not for basic information,” said Itzamná.

“You mentioned your parents. Can I assume that you have both a mother and 
father?”

“Of course. Did you think we were created in a test tube, cloned?” Itzamná 
watched Heli’s face as he made his comment. She squirmed a bit in her chair. 
He smiled. Her response was exactly as he had anticipated. ‘Humans lost their 
composure fairly easily, especially when they are confronted with information 
that they were not expecting. They grow uneasy.’

“Uh. I didn’t really know. Until you mentioned the word parents, I have 
never heard you mention anything about there being a female in your species. 
I will admit, maybe for everyone as well, we know almost nothing about your 
people. You are an enigma to us. All we know is you. Do you have a wife, a 
mate back home?” asked Heli.

“Yes. Her name is Manatulan. We were married when we were five. We have 
two children, Itzamná 5527 and Manatulan 4773, a son and daughter. Itza is 
the eldest. He is three, and Mana is just over one. He wants to be an engineer, a 
green jacket. Mana wants to be a yellow jacket like her mother.”

“I have noticed that you wear a red colored jacket. Does that have to do with 
rank or station in life? Or, does it have to do with occupation? You mentioned 
Itza wants to be a green jacket and Mana a yellow jacket,” observed Heli.

“Out jackets are not related to a specific occupation but indicates a range of 
occupation types. I wear red because I am considered, what you would call, an 
academic, more specifically, a researcher. Green jackets are for people who are 
technicians, like engineers. Yellow jackets are reserved for those who wish to 
involved in domestics. I can provide you with the occupations by color if you 
would like.”

“That would be very useful. Then one’s jacket color does not represent a type 
of rank? Aren’t some jobs considered more prestigious than others?” inquired 
Heli.

“I wouldn’t use the word rank. In our society, everyone is equal. It does not 
matter what your sex might be or your occupation. No jobs are deemed men’s 
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or women’s jobs. Some men are yellow jackets, while their wives are another 
color. I have a friend who is female and a blue jacket. She is an administrator in 
the government. Her husband is a yellow jacket. She is not deemed more or less 
important than he. Each is simply fulfilling a necessary function.”

“Income has no bearing on one’s status. In fact, no one receives a prescribed 
income. Long ago, the idea that one job was more valuable than another was 
dispensed with. That is when individual incomes ceased to be. We have a sys-
tem of exchange but no one takes more than they can use and everyone needs 
the same things – food, clothing, housing, relaxation, etc. There is no, what you 
would call, conspicuous consumption.” 

“We have an identification chip inserted just below the skin on our left arm. 
This provides all our personal data. It provides basic identification details. This 
chip is used when we obtain all goods and services. It alerts our government to 
our use and consumption patterns. By keeping a close watch on these patterns, 
the government can insure that the goods and services we require are always 
available, when and where we require them.”

“The details of our health are also included on the chip. All the details con-
tained on the chip are updated periodically, so they are always current. Suppose 
I had an accident and was unconscious. The medical technicians can simply 
read the data from my ID chip and they know who I am, where I live, my medi-
cal history, my relatives, everything about me.”

“Don’t your people feel that the routine use of the chip, by your government, 
is an intrusion on your personal life, your privacy? The government can track 
you and your movements, as well as your consumption patterns. This does not 
bother you?” asked Heli.

“I don’t think that the concept of government intrusion ever comes up. Our 
government is there to make our lives function more smoothly. It is not there to 
spy on us or control us. It is there to provide for us. If this takes monitoring, so 
be it. Our government is predicated on the principle of service, not exploitation 
or control. Our politicians are not elected, as yours are and they do not occupy 
their offices for reasons of gain. It is just a job. And most occupy their positions 
for life. They provide a needed service. What you might call oversight. You 
have a word in your language – surveillance. In your society, the word seems to 
have a negative connotation. In our society, we want government surveillance. 
It insures that everyone is safe and cared for. If our homes are on fire, we want 
the government to know and they will send the firefighters. If we fall and are 
injured, we want the government to know and they will send the medical techni-
cians. Our government does not intrude. It protects and coordinates.” 

When Itzamná made his comment about falling and being injured, Heli im-
mediately pictured the ‘Help I’ve Fallen and  I Can’t Get Up’ commercials on 
TV. The commercial’s catchphrase just seemed to implant itself in everyone’s 
mind. The commercial had done its job. People remembered it. She could not 
help but smile.
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“I believe that the difference between our two types of government stems 
from what we expect of them, or how they have evolved. You expect govern-
ments to control things and control means the loss of personal responsibility 
and rights and freedoms. So, your governments have become what you want 
them to be – controlling. We expect our government to protect us and serve us, 
and that is what it does. It is a matter of function following philosophy. If you 
want a non-intrusive form of government, a government that serves its citizens, 
you must take responsibility for seeing that is what you get. Governments are 
an extension of the people. It will become what the citizens want it to be. You 
want control and that is what your governments do – control. As a people, you 
must change your attitudes first. Then, and only then, will your government 
change from control to service. When you take responsibility for your actions 
and do ‘the right thing,’ you no longer need many of the services of your current 
government – laws regarding behavior, police, prisons and jails, etc. You wish 
your government to serve as a substitute for individual responsibility. As long as 
you refuse to be individually responsible, you will need the type of government 
you have. A long time ago, one of our social philosophers, Buralotx, made the 
observation: People get the form of government they need. If I am not mistaken, 
several of your social philosophers have made similar comments.”

“We have come to believe that everyone should work but it is not for one’s 
own aggrandizement. Work is our individual responsibility to every other per-
son. Farmers grow food because people need food. Transport people move 
products around because people everywhere need those products. Politicians 
serve because we need government. People work as sewer operators because 
we all need sewers. There is no profit motive because there is no need to profit, 
and profit usually means someone loses while someone else gains, either power 
or prestige. Neither of these are viewed as useful values. We all get the products 
and services we need. There is no competition for gain. We long ago instilled 
in everyone the need to participate and be productive. No one needs art but we 
have artists because people like art. We have musicians because people like mu-
sic and some people like making music. The same is true for people who make 
pottery, textiles, etc.”

“Everyone is satisfied. Everyone is happy. We all have what we require. 
Wants and needs are indistinguishable. They are one and the same. You have 
a word for how our society operates – utopia. The role of government is only 
to make sure that everyone has everything they need and that can be achieved 
only if there are sufficient people. Government, on my world, insures that all 
requisite goods and services are distributed efficiently.”

“Occasionally, our government requests we have more or less children. 
When our population dwindles and jobs are not being filled, we are asked to 
have more children. There is no un- or under-employment. Everyone works 
who can. Everyone feels the need to work, as long as they are able. Most people 
work until they die and are happy to do so, since it gives their lives meaning. We 
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do not have an institution you might call retirement. Everyone is productive, in 
some way, right up to the end.”

“In our society, everyone has value, everyone feels needed, and everyone is 
appreciated. Therefore, everyone is taken care of. And there are no observable 
class distinctions. It is the perfect society,” said Itzamná. “We have observed 
that criminality stems from mental imbalances or character defects. Both of 
these are detected early on in each child’s development and treated. Conse-
quently, we have no need for jails or mental institutions. People just do the right 
thing.”

“It sounds like a very regimented life. What if one tires of being, say, a red 
jacket and wants to become, a blue jacket?” asked Heli.

“I suppose you could look at it as regimentation but, in reality, we are free 
to be and do whatever we want. As I said, sometimes our government asks that 
we have more children. This usually happens when our population declines 
below a prescribed level and that does happen periodically. These declines oc-
cur when we do not replace those who have died, when our replacement rate 
does not equal our depletion rate. Our population is almost always in balance 
– the number of people being born versus the number of people who are dying. 
Sometimes, due to premature deaths, this balance goes out of equilibrium.” 

“Sometimes jobs go unfilled, at least until someone steps forward to fill it. 
At no time will any society fall and crumble if a particular job is not filled. It 
may cause temporary hardship but, eventually, every job gets filled. At times 
people will voluntarily change jobs because they see a vacancy that they can fill. 
We have a deeply seated sense of duty to our fellows. That is why our system 
works. We do not respond to things like financial gain or prestige because of 
either employment or position. We are a completely egalitarian society, and our 
social and political structures reflect those values.”

“When we are away from home, yes we get lonely but since travel to almost 
anywhere involves the use of the portal, we can go home whenever we feel we 
must.” 

“Obviously, I have oversimplified things but, I hope, you have gotten a feel 
for our society. Have my comments answered all your questions or been use-
ful?” 

“That and more,” said Heli. “I am sure I will have more but, for now, they 
can wait. I think Sebastian would like to have an opportunity to speak with 
you.”

As Heli rose from her chair, Itzamná  turned his attention to Sebastian. “Dr. 
Kaiserling, you have been sitting there very patiently all morning. Don’t you 
have questions?.”

“Would you believe me if I said, no?”
“Not really. Come, take a seat. I sense that what you want to talk about is 

quite different from what the others have been concerned with. Am I correct?” 
asked Itzamná.
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“I have a number of questions. Some have to do with your people’s first 
visitation to Earth. Those might be classified as professional questions. Then, I 
have what might be called personal questions. And just possibly, your answers 
to my personal questions will prove much more important.”

“More important than your professional questions? What is more important 
to an academic than his professional questions?” asked Itzamná. Sebastian had 
genuinely piqued his interest. ‘What could Sebastian want to know that was 
more important than his work?’

Sebastian seated himself across from Itzamná. For a moment, he just stared at 
him. Surprisingly, Itzamná showed signs of uneasiness. All morning Sebastian 
had been trying to gauge the man who sat across from him. He seemed genuine. 
He seemed sincere. He seemed to be answering everyone’s questions honestly, 
without hesitation, but was he holding something back.? ‘If the Zetutxtili do not 
need anything from Earth in the way of resources or something else, why were 
they so interested in Earth?’ “As a matter of fact, I do have a few questions. 
Why are you really here? Why such an interest in Earth? By your own admis-
sion, you or your ancestors have been patiently waiting, for the better part of ten 
generations, to be summoned by your device and, at the same time, you have 
had some of your people living among us for who knows how long. Your com-
mand of our language is uncanny. Why have you not revealed yourself earlier?”

“Your questions are most pointed, Dr. Kaiserling.”
“There is no reason to beat around the bush any longer, and I am not a diplo-

mat. So, I see no reason to be obtuse,” said Sebastian. “So, let’s be honest with 
one another. The others are preoccupied talking among themselves and, for all 
intents and purposes, we are alone.”

“Yes, we have had people monitoring Earth for generations. Earth is unique 
among all the planets we have ever encountered. It was the first planet we were 
able to travel to outside our universe.” 

“It is imperative that you know that you are not alone even in your own gal-
axy. There are several other humanoids and non-humanoids, beside the Niribui, 
that occupy planets throughout your galaxy. To date, only the Niribui have suc-
cessfully visited Earth. Currently, they are the only species with the technologi-
cal capabilities to get here but that may soon change. We are the only ones, at 
present, who possess portal technology, although surprisingly, your Sengupta 
may well be on the threshold of a breakthrough.” 

“We came originally to stimulate cultural and scientific development among 
the tribal people we encountered here. Our initial visit was approximately 
10,000 years ago. At that time, except in Egypt, all we found were dispersed 
groups of people. These people were hunters and gatherers, little more than 
scavengers. They had only stone, wood, and bone tools. We knew we were too 
early. They were simply too primitive to teach.”

“Wouldn’t you consider that decision, or observation, pejorative or demean-
ing? That was a value judgment. You said everyone in your society was equal,” 
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observed Sebastian.
“You are absolutely correct. If I were to make such a statement within the 

context of my society, I would be considered to be suffering from some kind 
of mental illness, requiring medical attention. However, I was not making the 
comment within my society. I was making an empirical evaluation of a species 
not yet equal to my own.”

“I understand,” acknowledged Sebastian.
“My comment was intended not as a value judgment but as an assessment of 

your predecessors’ ability to assimilate the information we were offering. They 
possessed neither the mental nor social development necessary to use the skills 
we were prepared to give them. Would you attempt to teach a dog calculus? No. 
You wouldn’t waste your time because you know the dog could neither absorb 
nor utilize the skill you were trying to teach. Is that a value judgment or simply 
an assessment or evaluation?”

 “Your point is well made. You are right,” admitted Sebastian.
“Of all the people at this time, only the Egyptians were even remotely ready 

to receive our gifts. They learned very quickly. As a consequence, our first visit 
to Earth was very short. I will admit, they were a very unique people.”

“We waited. When we returned for the second time, Mankind had made sig-
nificant gains. However, those gains were made over the course of nearly 5,000 
years.”

Sebastian, more to himself than as a real comment, “So, your second arrival 
coincided with one of the greatest epochs of human development, our Neo-
lithic.”

“At first it was simply an experiment. Could we, in fact, influence and direct 
human evolution? Your people were at a stage of development, where the gifts 
of writing and mathematics were becoming necessary. The levels of develop-
ment we encountered were very regionalized. Some of my teams found the 
people in their areas farther along the evolutionary path than others. I chose to 
work in what you call Central America. The Mayan people, at the time, had not 
evolved as far as those in your India and China, or even the area you call your 
Middle East. The Maya were very tribal and nomadic. Most were still hunt-
ers and gatherers, who occupied the forests. My groups were among the more 
recalcitrant in terms of making the transition from hunting and gathering to 
agriculture. They were also very antagonistic toward one another. I could never 
get them to lose their tendency toward violence. They seemed to love warfare, 
and try as I might, I could never eliminate that innate trait before my departure. 
We introduced science, mathematics, writing, and astronomy.”

“We had observed another cultural complex in the mountains far to the south 
but they seemed to be moving toward civilization quite quickly, so we decided 
to focus our attention on the more backward people of Central America. Ac-
cording to reports, maybe we should have worked with the mountain people. 
Later, I learned that the Maya and the Toltecs, Olmecs, and Aztecs became 
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self-destructive and all our efforts were in vain. Our tutelage worked almost 
everywhere else, but it did not work among the Maya, and the other proto-
civilizations in what is now Mexico and Central America. I will confess, I had 
great hopes for the Maya.”

“For not having been here in for approximately 5,000 years, you seem to 
have an intimate knowledge about our global development as a species. You 
even used terms that could not have been known at the time you were here. For 
example, you seem to be familiar with the merging of the Archaic and Toltec 
cultures in Valley of Mexico, becoming the Aztec culture. How is this pos-
sible?” inquired Sebastian.

“As I said, we waited until the people of Earth had evolved sufficiently to be 
able to utilize the intellectual gifts that we brought with us. We waited nearly 
5,000 years between our first and second visitations. After we had systematical-
ly provided your various people with the tools necessary for the development of 
true civilization, we waited for the cases we left behind to be discovered, trans-
lated, and reassembled, just as you did with the case I left behind. When, after 
another 1,000 Earth years, and no one had contacted us, we sent back observers. 
They travelled extensively and reported. We had anticipated a smooth, gradual 
cultural evolution of Earth cultures. It was apparent that this was not happening. 
Some groups were moving much more quickly than others.”

“What truly surprised us was the rate of development in what you call Eu-
rope. We had ignored this area, just as we had Africa but for different reasons. 
In Africa, we found no widespread or suitable grains that could be used as core 
crops. We felt that civilization would evolve more quickly in the more temper-
ate portions of your planet. We believed the European climate too harsh and 
inhospitable to sustain a robust civilization. The African environment was either 
harsh desert or tropical rainforests. We saw no evidence or predilection for the 
development of civilization in either area, making the evaluation that we would 
be wasting our time in either area. This proved to be a major miscalculation – a 
mistake. Now we find the influence of European culture felt all around your 
planet.” 

“As the cultures we had seeded began to mature, the rate of evolution also 
surprised us, especially in light of how slowly it had evolved immediately after 
our original insemination. It is then that we began sending our observers more 
frequently. Beginning approximately 500 of your years ago, the rate of cultural 
and technological evolution, largely in Europe, increased to the point where we 
felt it necessary to maintain an almost continuous group of monitors on Earth.”

“It is through these monitors that we have learned to read and speak your 
various languages. These languages have evolved substantially from the ones 
we introduced, just as we had expected, because, as you know, languages grow 
with the culture. I knew that this day would come, when we would return to 
Earth and have to make our presence known, and toward this end, I chose to 
learn English. While it is not innately the most sophisticated or contextually 
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rich language on Earth, it is by far the most flexible and vibrant. Surprisingly, it 
is one of the languages we had nothing to do with. That was a surprise to us as 
well. It is uniquely a manifestation of your European cultures.

“Over the last 150 to 100 years, your rate of development has surpassed 
our wildest expectations. I will confess, however, humankind displays two at-
tributes that are very disturbing – your propensity to remain tribal and your 
penchant for violence. Earth is the only planet we know of that is occupied by a 
species that is segmented by what you call race, and each race seems to be self-
isolating. Every other planet we have ever encountered has been occupied by a 
single race of beings. Consequently, it is comparatively easy for such people to 
forge a single planetary identity. We hold ourselves responsible for the divisive-
ness that exists on your planet, and this divisiveness keeps you from achieving 
a single human identity. We were wrong. We exacerbated your divisiveness. We 
should have fostered cooperation and unity. Had we intervened a third time, we 
might have corrected this problem but we debated the issue and it was agreed 
we would see if you were able to resolve the issue of race on your own. You 
have not.”

“Does that mean, you have come to resolve this human defect, or to advise 
us?”  Sebastian almost regretted having asked the question. He was not sure he 
really wanted an answer but he couldn’t take it back and he was sure Itzamná 
would answer, like it or not. A feeling of dread swept over him. Was he about to 
find his adolescent desire that aliens were all benign was fact or fiction?

“The reason I am telling you this is that your world must unite, and unite 
soon. You face a threat. It is entirely possible that the Niribui will annihilate all 
human life on your planet. They need your genetic material to revitalize their 
dying population. However, this is not their primary reason for visiting Earth. 
They are running out of resources. Their planet is dying.” 

“With very few exceptions, all the life forms in your galaxy share a common 
genetic makeup because of being carbon-based life forms. A few are silicon-
based. All carbon-based life forms share common problems that stem from their 
bio-chemical makeup. The Niribui are no exception. They require a new home 
world and Earth is the most likely candidate.”

“What?! I’ve been led to believe that the Niribui have been willing to share 
their technology with Earth,” Sebastian exclaimed.

La Mont had been bored to death by Itzamná’s long-winded, anthropology 
lecture but sat stiff and upright when Itzamná mentioned the Niribui. ‘They will 
annihilate all human life on Earth! Impossible.’ He leapt from his seat, stormed 
down the stairs that led to the meeting room, and burst into the room. “What is 
this about the Niribui?!”

Itzamná was startled by La Mont’s arrival. He was sure that La Mont, or his 
subordinates were listening in on all his conversations with Sebastian’s group 
but he had not expected such an animated arrival. “What?”

La Mont, quickly walked forward, stepped in front of Sebastian, leaned, and 
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planted his fisted hands on the table before him. “You said that the Niribui in-
tend to annihilate everyone. Did I hear you correctly?” asked La Mont.

“Yes. You heard me correctly.”
“Would you care to explain it to me?” asked La Mont, with a definite edge 

to his voice.
Itzamná sat quietly and calmly, hands clasped in front of him. “I would not 

presume to make a comment that I could not substantiate. Let me ask you some 
questions first. Did the Niribui freely and willingly make themselves known to 
you, your government, or the world?

“No. We captured some of them when their ship crashed,” La Mont replied.
“Did they voluntarily agree to provide you with technology?”
“Yes.”
“Did they volunteer it or was the exchange based on some leverage you had 

over them?”
“Well, they were stranded on Earth. Most were injured. Some were dead, 

caused by the crash. We agreed to let them go home if they would provide us 
with some of their technology. So, I guess you could say they ‘volunteered’ to 
provide technology in exchange for care and a safe return to their home planet, 
wherever that might be,” admitted La Mont.

“Did they, or have they ever, provided you with any technology that could be 
used for military or defensive purposes?”

“No. That was part of our agreement. They would provide us with medi-
cal technology but they would not provide any technology that could be used 
militarily.”

“Have they made a concerted effort to demilitarize your world?”
Before he began to respond, La Mont looked blankly at Itzamná. Then he be-

gan, “They have worked clandestinely with our world leaders to promote world 
peace and the non-proliferation of nuclear weaponry. Yes, I see where you’re 
going with this. They’ve been systematically disarming our militaries, eliminat-
ing our most potent weapons, all in the name of peace. Once our arsenals are 
empty, they swoop in and we’re toast.” 

“The medical technology they have provided to you, has it been ground-
breaking or breakthrough technology? Has it cured your most persistent and 
devastating diseases?”

“No. But, it has been useful in getting to some new hope for coming up with 
a cure for a number of diseases.” La Mont had never really analyzed the quali-
tative or quantitative importance of the medical technology the Niribui were 
providing.

“Did they accidentally introduce any new diseases to Earth?”
“They let a crew member, infected with what we call AIDS, come to Earth 

and more than two million people die of AIDS each year and there are some-
where around 30 million people who are infected,” said La Mont.

“I can tell you categorically, considering their level of medical technology, 
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there is no way that they ‘accidentally’ allowed a crew member to come to 
Earth. It is just a medical impossibility. How is this disease transferred?”

“Through contact with bodily fluids. Through the use of contaminated nee-
dles and sexual contact,” advised La Mont.

“Do the Niribui have regular sexual contact with the people on Earth?”
“Well, no.”
“Do they share contaminated needles with the people of Earth? How many 

drug addicts do the Niribui have as crew members and what is the likelihood 
that they are sharing contaminated drug-use needles with humans?”

“Virtually none,” admitted La Mont.
“Now, connect the data points. They are effectively removing your world’s 

defensive capabilities, they have ‘accidentally’ introduced an incurable disease 
that is killing more than 2 million people a year, and they are slow to provide 
any medical technologies of real value. Isn’t there a pattern to all this? They are 
systematically reducing your ability to defend yourself and, at the same time, 
they are killing you off using biological warfare. Could it be any simpler?”

“When you put it that way, yes, it does seem obvious,” admitted La Mont.
“Finally, just as we have monitors on Earth, we have observers on Niribu. 

The Niribui have, possibly less than 100 years before their planet will become a 
dead world. You may have, perhaps, 50 years to prepare for the Niribui attack.”

“That reminds me. I found your announcement that you have agents, moni-
tors, or observers, or whatever you want to call them, on Earth a little more 
than disturbing. Would you care to elaborate? And how can you possibly do this 
considering your, ah, unique appearance?” asked La Mont.

“It is amazing how easy it is to blend in. A change of clothes and a haircut, 
you’re almost there. . . .”

“But, what about the obvious?” La Mont tapped his nose with his finger. 
“Ah. Your noses? They are fairly conspicuous. I’m sorry to be so tactless and 
blunt but your noses, it would seem, would be a bit much to hide and be able to 
blend in,” said La Mont.

“Actually, it is not as difficult as you might think. We have some very skilled 
surgeons on our home world. They can contour almost anyone’s face to match 
that of the social group they must operate within. I am not at liberty to divulge 
their names but my people frequently find themselves in some very important 
business and government positions. You would be amazed.”

“We will have to get back to this.”
“I am sure of it.” 
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•

Sebastian sat silently and wide-eyed through La Mont’s exchange with It-
zamná. Because he was warning us about the Niribui, Sebastian began to breath 
easier. The Zetuixtili were the benign and friendly aliens he had conceived in 
his childhood. Now, however, Sebastian’s list of questions grew exponentially. 
How were the Zetutxtili going to help us? Or, were they going to help? Were 
they simply warning us? What about the cultural defect they had spoken about? 
Were the Zetutxtili going to advise, assist, or resolve our inability to cope with 
one of Mankind’s greatest defects -- racism? There were so many unanswered 
questions.
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Chapter 20

Back in the Observation Room

La Mont slumped, feeling exhausted, in his chair. After his confrontation 
with Itzamná, the conference room was cleared. Everyone left with very dif-
ferent views or feelings about what had just transpired. Itzamná was pleased. 
He had warned Earth. What would they elect to do with the information he had 
provided? Sebastian was in turmoil. For him, the new information had opened 
up numerous new lines of questioning. For La Mont, he was confused and over-
whelmed. Nothing was as it seemed. What would, or could he do now?

Everything that Itzamná had said made sense to La Mont, but it put him in a 
difficult position. ‘The Niribui did seem to be cooperative and helpful but who 
were they really helping – themselves or their ‘friends’ on Earth? The Niri-
bui had never provided any technology that had eliminated any of the medi-
cal scourges that needed the most attention – cancer, diabetes, obesity, cardio-
vascular diseases, various infections, Influenza, Malaria, and now HIV/AIDS. 
The Niribui, by their own admission, had brought HIV/AIDS here. Weighing 
the benefits of Niribui medical technology, the balance was skewed toward the 
conclusion that they had caused far more problems than their technology had 
solved.’

‘If the Niribui were our friends, why were they systematically pushing Earth 
to the point of being militarily impotent? He understood the need for the non-
proliferation of nuclear devices or WMDs (weapons of mass destruction) – it 
simply insured that Mankind did not wipe itself off the face of the Earth through 
human error. At the same time, however, it also made them defenseless against 
those who refused to disarm, or from extraterrestrial attack. All in all, a very 
effective strategy if someone wished to emasculate Earth’s defensive capabili-
ties.’

‘Also, if Itzamná was telling the truth, Earth possessed nothing that the 
Zetutxtili could utilize. They were genetically and compositionally different. 
Their science, technology, manufacturing, food, everything, was different, right 
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down to the smallest units of things, like atoms and molecules.’ 
‘So far, the only thing that the Zetutxtili had come to Earth to do was teach 

Mankind the ways of civilization, through the transfer of skills, like writing, 
mathematics, science, and had aided our ancestors in finding suitable crops that 
would sustain them. They had not asked for anything in return, unless they were 
back now, for some kind of payment. Why did they feel the need to have observ-
ers? How could we represent a threat to them, when we didn’t occupy the same 
space or even the same universe? We did not possess the technology required to 
travel to their universe, although, Sengupta was getting close, according to It-
zamná. Could that be it? Sengupta was close to making it possible for Mankind 
to travel outside its own universe. Was this the threat that we represented to the 
known and unknown universes?’ 

‘Itzamná seemed overly concerned with the way Mankind had evolved. We 
were racially self-isolating and were a violent species. Could that be why the 
Zetutxtili were so interested in our development? We represented a potential 
threat to them or any other species ‘out there’?’

‘So many questions and so few answers.’ La Mont would need to explore all 
of these questions, and as soon as possible. He called his security chief, Captain 
John Noyes. “If there is anyone in the meeting room clear them out and ask the 
alien to come back. I would like to speak with him again, alone.”

“Yes, sir,” was the only response. There were no questions. The orders were 
clear and executable. He checked the meeting room. It was empty. He then 
went to Itzamná’s quarters and requested that he return to the meeting room, the 
General would like to continue his conversation. Itzamná readied himself and 
walked to the meeting room, escorted by Noyes.

As they entered the meeting room, Noyes stopped at the doorway, and nod-
ded to his commanding officer, who was already seated at the conference table, 
not saying a word.

“Itzamná, I apologize for calling you back but we have some serious issues 
that need to be discussed. And, at least for the moment, it is best that what is 
said be kept between us.”

“I fully understand. I am sure that some of the things I have said are trouble-
some for you. I do have one question, however, before we go much further,” 
said Itzamná.

“And what would that be?”
“Am I free to leave any time I wish, without interference from you or your 

security personnel?” 
“I am not a diplomat, nor am I a politician. Diplomats say what needs to be 

said in such an obtuse manner than no one knows what was really said. Politi-
cians will say anything to achieve his goal. I am a simple soldier who takes and 
gives orders. I have no orders instructing me to detain you and I have given no 
such orders but . . .” He hesitated. “. . . I have a responsibility to my superiors 
and my country.” Itzamná moved his right hand and placed it over the wrist-
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watch-like device on his left wrist. This movement was not missed by La Mont. 
“You do not have to fear me. I will do nothing to detain you but I do have some 
questions that I feel are important; and I hope that you will do me the courtesy 
of answering them.”

Itzamná moved his hand away from the device. “I will endeavor to comply. 
What would you like to know?”

“Before I stick my neck out and even suggest that the Niribui pose a threat to 
us, could you provide any evidence supporting your claim? Remember, it will 
be as they say, a hard sell to my superiors and our national leaders. They are 
convinced that our little gray friends are here to help.” 

“If you are asking for definitive, hard evidence, I’m afraid there isn’t any. I 
have field reports from our agents on Niribu but no other ‘evidence.’ You will 
have to take my word on the matter, and I don’t know how you would obtain 
supporting evidence, under the circumstances. However, I could provide you 
with the reports from our agent and you could have them independently trans-
lated. Heli Mittenwallenberger-Langley could do the translations. She is not 
fluent in our language but she, at least, has a beginning knowledge of it. It would 
also be useful if someone from your group of translators could begin instruction 
in our language as well.”

“I fully understand the difficulty of obtaining accurate intelligence but, at 
the same time, I find it difficult to believe that you have an agent on the Niri-
bui home world. Let’s be honest, no amount of plastic surgery on one of you 
could change a Zetutxtili into a Niribui. All you have to do is look at size and 
skin color to find two insurmountable problems. They are only two-thirds your 
height and they are gray versus, let’s call it, your Mediterranean complexion,” 
said La Mont. “I just can’t see how it could be done.”

“I would agree with you but technology has its benefits and can accomplish 
unbelievable ends.”

“Would you care to elaborate?” asked La Mont.
“I will admit I am not trained in either the medical sciences or diplomatic 

sciences. . .”
“Diplomatic sciences?! That is a contradiction in terms. We have a term for 

that kind of statement. It is an oxymoron. There is no science in diplomacy. In 
the military we have another word for diplomacy – bullshit.”

“I am not familiar with the term ‘bullshit.’ I understand bull shit if it is two 
words -- the feces of a male cow, but used as one word, and I believe that is how 
you have used it, eludes me. Could you explain?”

“For some people, it’s an offensive term that means something is considered 
to be foolish or inaccurate. For non-diplomats, people like us in the military, 
it’s just a way of emphatically saying something is untrue, not worth having or 
using.” La Mont realized that he had never really had to define bullshit before. 
Everyone just seemed to know what it was when either they heard or saw it.

”Bullshit, then is a very useful term. I like it,” said Itzamná.
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“It gets used a lot around here,” said La Mont with a wry smile. 
“We have such a word as well. It is satruchxil.” Itzamná smiled as well. “To 

answer your question about how we have infiltrated the Niribui, it is compli-
cated and, at the same time, very simple. We possess a technology that allows 
us to transform our bodies into that of almost any other life form. It is not a 
permanent change but it allows us to co-habit with alien species,” said Itzamná.

“Is that how your agents are able to live among us here on Earth?”
“Simply put, yes.”
Although he knew that he and the general were very different creatures – 

philosophically, physically, and intellectually – Itzamná realized he was already 
growing fond of this General La Mont. Despite his tendency to be overly of-
ficious at times, he realized that, just below the surface lay a very practical 
man, with concerns for everyone around him, human and non-human, alike. 
The important thing now, was to convince him that not only the Niribui but 
several other, soon-to-be galaxy hopping life forms, represented a very genuine 
threat to the Earthlings. The question was how could the Zetutxtili help, without 
becoming directly involved? He also knew that, sooner or later, La Mont would 
become covetous of Zetutxtili defense technology and even the portal technol-
ogy. Undoubtedly, it might be to his advantage to simply outline the scope of 
the problem that the others in his galaxy faced. “General La Mont, you already 
know about the Niribui and their intentions, whether you believe me or not, but 
there is more that you need to be aware of.”

“And what would that be?”
“As I mentioned earlier, besides the Niribui, who are the only humanoid life 

form that is capable to getting to Earth, there are several other races that exist 
in and outside your galaxy. Several – the Baroch, Sundils, Nardelli, and Cracs – 
have or will soon have intergalactic travel capabilities. To the best of our knowl-
edge, only the Niribui pose any immediate threat to Earth and its inhabitants. 
We do not know if any of the others represent a genuine threat but you cannot 
wait for contact to find out. You need to prepare to defend your world, now. You 
do not have the luxury we Zetutxtili possess. You are confined to your universe. 
We can go home and be safe. “

“I realize that our universes are different. My medical officer has already 
verified that, despite some outward physical similarities, we are very different 
types of creatures. And, based on that, while I do not fully understand the differ-
ences, I realize that, as you correctly pointed out, we do not have anything you 
want or need, there may be things that we can use from your world.” 

Itzamná thought, ‘Here it comes.’ 
“I noticed that when things seemed to becoming tense between us, earlier, 

you put your hand on the device on your wrist. What do you call it and what 
does it do?” asked La Mont, innocently.

“We call it a Parnachate. I don’t believe you have any word that would 
be equivalent. As far as what it does, it does a number of things. It is a voice-
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activated communicator. If I wanted to call one of my comrades, all I would do 
is use his name and begin. If I receive a call, the device waits for me to accept 
the call before opening a two-way channel. This is for privacy and security’s 
sake. It activates the portal, usually returning us to our previous location, un-
less we program in a new destination. It also automatically generates a personal 
protective screen around us if we are threatened. It monitors what we call our 
autonomic stress response state and automatically activates. On Earth, I believe 
you refer to it as your fight-or-flight response. It protects us from most forms 
of attack. By sensing our state of mind, it can be activated much more quickly 
than if I had to physically press a button for it to activate. There are times that 
one might not be able to physically get to the button, so the sensor eliminates 
that need. The only inherent drawback to the device is that it will not activate in 
the event of an unanticipated, surprise attack. That is about the only situation in 
which it fails to protect us.”

“I am surprised by your admission that the device has a vulnerability. But, I 
suppose it wouldn’t be called a surprise attack if you knew it was coming and 
were prepared for it, now, would it?” Itzamná smiled and acknowledged La 
Mont’s attempt at light humor. 

“There is no need or reason for the keeping of secrets between friends and al-
lies, is there?” asked Itzamná. Itzamná noticed a softening in La Mont’s posture 
and face. His comment had disarmed the military man but, behind La Mont’s 
eyes, he could see he still held onto what could be called a sense of curiosity 
and healthy skepticism.

“I appreciate your characterization that we are friends and allies. If what you 
have told me about the Niribui is true, we will need all the friends and allies we 
can muster. Thank you.” Itzamná could tell from La Mont’s tone that he was 
genuinely appreciative. “I know that this may not be considered perfect timing 
but I would be in dereliction of my duties if I did not least ask about your . . . 
ah, Parnachate.”

“You did very well with the pronunciation,” said Itzamná. La Mont gave a 
self-congratulatory smile.

“Thank you. Now, for the big question. If you do, indeed, consider us your 
friends and allies, would you or your government consider sharing your protec-
tive screen technology with us? I know it is a personal device but can it be en-
larged to protect larger areas, say, cities, countries, or a planet?” asked La Mont.

“To be candid, I realized this question would eventually come up and I ap-
preciate your frankness. I think that it would be impossible to share the technol-
ogy with Earth for the simple reason that you could not use it. You do not have 
either the technological sophistication to produce the device nor the necessary 
raw materials.” Itzamná saw La Mont begin to object. He put up his hand as 
if to say, wait a moment. “However, it would be possible to overcome that 
obstacle by producing the devices you require on Zetutxtil and transporting 
them to Earth for installation. And, yes, there are larger units but not capable of 
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protecting an entire planet. It would take numerous strategically located units to 
do that. There are other technical problems that would have to be dealt with, for 
example, a power source but I believe even that could be overcome.”

“I am not about to dispute your generosity, but do you have the authority to 
negotiate such a transfer of technology?” asked La Mont in complete amaze-
ment.

“Every citizen has the right to speak for his government. The government 
is an extension of every individual and every individual has a responsibility to 
act in the best interests of all the people. Would it not be advantageous for us 
to protect a friend and ally?” asked Itzamná. For La Mont, Itzamná’s statement 
seemed incredulous. La Mont thought, ‘Not even the President has the right or 
authority to speak on behalf of the government without compliance with certain 
checks and balances. Here is a solitary citizen promising what could be consid-
ered planet-saving technology, without having to check with anyone. It simply 
was not possible. I can’t even get a car from the carpool without someone sign-
ing off on my request, and here is a citizen who says we can get a planetary de-
fense system, no problem! Unbelievable! Impossible.’ He would have to wait to 
see if what Itzamná was promising was nothing more than pure, unadulterated 
bullshit. For now, however, he would give him the benefit of the doubt.

“If you would like, I can contact my government and communicate my 
agreement with you and make arrangements for the production of the units. I 
will have them compute the number of units necessary and an estimated deliv-
ery schedule,” said Itzamná.

La Mont was astounded. He would call Itzamná’s bluff. “By all means. The 
sooner the better. There is one sticking point, however.”

“What would that be,” inquired Itzamná.
“How do we pay for the devices?” asked La Mont.
“Despite your incredulity, we will have to leave that up to our diplomats, 

knowing full well how you feel about the role of diplomats.” Itzamná gave La 
Mont a huge smile. La Mont’s comments concerning diplomats were still fresh 
in both of their minds. La Mont, too, smiled broadly and gave a hearty laugh.

Itzamná touched his wrist device. Soon a small crackling white ball of light 
formed in front of him and he spoke in his native tongue. After a few comments 
from someone coming from the device, Itzamná said, “Irayo,” and terminated 
the message; the ball of light then disappeared.

Excitedly, La Mont asked, “What did they say? Did they agree with your 
arrangement?”

“No. Not exactly. The closest translation of their response would be ‘What 
the  hell were you thinking?!’ I may have to talk to them again,” said Itzamná. 

La Mont’s face went from enthusiastic satisfaction to abject shock. “Wha . 
. . ,” was the only sound that Itzamná heard coming from the General. Itzamná 
began to smile broadly, and then he began laughing. When La Mont recovered 
some of his composure, he said to Itzamná, “Please tell me that is not what they 
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really said to you.”
“No. They will need to calculate the size and distribution of the machines 

for a world of Earth’s size and landmass distribution. They will get back to me 
with the details.” Now La Mont was laughing so uncontrollably that he almost 
slipped off his chair.

“You know, you have one hell of a sense of humor. I never would have ex-
pected it,” confessed La Mont.

“Now, don’t you feel better? No more tension. It’s a good feeling isn’t it?” 
asked Itzamná.

Still laughing to himself, “Yes. I have to admit, if feels so good after a genu-
ine, gut-wrenching laugh. Thank you,” said La Mont. “As much as I hate to do 
it, we do have many more things to discuss.”

“I know.”
“Would you care to comment on the portal technology?”
“I must confess I know nothing about the portal technology. I have been 

instructed in its use but not how it works. As a result of a little eavesdropping, 
I know that it has something to do with cosmic harmonics but, beyond that, I 
cannot help you. Also, if I can be brutally candid with you, you are not yet ready 
for such technology. As I’ve said before, the human race, despite all its positive 
qualities and potential, has not been able to demonstrate the ability to control 
its savagery for any length of time. You seem to be a warrior species, unable 
to work effectively together, unless you join together to defeat a common foe. 

“Every bit of technology ever developed by you has been tested for its mili-
tary potential, not humanitarian potential. Advances in chemistry and biology 
have resulted in chemical and biological weapons, or improvements in war-
making paraphernalia. Look at the improvements that have been made in terms 
of gunpowder, explosives. Technological advances in metallurgy have been 
used to make swords, armor, guns, cannons, aircraft, and ballistic missiles. Ad-
vances in electronics have resulted in the creation of new guidance systems, 
computers for targeting, better detonators. Even your Global Positioning Sys-
tem is now the basis for the delivery of munitions with pin point accuracy. All 
in all, while this may be seen as an enviable record, the uses of these advances 
have almost always been used to either kill or dominate those who do not be-
lieve as you do. You lack tolerance.

“There are, possibly, thousands of sentient beings out there, spread over 
thousands of universes and galaxies. We cannot allow you to colonize, exploit, 
or subjugate these worlds. We are not a warring race. We have moved beyond 
that stage in our development. Yours has not yet shown any progress toward 
becoming peaceful. However, we will defend you against other races. We will 
protect you but not with destructive technology.

“If you obtained such technology, all the universes would be potentially in 
jeopardy. Until your species demonstrates its ability to peacefully coexist, we 
cannot and will not provide you with portal technology. We will not, however, 
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interfere with your own progress in achieving similar technology but it will 
have to be borne of your own ingenuity. And when you do master portal travel, 
we will insist on its use for humanitarian and exploration but not for conquest 
and dominance.”

“If your race is as peaceful as you say, how could you stop us, assuming that 
you are right and we are the savage, war-making beasts you make us out to be?” 
asked La Mont.

“Long ago, we were as savage as you are today. We made it through that 
period in our development. We knew that we could not police ourselves. Simul-
taneous with the realization that we could no longer endure under the circum-
stances, we were making great strides in mechanization and robot technology. 
It was decided that we would force ourselves to become civilized. However, we 
also realized that we did not wish government to be responsible for making us 
civilized. At that time, we had laws and a court system but it was also fraught 
with failings stemming from individual interpretation of the law. We needed 
laws that were reasonable, enforceable, and enforced. 

“We developed a mechanized system of justice. We took people out of the 
justice system. We did away with our traditional system of policing and court 
system. In their place we substituted a special class of robotic Guides. It was 
their sole responsibility to enforce the law. There was no mercy. There were 
no gray areas. These Guides were police-judge-jury. Violation of the law was 
punishable by death. Thousands, then millions of our citizens died at the hands 
of the Guides. Very quickly, our society changed. It was either change or die. 
It was an inglorious period in our history but the Guides forced us to make 
fundamental changes in how we thought and behaved. It is at this time that 
we developed our current social, economic, and political structure. Everyone 
worked for the general betterment of his fellow beings. Once that spirit was at 
the heart of all our decisions and decision-making, there was no longer a need 
for the Guides. They were deactivated, never to be used again. We were, by 
this time, a self-policing society. The Guides still exist; and we are prepared to 
reactivate them to ensure that justice prevails, on our world and all others that 
are threatened.”

“Are you telling me that the Zetutxtili ideal would be imposed on other spe-
cies throughout the galaxies and universes? Who gave you the right to decide 
what is or is not justice?” asked La Mont. Was it possible that the Zetutxtili were 
not the beneficent beings that they had been thought to be?

“The Guides would only guarantee that no species or life form would be 
permitted to colonize, exploit, or subjugate another. They would not interfere in 
the internal politics or justice of another race of beings. Our system of justice 
and law applies only to us. Each sentient species would, obviously, have its own 
system of law and order. If that society wanted to implement a Guide system 
of their own, the Guides could be reprogrammed to comply with that culture’s 
laws and concept of justice. Now, their sole responsibility would be to prevent 
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hostilities between home worlds. In other words, they would become an inter-
galactic deterrent to war and warfare.”

“Which would be better for Earth, your defensive devices or the Guides? 
You seem to be willing to provide the devices, why not just unleash the Guides 
against the Niribui when or if they decide to invade Earth?” inquired La Mont.

“You asked for the devices. I was willing to comply with your request. The 
Guides could be used to protect Earth as well, but they would not tolerate your 
use of violence against the invaders, even defensively. They are programmed 
to eliminate all hostility of any kind, and without mercy. Which system would 
you prefer?” asked Itzamná. “If you will recall my saying, your planet is unique, 
due to its racism and your tendency toward violence, both of which we believe 
are forms of mental illness on my planet. Political instability and unrest are 
everywhere, and they are typically associated with warfare. It would be difficult 
for the Guides to differentiate between domestic and foreign borne violence. 
Violence, after all, is violence, and it simply cannot be justified or tolerated,” 
said Itzamná.

“Then, what you’re telling me is that the Guides would not tolerate violence 
of any kind?” asked La Mont.

“Yes. Would it be so bad to eliminate violence on your planet?” inquired 
Itzamná.

“No. Not at all.” With a nervous chuckle, La Mont continued, “I could find 
myself out of a job.” Itzamná smiled as well. “But, with our world as frac-
tured and fragmented as it is, politically, socially, economically, and racially, 
we would never be able to come to an agreement on how to use the Guides. 
Everyone has their own agenda, their own values, and their own idea of what 
justice is. There would never be a consensus. We are a very parochial lot in the 
final analysis.”

“Can you not see the benefit of becoming one people, rather than a mosaic of 
competing self interests?” asked Itzamná.

“Some time ago, many of our brightest world leaders organized the United 
Nations, an organization that would give a voice to all its members, in the hopes 
of forging a worldwide forum, the predecessor to a one world government. In 
many ways, it is a dismal failure. It just seems impossible to eliminate the bick-
ering between all the countries of the world. It is a shame.”

“We discovered that sometimes, some very hard choices must be made to 
insure long term tranquility and prosperity. And sometimes what were thought 
to be hard decisions turned out to be less difficult than the short-term conse-
quences of those decisions. However, in the end, almost everyone can look back 
at those trials and tribulations and see the long-term benefits that resulted. I will 
not push you. You can discuss what we have talked about with your superiors 
and your government. We will assist you in whichever you choose.”

“I would also suggest that, whichever alternative you elect, you must inform 
the Niribui of your choice but make your announcement to them simultaneous 
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with the implementation and activation of whichever system you decide to use.”
“Excellent suggestion. Thank you,” said La Mont.
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Chapter 21

After his meeting with General La Mont, Itzamná asked if he could return to 
his quarters. La Mont was satisfied with the information he had gotten, and sug-
gested that they both could use some rest.  Neither had realized beforehand just 
how exhausting their conversation would be, at least psychologically. 

Several hours later Itzamná asked to see the members of Sebastian’s team. 
He was sure they had more questions, and he wanted to discuss a few mat-
ters with each of them. Sebastian’s group returned, each eager to resume their 
interview. This time, Heli sat back, more an observer than a participant. What 
the others had to ask was, to her way of thinking, more important. Heli’s father, 
Uwe, had several questions for Itzamná. 

“Itzamná, the last time we spoke, you indicated that light in your universe 
travelled slower than in ours. Do you have any idea what the differential is? 
And, if the speed of light is less than here, time is, therefore, contracted as well, 
true?”

“The speed of light in my universe is approximately 16.6 percent slower 
than here on Earth. Using your metric system of measurement, the speed of 
light within my universe would be roughly 250,018,592.049 meters/second as 
compared to 299,782,458 meters/second. Our time is, therefore, 16.6 percent 
slower than in your universe,” said Itzamná. 

“I don’t fully understand it but I will, for now, accept your explanation,” said 
Uwe.

“Have your people also visited other universes, outside yours and ours?” 
asked Uwe.

“Yes, several.”
“Can you tell me, how many and does the speed of light differ with each of 

them?” asked Uwe.
“So far, we have visited thirty-nine different universes and, in each, the 

speed of light varies. It does not vary by more than 20 to 25 percent over or 
under that of our own.”

“So, then, not only is the speed of light different between our two universes, 
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it is also unique to each universe?” 
“At this point, I would have to say your observation is correct. The speed of 

light and the passage of time, as derived or based upon that speed, is universally 
unique.” Itzamná watched Uwe face throughout this exchange. His emotions 
seemed to shift between absolute disbelief to a controlled state of over-excita-
tion. As Uwe incorporated the enormity of Itzamná’s observations and insights, 
and began organizing his thoughts, incorporating the nuances of each within 
the context of current knowledge, he began to realize that what he had come to 
know as the Truth about nature was an illusion. Truth was, in fact, very universe 
specific.

“Do you have any idea how many universes there are?”
“I have no idea.”
“Within each universe there are . . .” Uwe recalled reading Gott’s article 

in a recent issue of the Astrophysical Journal . . .  “an estimated 170 billion 
(1.7 × 1011) galaxies in our observable universe, and if our observable universe 
constitutes, as Smolin suggests, only 4 percent of the Larger Universe, then 
there could be trillions, quadrillion; quintillion . . . , decillions of universes out 
there. It is absolutely mind boggling, and each operates under its own constants 
. . .” Uwe simply stood up and walked away consumed by his thoughts. “The 
thought of the enormity of it all is staggering,” was all that Uwe could say as he 
walked away, simply shaking his head in wonderment.

Sebastian stepped forward. He would have allowed either Vladi or Heli to go 
before him but they were busily chatting amongst themselves. So, he took this 
opportunity to question Itzamná a bit more. “Itzamná, when we talked earlier, 
we never had an opportunity to talk about your ‘experiment’ in the Yucatan 
among the Maya. Could we talk more about them?”

“By all means. What would you like to know?” asked Itzamná.
“From what Heli has learned from the case translations, your work with the 

Maya was, as she termed it, an experiment. Would you agree with her transla-
tion?”

“Her interpretation of the case, based on your questions, and those of the 
others in your group, seems perfectly adequate, under the circumstances. There 
are, undoubtedly, some bits that she has mis-translated but, overall, she has 
done very well with what she has had to work with. What has amazed me most 
about her translations is that she seems to have intuitively made the transitions 
between the language bits we put into the case.”

“What do you mean?” asked Sebastian.
“If you take a look at the six sides of the case, the bottom was prepared in 

early Mayan, the top in a more advanced form of Mayan, the sides are progres-
sions from Mayan to Zetutxtilian. Those transitions would have been lost if 
the sides had not been translated in sequence. One builds upon the other. She, 
somehow, instinctively either knew or felt what the proper sequence should be, 
and moved through the languages successfully. A rather impressive accomplish-
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ment,” said Itzamná.
“I am in complete agreement. She has shown an exceptional facility with 

regard to translations. Getting back to my questions . . .”
“When we were first able to come to Earth it was not ready. When we came 

back the second time, many culture groups were just beginning to ascend to a 
level of social, cultural, and technological development that would permit or 
support true civilization. We only wished to stimulate that process. We wanted 
to explore your racial complexity; we wanted to see if, in addition to racial dif-
ferences, there was a significant difference in terms of the abilities of the vari-
ous groups to assimilate and build on what we had given them.” 

“Of the groups only one disappointed us – my group, the Mayans. When 
I left, they looked to be as promising as any of the other groups; although the 
Chinese and Indian test subjects looked very promising as well. I will admit we 
underestimated the vitality of the Europeans. They surprised us completely.”

 “As it turns out, the Mayas did not grow and mature as I thought they might. 
Although we have not had observers among the Maya, what we have been able 
to ascertain is that, for a while after I left, the Maya seemed to be a compara-
tively peaceful, theocratic society, but it would seem that their history, like so 
many other groups, became a series of elite accessions, blood-thirsty sacrifices, 
and vicious conquests.”

“When we left, all those to whom we had imparted the skills of writing and 
mathematics seemed to be progressing very well. Even before our arrival, the 
Maya were conscious of the cyclic nature of life and the recurring patterns of 
the seasons and stars. With very little help, they began to master the complexi-
ties of the calendar, cosmic observation, and prediction.”

“If I might interrupt for a moment. Many of your statements are in the first 
person, when you use the pronoun ‘I.’ Can you tell me why you use the first 
person, when it was your predecessor, nine times removed who was actually 
here on Earth and taught the Maya?” asked Sebastian.

“I am the same Itzamná. Yes, my ancestor, predecessor Itzamná died nine 
generations ago but all his memories are now also mine. It is as if I were the one 
who talked to the ancient Maya, taught them, and left them so many years ago,” 
said Itzamná, somewhat apologetically.

“Ah ha. That makes sense. I’m sorry. Please continue,” asked Sebastian.
 “I was told that they grew into a genuine urban civilization. They had grown 

into skilled stone builders, building monuments and builders of cities. From 
the fragmented reports I have received, they prospered but internecine strife 
ultimately led to their self-destruction, and they returned to the jungles. This 
is very strange. We have never known a society that was so self-destructive. 
We knew that the Maya had long-standing disputes with several other groups. 
We called these people hereditary enemies. Among these groups were the Az-
tecs, Tlaxcala, and Chibchas. We had hoped to amalgamate these people into a 
single, cohesive group. It would appear that we were wrong or, at least, unable 
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to achieve this purpose.  If we had stayed longer . . .”
“I must admit, I am struck by both your breath of knowledge but even more 

so by your use of our language. I realize this has nothing to do with the Maya, 
but how did you become so fluent in academic English?” inquired Sebastian.

“As a young man, I had the opportunity to study in one of your American 
universities.”

Sebastian’s jaw dropped, he sat open-mouthed, just staring at Itzamná. All he 
could say was, “Wha. . .” Itzamná gave him a smile. “You studied at an Ameri-
can university? Where?  When?”

“I arrived in New York in the year 1940. I spent a year studying English, 
until I was fluent. Then I applied to Berkeley. It was not a typical admissions 
application, however. Berkeley’s Anthropology Department was rapidly being 
recognized as a leader in the field. I travelled to Berkeley and interviewed with 
Professor Kroeber. . .”

“You met Alfred Kroeber?!” Sebastian was stunned. ‘Kroeber, together with 
Robert Lowie, were legendary figures in American anthropology and ethnog-
raphy.’

“Yes. I told Professor Kroeber I was a foreign student without academic 
records. I told him my papers were lost and my records could not be verified. I 
asked if he would permit me to study with him. He made arrangements for my 
admission and I studied with him for the three years. He and Lowie were very 
helpful.”

‘He studied under Kroeber and Lowie?!’ thought Sebastian.
“While there, I used an alias, Giovanni Marcelli. Then I had to return home. 

If you look up the name, you will see that I died in a sailing accident and my 
body was never recovered. I give you this information because; I know you will 
need to verify what I have said. It will make your inquiry easier.” Itzamná gave 
Sebastian a knowing smile.

“I suppose, that explains a lot. You were saying that if you had stayed longer 
. . . Have you attempted to experiment with any other cultures in the other uni-
verses you have visited, or was Earth your only such attempt?” asked Sebastian.

“We have performed similar experiments in another twenty worlds over the 
years. I was not involved in all of them, however. “

“And, what were the results like?” inquired Sebastian.
“Earth was a valuable lesson but, more importantly, none of the other cul-

tures were as fragmented as those on Earth. As I’ve said, Earth is unique.”
“I see that Uwe and Vladi are involved in something, and Heli is all alone. 

Maybe I should give her some time with you. She, surely, has questions for you. 
Thank you for your time. I hope we can talk more,” said Sebastian.

“I look forward to it.” Itzamná gestured to Heli to come over and sit. 
When she saw his gesture a smile lit up her face. As she passed Sebastian 

she patted him on the arm and mouthed, ‘Thank you.’ Itzamná smiled broadly 
as Heli approached. 
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As she began to sit, Itzamná asked, “How are you?”
“Very well, thank you. You wanted to speak to me?”
“Yes. Have you given my request any thought?” asked Itzamná.
“Yes. I would like to work with you very much. I think it would benefit us – 

my people – and me. And, I would hope it would benefit you and your people, 
as well,” said Heli. The pride associated with her being chosen by Itzamná was 
clearly present in Heli’s smile and self-effacing behavior. “When would you 
like to begin?”

 “I think, until I have answered everyone’s immediate questions, there is no 
need to rush things. I have another question for you to consider?”

“What would that be?”
“Would you consider coming back to Zetutxtil to study after everything has 

been settled here?” asked Itzamná.
Heli looked at Itzamná with a face that was a combination of shock and glee. 

“I had not given that any thought. I thought we were going to work right here? 
Travel to Zetutxtil? Could my husband come along as well?” asked Heli.

“I see no reason why he couldn’t, especially if it would make your visit and 
stay more pleasant. I would suggest, however, that you discuss the second part 
of my offer with him. He may have objections. It would not be as if you were 
flying to New York for the weekend, although it will be a much faster trip.”

“How long would it take?”
“It is almost instantaneous.”
“Now, that’s my idea of travelling,” said Heli, with a laugh.

•

Meanwhile, General La Mont was busily attempting to get through to Gen-
eral McEwen. “Monty, this is Skeeter. I have just finished an interrogation of 
the Zetutxtili alien, Itzamná. We need to talk. We have a problem. No, this 
guy is just too good to be true. If Itzamná is being straight with us, it is not his 
people who are the problem. It is the Niribui. At least on the face of it, what 
Itzamná has said makes a lot of sense. Furthermore, he says they have an agent 
on Niribu. He is also offering a solution. Yes. If you could, Sir. I’ll see you later 
this evening, 23:00 hours is workable. Yes.”

•

Itzamná looked at the clock in the meeting room. He stood and addressed 
everyone in the room, “We have been talking for almost twelve hours. I am get-
ting weary and I have not eaten since this morning. If you don’t mind, I would 
like to return to my quarters for some food and much needed rest. Would you 
mind if we resumed, again, tomorrow morning?”

No one seemed to have any objections. They all had more than enough in-
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formation to keep themselves busy. Itzamná walked to the room’s entrance and 
opened the door. Outside, two sentries were standing at parade rest, and as the 
door opened, they snapped to attention. “Gentlemen, I would like to return to 
my quarters, if you don’t mind,” said Itzamná. 

The only response was, “Yes, Sir.” The two young men escorted Itzamná 
to his accommodations. “Is there anything  you would like?” asked one of the 
sentries.

“No. Thank you. I have everything I require. “Again, thank you and good 
night.” The airmen nodded and placed themselves on either side of the only 
door into Itzamná’s sleeping quarters. Once he had entered the bunker-like 
structure, one of the sentries radioed the control room above the meeting room 
and informed General La Mont of Itzamná’s whereabouts.

19:00 hours, Civilian Guest Facilities, Groom Lake

“William, I talked with Itzamná again. I told him we had talked and you 
were leaving the language studies decision up to me. Then, listen to this, he 
made a second offer. He would like to take both of us to his planet during part 
of my studies. Can you believe that?” The line was, again, conspicuously silent. 
William was attempting to assimilate both the importance and the impact such 
an offer would entail, assuming Heli took him up on it. And William could tell, 
from the tone of her voice and the sound of excitement she was displaying, it 
was, in all likelihood, a done deal. Heli was going to accept, forgetting about all 
the possible problems and dangers such a trip might entail. He had to admit to 
himself that, if such an opportunity was offered to him, he would take it as well, 
but now he was a professor with responsibilities. Even then . . .

“What did you say to him?” asked William timidly.
“I told him I would have to talk it over with you first.”
He would have to choose the words for his next response carefully. “How 

long would we be gone?”
“I’m glad you’re already using the plural, we. I’m not sure. We didn’t actu-

ally talk about the duration of the visit. I would not expect it to be more than 
an academic year, maybe a calendar year at most. This could be a chance of a 
lifetime, you realize that, right?”

The most William could do was muster a less than enthusiastic, “Yeah. A 
lifetime.” William’s tone was not lost on Heli. 

“Have I ever asked you to do anything really dangerous?” asked Heli.
“Yes! Do you recall you wanting me to track down a former Nazi SS officer 

and get a certain glass cube. You didn’t consider that dangerous?” 
“Was it dangerous or were you playing the Cowardly Lion? Didn’t we have 

fun and look what happened as a result of taking that chance?” inquired Heli, 
innocently.

“Yes. Yes. I realize I was overly cautious and you were right. It was fun, even 
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exciting. But it could have been dangerous. Wouldn’t you grant me that much?”
“Okay. It could have been dangerous but it was way more fun and exciting 

than dangerous, wouldn’t you agree?” 
“You’re right. I’ve trusted your intuition more than once and look where we 

are now. You’re on! I’d be pleased and privileged to accompany you off-world. 
Jesus! Do you realize we could be the first humans to set foot on another planet, 
and not even one in our own solar system, galaxy, or universe? Wow! Now that 
would be, to paraphrase Armstrong, One damn big step for Man and one hell 
of a leap for Mankind. Count me in. And, how is your father taking all this?”

“I haven’t had a chance to share the news with him. He’s been walking around 
talking to himself since he talked to Itzamná this morning. I’ve never seen him 
look more confused by something. I’ll talk to him and find out what’s going on. 
Just in case he hasn’t called Mom, could you give her a call and tell her we’re 
all alright. I wouldn’t mention any trips to her just yet. I’ll need to ease her into 
that one. I love and miss you. I’ll talk to you tomorrow. Good night.” 

23:03 hours, Groom Lake Light Aircraft Landing Strip

Lt. General Montgomery McEwen’s C-21A, the Air Force’s version of the 
Learjet 35A, rolled to a full stop in front of the ‘Alien’s Hangar.’ As General 
McEwen disembarked, he was greeted by General La Mont. “Good evening 
General,” said La Mont. “I hope you and a good flight.”

As they walked toward the hangar, McEwen asked, “Okay, Skeeter, what do 
you have for me?”

As the two men entered the hangar, La Mont pointed to the reinforced con-
crete bunker-style structure in the far end of the hangar. “That, sir, is where our 
alien friend Itzamná is sequestered. He turned in just about five hours ago after 
a nearly continuous interrogation by both Dr. Kaiserling’s group members and 
myself, beginning early this morning. I surveilled the interviews of Kaiserling’s 
group and had the room cleared when I talked to him this afternoon. Except 
when he is inside the bunker, he is under continuous audio and video surveil-
lance. We can talk in my base office or in the control room above the meeting 
room. I would suggest we use the control room, since we would have access to 
all the video and audio recordings. What would be the your pleasure?”

“I’m a little peckish. Could we have some food brought up to the control 
room and I can have some dinner? I didn’t eat much before we left Washington. 
If you’re hungry, please join me,” said McEwen.

“Peckish?”
“It’s a term I picked up in England. It means a little hungry. It kind of stuck 

with me,” said McEwen.
“Come to think about it, I am, as you said, peckish. I’d love a little some-

thing. Do you have any preferences for a late night snack?”
“To tell you the truth, son, I’d like a steak and some eggs, and if you could 
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find a dollop of grits around, throw them in too. Can you muster some up?”
“Not a problem, sir. This way.” La Mont lead the way to the outside stairway 

to the second floor observation room. “I’ll call the mess to put in our order as 
soon as we get up stairs.” As McEwen settled himself in one of the command 
chairs, La Mont phoned the mess. “How would you like your steak and eggs, 
Sir.”

“Medium rare and over easy. Three eggs over easy. Some Ranch bar-b-que 
sauce on the side and butter on the grits,” said McEwen.

La Mont parroted McEwen’s words and added, make that two.” He turned 
to McEwen’s aides,” Anything you gentlemen would like while I’m on the 
phone?” 

Only Captain Erferen spoke up – “three breakfast sausages, three eggs, 
scrambled, and some home fries, with ketchup.”

 “I’m assuming coffee all around?” Everyone agreed. He ordered Erferen’s 
breakfast, along with the coffee and toast. “Don’t forget some strawberry jam. 
Thank you.” La Mont turned to the others, “The food will be here in about fif-
teen minutes. So, let me get you up to speed.”

“Before you leave, you will be provided with both a verbatim transcript of 
what was said by and between our Zetutxtilian guest, Itzamná, and Dr. Kaiser-
ling’s group and me, as well as a video transcript.” 

“Itzamná has been very cooperative and forthcoming. To this point, we have 
not discovered any inconsistencies in his comments and, I will admit, some of 
his statements sound as if they are from a graphic novel. He has indicated that 
our little gray friends, the Niribui, are planning a full-scale attack on Earth.” 
La Mont could see skepticism on McEwen’s face but he said nothing. “Appar-
ently, besides their genetic problems, they have all but exhausted their planet’s 
resources. According to Itzamná, we can expect their attack any time within the 
next fifty years but probably within the next 25.” 

“That is a pretty wide window of opportunity, don’t you think?”
“It is within the context of our lifetimes but not within the context of Itzam-

ná’s. His lifespan is somewhere around 600 Earth years.” La Mont saw raised 
eyebrows from most of his audience.

“Six hundred years?!” murmured McEwen.
“According to Itzamná, the Zetutxtili live to approximately 100 but each of 

their ‘years’ represents roughly 6 Earth years.”
“Maybe your translator misunderstood what was being said,” commented 

McEwen. It was more of a criticism or question than a comment.
“We don’t have a translator. Itzamná speaks English perfectly,” said La Mont.
“What? How is that possible?” asked McEwen.
“To make a long story short, he was on Earth in the early 40s. We checked on 

his story and, sure enough, everything he said has checked out,” said La Mont.
“The transcripts will provide you with all the background on this guy. They 

have a unique social, political, and economic system. And from what I can gath-
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er, so far, they have no police, no justice system, no military, and no governance 
as we know it.”

‘How in God’s name is that possible?” asked McEwen.
“That brings me to why I needed you here. Due to the evolution of their 

society, they are individually self-policing, and government exists more as a 
facilitator than as a political entity. Government’s purpose is to make sure the 
people are supplied with the things they need. They do not hold elections, and 
people work for the benefit of their fellow beings, both in what we would refer 
to as the private and public sectors. Typically, these are jobs taken for life. There 
is no retirement. One simply works until they die.”

“What about the military? Don’t they need to protect themselves?” asked 
McEwen.

“As I understand it, they have no need for a military. First, there is only one 
nation on  Zetutxtil. The people are all the same. No races or ethnic groups or 
differences. So, there is no international conflict. In addition, they possess a 
technology that protects each citizen from personal, physical attack. The system 
is self-activating. And, to date they have never been attacked by another race 
of people. I am unsure if they even have a planetary defense system in place. 
Even so, they are willing to supply us with this technology for the protection 
of Earth.”

“At what cost?” asked McEwen.
“One thing you need to know about the Zetutxtili is that they are not like us, 

despite appearances. And when I say like us, I don’t just mean looks. They are 
made of stuff that doesn’t even exist in our universe.”

“What?! What the hell are you talking about?” asked McEwen. He was both 
confused and becoming upset. “You’re beginning to talk gibberish.”

La Mont had to regain his footing. “Sir, let me explain further.”
“Please do,” instructed McEwen is a definitely authoritative voice.
“Itzamná and Zetutxtil do not exist within our concept of our universe; their 

laws of nature are different from ours. Their chemistry and their physics are 
different. Everything about them is different. Essentially, they play by a com-
pletely different set of rules. We cannot manufacture anything they have in their 
world and they cannot make anything from our world. It will take someone 
more learned than me to explain it, but everything about the Zetutxtili is dif-
ferent. I’m not even sure how the guy breathes our air, to be quite honest. Ap-
parently, our rules of Nature are different from theirs; although the principles 
underlying their science are similar to ours. I think we could adapt their technol-
ogy to our use.”

“They are willing to supply the defense technology and I have no idea what 
we could use to ‘pay’ them for it. We, literally, have nothing they can use in 
terms of resources. Even so, they are willing to supply it. They are already cal-
culating how many units would be necessary to protect the planet against any 
possible attack. They have another technology that is the real reason I wanted 
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you here. Have you ever seen the old Michael Renny movie, The Day the Earth 
Stood Still?” Everyone nodded or commented, ‘Sure.’ “Do you remember the 
robot, Gort?” Again, nods.

McEwen was growing impatient. “What the hell do old science fiction mov-
ies have to do with the Zetutxtili?”

“Well, Gort was an intergalactic policeman, of sorts, in the movie. The 
Zetutxtili actually developed a Gort-like police force. They programmed the 
robots to enforce their laws. Over time, the people began policing themselves 
and, eventually, they were able to do away with their police, their justice sys-
tem, and, finally, even their robotic police,” said La Mont. “I did not discuss 
the details of the system with Itzamná but he said that their robotic police force 
could be reactivated and programmed for Earth. Not only would it eliminate 
crime, they would repel any attempt at invasion.”

“I naturally thought the defensive system was the most practical alterna-
tive but, upon second thought, I asked myself, ‘Would I like to live in a world 
without strife or crime?’ My answer was yes. For that reason, I thought that 
I should provide you with the two possible alternatives and you can evaluate 
which would be the better system. Again, Itzamná is willing to provide the sys-
tems. They are both operative and have proven themselves successful. Would 
you like to talk to Itzamná yourself?” asked La Mont.

Without hesitation, McEwen said, “Absolutely! When can we meet?”
The food arrived. Over their meal the officers discussed several of the other 

findings General La Mont had made regarding the Zetutxtili. “I really want to 
talk to this Itzamná fellow. Can I meet him first thing in the morning?”

“I am sure that can be arranged. He is billeted in the guest bunker. I can try 
to rouse him now to see if we can meet first thing tomorrow or we can summon 
him in the morning. He is very accommodating,” said La Mont.

“Let’s permit the man a good night’s sleep.” The general finished his meal, 
saying, “I’m  a bit tired too. If you show us our billet, we can continue this to-
morrow. Reveille at 6:00?” 

“Yes, Sir. This way.” La Mont took the general to the officer’s guest quarters, 
which were reserved for visiting commanding officers. Then, he too, returned to 
his quarters. It had, indeed, been quite a day.
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Chapter 22

Reveille sounded at 06:00 hours. Within minutes, the generals and their 
staffs were up, dressed, and making their way to the officer’s mess. Today was 
going to be busy. They had to save the world.

Shortly after breakfast General McEwen and La Mont met in the control 
room overlooking the meeting room. They were alone. “Sir, do you want me to 
go get Itzamná?”

“No, not quite yet. Since we’re alone, let me ask you a question. What do 
you honestly think about this Itzamná character? Should we trust him or not?”

“To be very candid, I honestly don’t know. He has answered everyone’s 
questions without hesitation and we have discovered neither any inconsisten-
cies nor lies, nor half truths. You know the old adage, ‘If it sounds too good to 
be true, it probably is.’ That’s where I’m at. I’d love for everything he has said 
to be true but I’m holding onto a healthy dose of skepticism. I don’t mean to 
sound cynical but . . .” 

McEwen interrupted. “I hear ya. Where would you like to go from here?”
“I’d like you to meet with him and afterward we can decide what to do. Does 

that work for you?” asked La Mont.
“That’s probably the most prudent course of action. Go get him and I’ll meet 

you both downstairs. I have a quick call I need to make.” 
La Mont turned, left the room, and made his way to Itzamná’s quarters. As he 

approached the facility, the two sentries saluted. “Anything to report, airman?”
“No, Sir. He never left his quarters all night. We haven’t heard anything since 

we came on duty. All’s quiet.”
“Very good.” La Mont returned the airman’s salute. La Mont knocked on the 

facility’s door. Itzamná immediately came to the door, opening it.
“Please come in, General.”
“Thank you. I hope you were comfortable.”
“Yes. Thank you.”
“Have you had time for breakfast? I’d offer you something but, it is my un-

derstanding you brought all your own food,” said La Mont.
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“This is true. And, yes, I have eaten. Thank you for your concern. Can I help 
you in some way?” asked Itzamná.

“As a matter of fact, you can. One of my superiors, General Montgomery 
McEwen, arrived last night and he would like to meet with you at your earliest 
convenience. He has some questions. When could you be ready?”

“I’m ready now,” said Itzamná.
“In that case, let’s go to the meeting room. The general will meet us there.”

•

The general’s call was to Washington. “Mr. Secretary, this is General McE-
wen. I’m at Groom and about to meet with the alien, Itzamná. La Mont has 
briefed me, and he is reasonably confident that this Itzamná is the real deal. He 
appears to be more cooperative than the Niribui. He has freely offered defensive 
technology; so far with no strings attached, not even payment. La Mont believes 
this show of beneficence is predicated on the fact that Earth possesses nothing 
that the Zetutxtili can use or want and the contention that the Niribui are plan-
ning an invasion. From my understanding of the situation, they are humanoid 
but beyond that, we are nothing like them. La Mont was quick to point out that, 
somehow, they and their planet are chemically, physically, and biologically very 
different than we are. No. I have not yet met this being. However, I am expect-
ing to meet with him shortly. I will, sir. I’ll get back to you after my meeting. 
Very well. Good bye.” 

•

McEwen replaced the phone in its cradle and made his way down to the 
meeting room. He stood outside, awaiting the arrival of Itzamná and La Mont. 
Moments later, the two men rounded the corner of the meeting facility. La Mont 
made the formal introductions. “This way, gentlemen,” La Mont opened the 
door to the meeting room, Itzamná entered first, followed by McEwen and La 
Mont. Itzamná retook the seat he had used the day before, with McEwen and La 
Mont occupying seats immediately across the table from him.

McEwen was the first to speak, “General La Mont has briefed me on your 
discussions yesterday. Rather than beat around the bush, I am here to determine 
how my government can negotiate some kind of treaty between your people and 
the United States. And, at the same time, determine why you are here.” La Mont 
was taken aback by his superior’s bluntness. He was about to make a comment 
but thought better of it. This was not his show any longer.

Itzamná smiled and thought, ‘This is a politician, a bureaucrat, not a military 
man. However, in his defense, he is not a diplomat. In some ways he is tact-
less but that is refreshing. At least he is not hiding his agenda with vague and 
hollow words.’ “I like a man who gets to the point. To respond in kind, No, we 
cannot negotiate a treaty between Zetutxtil and your government.” McEwen’s 
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face changed from friendly camaraderie to abject surprise. “We will negotiate 
with the people of Earth, not just one nation. It is everyone or no one. We made 
a mistake five millennia ago when we exacerbated the cultural and racial dif-
ferences between your planet’s people. We will not further contribute to that 
divisiveness by selectively negotiating a treaty between our worlds.”

“But, it was my understanding that you were willing to provide us with de-
fensive capabilities?” McEwen glared at La Mont as he spoke.

“I still stand behind that offer but it was not made specifically to your gov-
ernment. I don’t believe either General La Mont or I made any mention of any 
particular government. If there was a misunderstanding, I apologize. My offer of 
defensive technology was made to Earth as a whole, not to a single government 
or nation,” said Itzamná. At his comment, McEwen seemed to relax, losing the 
contemptuous expression that had been on his face. Itzamná liked La Mont. He 
seemed to be a practical man, even for a military bureaucrat. There was no need 
on the part of McEwen to chastise him, either informally or obliquely. Itzamná 
thought, ‘La Mont has been nothing but cooperative.’ “I accept all responsibility 
for any misunderstanding. I should have made my intentions less suggestive. 
My offer was to all the people of Earth.”

“I see. Who do you see controlling the Parnachate system?” asked McEwen.
“There is no need for anyone to control it. It is a completely automated and 

self-sustaining system. It will neutralize any hostile action, both from beyond 
the planet, as well as any hostile act on the planet,” said Itzamná in an attempt 
to be as accurate as possible concerning the system’s capabilities. The faces of 
both McEwen and La Mont became strangely blank. Both were thinking the 
same thought, ‘It would neutralize ANY hostile action, even between nations!’

The generals looked at one another. La Mont, “Are you trying to tell us that 
the Parnachate system would prevent international hostilities -- wars -- includ-
ing  civil wars, as well as protecting our planet from intergalactic attacks?”

“In a word, yes. It would neutralize all hostility.”
“When you say neutralize hostile actions, what exactly do you mean by 

‘neutralize’?” asked McEwen.
“The weaponry would be destroyed – bombs, planes, artillery, missiles, and 

guns – if activated. They would not be affected unless they were actually used 
for hostile purposes. The people would not be harmed. Only military hardware 
would be eliminated.”

“Jesus! That would mean that there would be no need for our armies, navies, 
or air forces!” La Mont turned to McEwen. “Do you realize what that would 
mean?” It was more a rhetorical question than one needing a reply.

Even so, McEwen responded, “Yes. We would be out of a job!”
La Mont wanted to respond but Itzamná was the first to reply. “You can look 

at it myopically or within the context of what is most beneficial for all Mankind. 
If there were no wars or hostilities, would not your individual governments’ 
huge military budgets cease to be necessary? Could those funds not be used for 
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other, more productive purposes? For the provision of more productive social 
programs? For research that would benefit all Mankind?”  

“If the implements of war were no longer needed, would that not benefit the 
environment? Wouldn’t it reduce the demands you are currently placing on the 
Earth’s limited resources and, at the same time, reduce the negative impacts of 
mining and manufacturing?  Would you not be, individually and collectively, 
better off without either the need or existence of the implements of war?”

“Forget about your personal investment in the current system of military 
service. Think about what is or would be in the best interests of your fellow 
man. And to answer your question of why I am here, I am here because you 
summoned me. Also, I am here to advise and teach you a new way of think-
ing. Humans waste enormous amounts of time, energy, and resources, trying 
to outdo or compete with one another, either individually or nationally. Instead 
of working for the mutual benefit of your fellow man, you work for personal 
or national gain. This attitude is counter-productive for everyone. It causes the 
waste of resources, directing them to, essentially, unproductive ends in an effort 
to achieve unachievable goals. Unless you implement a program that benefits 
all of Mankind, you will find yourselves in the same situation that the Niribui 
find themselves – living on a rapidly dying planet with no place to go. There are 
not that many planets in your galaxy or universe that are capable of sustaining 
Humankind. If you do not change your current habits, you will all die. I am of-
fering you a tenable alternative to your species’ self-destruction.”

McEwan and La Mont were shocked. They had not expected either the an-
swers or the sermon. Both sat silently, mouths slack, just staring at one another.  
What could they say? Each had to admit, everything Itzamná had said made 
sense. He was absolutely right in his assessment of Earth’s current or pending 
situation. He was very much a messianic figure, but would the world listen this 
time? People with similar messages had come and gone, but they had been 
humans. Now, an alien was preaching the same message. Was there a universal 
truth after all, and Mankind had not shown the wisdom to listen or subscribe to 
it?

After he had recovered, McEwen said, “I wish I could dispute what you have 
said but I cannot. It will take me a while to process both what you have said, as 
well as the implications. Would you mind telling me about the second alterna-
tive, the, ahh, robotic police?”

“On my world, we were much like you are, today. Our society was every man 
for himself. For some of us, that seemed inefficient and counter-productive. The 
worst manifestation of the every-man-for-himself philosophy, combined with a 
total disrespect of others’ rights, is crime. We were a unified world, we didn’t 
have different races but we did have power strongholds that were vying for 
power. Maybe the term city-states would be more appropriate. A small group 
of us decided something needed to be done to amalgamate and integrate these 
rogue power brokers. They fomented what you would refer to as civil unrest, 
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civil war, or insurgencies, which some of us considered a crime against society.
“We decided this situation had to come to an end. In our power zone, we 

decided to implement an unbiased and invulnerable legal system. In general, it 
was our belief that people are too easily influenced by personal loyalties, per-
sonal gain, and personal interests. We needed a policing authority that could not 
be compromised. It was decided to create a robotic police force, that we called 
the Fyawìntxu, or Guides. They were programmed to enforce the laws, most of 
which were based on the Laws of Fyawìntxuxi, an early social philosopher. You 
might call him a prophet. His laws had been simple, a reflection of the times in 
which he lived. Fyawìntxuxi’s laws were very similar to your Ten Command-
ments – social and moral imperatives. After Fyawìntxuxi’s death, however, our 
society and our legal system became increasingly complex. Over time, Fy-
awìntxuxi’s principles, which had been at the heart of our system of justice had 
become so corrupted that they were virtually unrecognizable.

 “We took the bold step to unilaterally implement the Fyawìntxu. The Fy-
awìntxu were tamper-proof and not subject to any form of inducement or brib-
ery. They were invulnerable to any attack, based on every technology we pos-
sessed as a people. They interpreted the law and implemented it without mercy. 
The penalty for any infraction of the law was summary execution.”

“What!? The penalty for ANY crime was death!?” asked McEwen.
“Yes.”
“I have always found ‘machine logic’ extremely, ah, black and white, no 

gray areas. The law is full of gray areas. That is why we have judges and juries 
to oversee the implementation of justice. Weren’t there miscarriages of justice 
or errors in judgment? With the penalty for the commission of a crime being 
execution, there is no opportunity to correct miscarriages of justice,” remarked 
McEwen. La Mont nodded in agreement.

“This may sound callous but it was our belief that, even if errors were made, 
they would constitute a very small percentage overall and, as such, they were 
tolerable. We were looking to the final result, not the transition. We knew the 
transition would be difficult but we believed the result was worth the cost. We 
were re-engineering society, an entire culture. We were overhauling our society, 
and we knew it would be difficult. It would have its costs and casualties. Had 
we not made the difficult decision to go ahead with our plan, or had we begun 
to second guess either our goal or the methods being used, we might well have 
been worse off than had we never begun. The ends justified the means.

“The Fyawìntxu rooted out crime and punished the guilty. The individual Fy-
awìntxu were equipped with an internal communication system and when addi-
tional units were required, they would self-mobilize and redistribute themselves 
to deal with all manner of contingencies. At first, the executions were few, and 
then they rose as the Fyawìntxu became more and more efficient.” 

“The first crimes that disappeared were crimes of violence -- homicides, fol-
lowed by rapes, assaults, abuse, robbery, abductions, etc. Within a year, there 
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were virtually no more violent crimes anywhere on Zetutxtil. It was then that 
the Fyawìntxu began rooting out other non-violent crimes, for example, fraud, 
extortion, property damage, media theft, and what you would call white collar 
crimes. For obvious reasons, it was easier to police violent crimes. It was much 
more difficult to eliminate non-violent crimes and it took nearly a decade to 
eliminate them. It also cost the greatest number of lives. The first year resulted 
in approximately 100,000 deaths. Over the next ten years, or so, more than 5 
million citizens died. At the time, our world consisted of only 30 million. If a 
similar pattern prevailed on Earth, with its population of nearly 6 billion, ap-
proximately 1 billion people would perish.  

“The Fyawìntxu, despite their merciless implementation of the laws, had 
their desired effect. Crime of any kind ceased to exist. The people became law-
abiding and self-policing. It may seem like a large number of people suffered at 
the hands of the Fyawìntxu, however, in the end, our society was transformed. 
People did not permit themselves to exhibit carnal or beastly behavior. They 
did not give in to impulses. Both their thinking and actions were altered. They 
moved toward behavior that focused on other people, rather than the self. What 
you call altruism was the governing principle. If you take others into account, 
first and foremost, you cannot commit a crime. Along with this transformation 
came a fundamental change in people’s thought processes. The importance of 
the Self was substituted by the importance of the Society. People developed 
the belief that it is far nobler to work for the group than for the individual. 
This meant that self-aggrandizement disappeared, along with the avarice and 
acquisitiveness. Work was for the whole, not just the individual.

“Simultaneous with these shifts in our society was a fundamental change in 
the role of government. Government was no longer required to control. Conse-
quently, government assumed the role of oversight – assuring that each citizen 
was provided with the goods and services they required. Once people began 
working for society, rather than for the Self, consumption patterns changed. 
There was no more conspicuous consumption. Consumption solely based on 
the ability and the desire to consume. People began consuming to fill a human 
need, not for the sake of consumption. Consequently, the demand and avail-
ability of goods, services, and resources changed. What had once been in short 
supply now met everyone’s needs. Production of goods and services declined 
because no one was over-consuming, until equilibrium was met. It then became 
only necessary to anticipate where the demands would be and the distribution 
of the needed quantities. Government assumed this oversight role. At the same 
time, government service evolved into just another occupation. It no longer 
guaranteed the government employee any additional power or prestige. It was 
simply an occupation. Since it was an occupation, there was no longer any need 
for elections, and the role of the politician ceased to be important.

“People also became responsible for the number of children they wished to 
have. Over time, our birthrate declined until it settled at just above the replace-
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ment level. This slightly elevated birthrate accounted for accidental deaths. As 
a consequence, our population stabilized and with it, our levels of consumption 
of non-renewable and renewable recourses stabilized. Even with the slightly 
elevated birthrate, from time to time, because we needed additional workers, the 
government asks that we have additional children to fill the demand for labor. 
This means that we always have full employment.

“As people focused on the smooth operation of society and there was no 
prestige or advantage of one job over another, all jobs became equally impor-
tant. There was no advantage being an executive over being a sewer worker 
or a building maintenance person. They are just jobs that need to be filled for 
the smooth running of society. Whether one job is considered a dirty job and 
another, clean, is socially and economically immaterial. People essentially see 
jobs as necessary to the smooth running of society, nothing more. Consequently, 
no one strives for one job over another. There are no adults who are unwilling 
to work. There are those who are unable to work but none are unwilling. The 
refusal to work is deemed a crime against society. Everyone contributes to our 
society in one way or another. With all jobs having equal importance and there 
was no advantage to be had doing one job over another, wages ceased to be 
important. It is at this point that we eliminated wages all together. People were 
consuming only what they required. The only thing that needed to be overseen 
was the supply of goods and services and that they were meeting demand. The 
government was responsible for monitoring our consumption patterns to insure 
their availability and distribution. 

“Commerce, based on money, ceased to be important. We replaced the use 
of money, at first with consumer cards that permitted the government to keep 
track of consumption patterns. Later, these cards were replaced by a tattoo given 
at the time of birth. People objected to the tattoos and they were, later, replaced 
by a microchip placed under the skin of each person’s arm at birth. This chip 
contained all the information a person would typically need during the course 
of their lifetime and the data could be easily updated – medical history and con-
sumption patterns, as well as identity. 

“The transition from our dog-eat-dog society to our self-policing society was 
difficult; however, in the end we emerged a much stronger, vibrant, and healthy 
society. All that had been demeaning in our society disappeared. Everyone had 
a valued place in society. Everyone was appreciated and needed, and everyone’s 
fundamental needs were being met. You would call it a utopia.

“If you wanted your world to become a utopia, a specially programmed force 
of Fyawìntxu could be dispatched to Earth. Your society would be molded, not in 
the image of the Zetutxtili but as needed by your people, as defined by your laws 
and your value system. Your population growth would stabilize reducing the 
demands placed on your environment by the rapacious extraction of nonrenew-
able resources and environmental damage caused by large scale manufacturing 
processes. In addition, the Fyawìntxu would provide the physical defense Earth 
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might require against any potential invader. In the long term, the advantages of 
the Fyawìntxu system far outweigh the short-term costs,” concluded Itzamná.

“Today, the Fyawìntxu have been largely deactivated. There simply is no 
need for them. We keep a few ever-present but it is more as a reminder than 
anything else. It is rare to hear of any Fyawìntxu activity. When it does occur, 
it is deemed extremely newsworthy. In my fourteen years, I have only heard 
of one incident requiring Fyawìntxu involvement. But the implementation of a 
Fyawìntxu system requires a commitment to the betterment of society and the 
willingness to see it through to the end. The decision, then, is between a simple, 
automated defensive system or the makeover of your planet’s society, in addi-
tion to defensive capabilities. 

“There is no delicate way to put this, so I will dispense with being, as you 
call it, politically correct. First, the Parnachate defense system would be the 
easiest and quickest to implement and least difficult for the numerous govern-
ments of your world to accept. You could suggest its adoption through your 
United Nations.

“Second, the Fyawìntxu system would be a difficult sell to each and every 
nation on Earth. No. It would be impossible. If the Fyawìntxu system were to 
be implemented, it would require a vision of what Earth could be, not what it 
is today. It would require that someone take responsibility for the planet, not in 
a political sense but in a socioeconomic and physical sense. It would take men 
and women of vision to contemplate the wholesale re-engineering of Earth’s 
values, institutions, and social orders. If such men and women existed and they 
were willing to commit to the task, the Zetutxtili would supply the required 
Fyawìntxu. You would supply the laws that governed their behavior. To elimi-
nate the need for international consensus or agreement, the Fyawìntxu system 
could be implemented clandestinely. The Fyawìntxu could be delivered around 
the world almost simultaneously, and the Zetutxtili could take responsibility 
for their distribution. We could announce to the world that it was our intent to 
eliminate violence and enforce a common set of laws, applicable to everyone. 
This would relieve any one nation of having to assume responsibility for the 
Fyawìntxu and their subsequent actions. How we proceed from here is entirely 
up to you,” said Itzamná. “Do you have any questions?”

McEwen and La Mont, both, just stared at Itzamná, stunned. They could 
hardly believe what they had just heard. Then, La Mont spoke. “Excuse me but 
what you have just proposed sounds very much like a veiled form of invasion.”

“Not at all. I am offering you a way to defend yourself against all potential 
invaders, including the Zetutxtili. Either system will protect your planet against 
the Niribui. One system addresses only the idea of defense. The other addresses 
the most pressing problems facing Humankind – violence, warfare, terrorism, 
crime, and political divisiveness. Both systems will eliminate war – domestic, 
internationally, and intergalactically. Only one will address the rest of the prob-
lems that plague all of Earth’s social, political, economic, and environmental 
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problems, but to implement the larger alternative will require people of vision 
and commitment,” said Itzamná in a challenging tone. “It’s your call.” 

“Without offending you, what assurances do we have that, one, the Niribui 
do, in fact, represent a genuine threat to Earth; and, two, what you have pro-
posed is not just a camouflaged way of taking over Earth?” asked McEwen.

“I am, in no way, offended. You have no way of verifying my allegation that 
the Niribui intend to takeover Earth. You will just have to take my word on that 
matter. In regard to your second concern, if we were a warring society and in-
terested in, as you have so eloquently put it, ‘taking over Earth,’ we would not 
be sitting here and now. Not even your entire world’s nuclear capabilities would 
be a deterrent to such a takeover. We would already be in power.”

“Furthermore, you keep failing to acknowledge that you have nothing we 
can utilize. We cannot make use of any of your resources. Your people are mil-
lennia behind us. We have no need for comparatively uneducated labor. If you 
can think of anything you have that we can use, I would be interested in know-
ing what it is. You, on the other hand, can use what we have to offer – self-con-
tained, operational technology, which would not be dependent in any way on 
Earth’s resources or energy supply. This technology we are offering is cost free. 
It will protect you against the only enemy you have in your galaxy and universe, 
at present – the Niribui. The Niribui represent no threat to us technologically. 
They do represent a threat to you and your planet, however. If you decide not to 
implement the Parnachate system, and the Niribui attack, you will have abso-
lutely no defense. If, however, you implement the Parnachate defense system, 
you will be protected. The only question here is whether or not you want to be 
protected – just in case – or remain unprotected and vulnerable to attack.”

“If you choose to move forward with the Fyawìntxu system, you will be 
implementing a program that will benefit humanity and your planet in the long 
term. Humanity will be driven forward, at an accelerated rate, toward your spe-
cie’s ultimate evolutionary climax. Your planet will benefit from long term con-
servation, free of destructive resource extraction and exploitation. Again, the 
choice is yours,” said Itzamná, with no rancor in his voice.

“We must sound overly parochial to you. You tend to think on an entirely 
different plane than we do. We think about ourselves and our countries, while 
you think about Humanity and entire planets. Maybe that is what causes us so 
many problems. We look at the smallest common denominator, while you look 
at the big picture. Recognizing the difference between how we think does not, 
however, eliminate our internal conflicts,” admitted La Mont.

“We will have to take your generous offers under advisement. We are but 
minor cogs in a much larger machine,” professed McEwen.

“I understand completely. General, is there any possibility I could get a tour 
of your facility. I’ve been sequestered here in this hangar since my arrival and I 
would very much like to get out and get some exercise. Could that be arranged?”

La Mont looked to McEwen. “General?” 
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“Under the circumstances, I don’t see how it could hurt. His technology is 
superior to anything we have or that of the Niribui, so there’s not much likeli-
hood of espionage. Sure, go ahead. Get him a security ID.”

“Thank you gentlemen. General La Mont, what is the weather like outside 
today?”

“It was cool when we came in this morning but it always warms up quickly. 
If you have a light jacket, that should be enough protection. The sun will be 
strong, so if you are sensitive to strong sunlight, you should wear sunglasses. 
If you don’t have any, I can obtain a pair for you,” said La Mont solicitously. 

“I have my own, thank you. I will go get my jacket and glasses and be back 
momentarily.”

As Itzamná left the meeting room, McEwen pulled La Mont close and whis-
pered, “Keep an eye on him. I genuinely don’t think we have much to be con-
cerned about but we can’t have the man wandering around without an escort. 
Whoever accompanies him should be prepared to collect any intel they can 
from him through normal conversation. Send someone who knows something.”

“Yes, Sir.” La Mont returned to the control room and General McEwen re-
turned to his quarters. He had some more important phone calls to make.

•

La Mont called Major Walter “Waldo” Pennon. Pennon was an old ‘jet jock-
ey’ who had earned his PhD in aeronautical engineering and was now working 
as the chief test pilot on several stealth projects in the Dreamland section of the 
Groom Lake research facility. He would be the most qualified career officer to 
escort and pump Itzamná for useful information, without being overly obvious. 
“Waldo, this is Skeeter. I have a quick dog and pony show job for you. I have an 
alien here from Zetutxtil and McEwen sees no reason not to show him around. 
Can you come over now? I’m in the Alien Hangar’s control room. See you in 
ten. Thanks.”

Just as Itzamná approached the stairs to the control room, Waldo entered the 
hangar. His eyes immediately settled on Itzamná. He was the only one wear-
ing a scarlet jacket, which, against all the ABUs (Airman Battle Uniforms), a 
pixilated tiger stripe camouflage uniform worn by everyone else in the building, 
made him a little more than conspicuous. Waldo approached Itzamná. “I am 
guessing you are the gentleman I am supposed to take on a tour of the base. My 
name is Major Pennon but my friends call me Waldo.”

“I am pleased to meet you, Major Pennon. My name is Itzamná.”
“Please feel free to call me Waldo.” Waldo stuck out his hand to shake hands. 
“Thank you. I take that as a great honor, Waldo.” Itzamná took Waldo’s hand 

with a firm grip.
La Mont was just coming down the stairs as the two men were exchanging 

handshakes. “I see you two have already made your introductions.” La Mont 
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turned to Itzamná. “Your security ID will be here momentarily. Waldo, while 
we wait for the badge, why don’t you two have a seat in the meeting room and 
get to know one another. Itzamná has been cleared to see everything. No need 
to worry about security. He has carte blanch. I’ll see both of you later. I have 
some work to do.”

Waldo escorted Itzamná to the meeting room, where they chatted until Itzam-
ná’s identification badge arrived. Then they set off on a full tour of the Groom 
Lake facility. Itzamná showed a keen interest in everything and his knowledge 
of aeronautics astounded Waldo. For the rest of the day, Itzamná was busy re-
viewing the best and most advanced aeronautical engineering the Air Force had 
to offer. Itzamná frequently shook his head. It was amazing how primitive their 
equipment was, even the Aurora, the Air Force’s newest, hypersonic reconnais-
sance aircraft. “This baby has already exceeded Mach 6 in test flights over the 
Pacific. We’ve blown out countless windows in California as we head out over 
the ocean. It is quite a ride,” said Waldo.

•

General McEwen, upon arriving at his billet, made arrangements for a secure 
line and was put through to the Secretary of Defense. “Mr. Secretary, what if I 
told you I could end the war in Afghanistan and Iraq? Would you be interested? 
Of course I’m serious. And, of course there is a catch. We need to sit down and 
discuss this as soon as possible. I’m at Groom Lake and just finished talking 
to our newest alien friend. He has made an offer that I don’t think we can or 
should pass up. And it will cost us absolutely nothing! I thought you might be 
interested. Can we get together later on this afternoon, say, 16:00 hours, your 
office? I’ll be there. Thank you Mr. Secretary.”

•

McEwen returned to the Alien’s Hangar to say goodbye to La Mont. “Skee-
ter, I have to run. I have an appointment with the secretary at 16:00 hours in 
Washington. I want to get him up to speed on Itzamná’s proposals.”

“Which one are you going to push for, defense or overhaul?” asked La Mont.
“As a career officer, I lean toward option one, the defensive umbrella. How-

ever, unless I am mistaken, even that approach will eliminate the concept of the 
military all around the world, as well as civil wars, insurgencies, and terrorism. 
We’ll be out of a job.” McEwen chuckled to himself. 

“If we put ourselves out to pasture, why not go the whole nine yards and re-
vamp everything. I thought Itzamná’s Fyawìntxu idea had a lot of merit. I could 
just see the Fyawìntxu walking into Congress and cleaning house – that den of 
thieves and miscreants. I have to admit, I’d love to be on the committee that 
outlined what the law of the land would be.” La Mont smiled broadly. McEwen 
wore a similar grin and soon began to laugh. Before long, both were laughing 
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uncontrollably.
Through his laughter, La Mont said, “Can you just see the Vice President’s, 

or the President pro tempore’s or the Speaker of the House’s face as the first Fy-
awìntxu rolls into the Senate Chamber or the House and begins blasting away? 
What an image!”

As he began to regain control of himself, McEwen said to La Mont, “I really 
have to get back to DC. I’ll call you after I have spoken with the Secretary. Have 
all the transcripts and videography couriered to me ASAP.” Even as he spoke, 
La Mont could hear the gurgle of laughter still welling up in McEwen. McEwen 
just shook his head as he left the control room.

“Yes, sir.” As hard as it was, La Mont’s imagination got the best of him and 
all he could see was a scene from the movie Mars Attacks! – a bizarre movie he 
and his son had recently watched on late night TV. It was one of their rare times 
together, and mindless movie-watching seemed to make everything between 
them somehow better.

By 12:30 hours, McEwen’s C-21A lifted off and he was on his way back to 
Washington.
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Chapter 23 

General McEwen instructed his pilot to arrange for a landing at Ronald Rea-
gan Washington National Airport, more commonly referred to as Reagan or just 
National. National was unique among the airports in the U.S. It was virtually 
within the core of the city of Washington, only a stone’s throw from the White 
House, Congress, or the Pentagon.  

From National, it would be less than a two-mile ride to the Pentagon via the 
Jefferson Davis Highway and the Boundary Road, and he could avoid being late 
for his 16:00 meeting with the Secretary of Defense.

As Secretary Blatner was returning from his meeting with the Joint Chiefs, 
General McEwen sat patiently in his outer office. Blatner was running late. As 
he passed through the outer office he picked up his stack of messages from his 
administrative assistant and gestured for McEwen to follow him into his inner 
office. “Hello Monty, how are things? Have a seat and I will be right with you.” 
Blatner, still standing, made a series of brief phone calls, then settled himself 
into his overstuffed leather desk chair. “So what’s going on at Groom?”

“Sir, I had a most fascinating meeting with our newest alien. He is from the 
planet Zetutxtil, or something like that. He came in response to a signal sent out 
from a case that was discovered by a U of Wisconsin archeologist, a Dr. . . .” 
McEwen had to refer to his notes for the professor’s name “. . . a Dr. Sebastian 
Kaiserling, last summer. From all indications, this alien, whose name is Itzam-
ná, lives in another universe. I’m not a physicist, so I can’t explain it any more 
precisely. He was transported to Earth using wormhole technology. Apparently, 
this is his second visit to Earth. It appears he attended U. C. Berkeley back in 
the mid-1940s.” 

“What? UC Berkeley?! That’s absurd! Are you sure?”
“Yes, sir. It all sounds very strange but all indications are that he is who 

he says he is. It gets better. He has informed us that our little gray friends, the 
Niribui, are planning a takeover of Earth. It is their objective to eliminate all 
humans and resettle our planet. Apparently, they have extracted everything of 
value from their planet and they need a new home world; they have selected 
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Earth. Itzamná, or his people, possess defensive technology called a Parnach-
ate, that would permit us to repel any such attempt at invasion.”

“The Parnachate defense system is an automated system that is currently 
being used as a personal defense system but can be adapted for planetary use. 
As I understand it, the system neutralizes all offensive weapons upon activation. 
The system would, essentially eliminate all offensive and defensive weapons, 
both on the planet and from any external threat. They are willing to supply such 
a defense net system without charge.”

“What?! They will just give us the system?” asked Blatner excitedly. “Sign 
me up.”

“It’s not quite that simple, sir.”
“I didn’t think it would be. Go on,” directed Blatner.
 “They will not give it to just one nation. They will supply the system only 

for planetary defense purposes, not national defense. They also have another 
system that they are, again, willing to share and implement. It is called the 
Fyawìntxu system. The Fyawìntxu are robotic peacekeepers. Do you remember 
the 1950s sci-fi movie The Day the Earth Stood Still?” Blatner began to make a 
comment but was cut off by McEwen. “Sir, please bear with me for a moment.” 
Blatner nodded, indicating that he knew the movie. “In the movie there was a 
robotic ‘policeman’ named Gort. The Fyawìntxu are, essentially, the Zetutxtili 
equivalent of Gort.”

“You have to be kidding me!” exclaimed Blatner.
“No, sir. The Zetutxtili implemented the Fyawìntxu system on their own 

planet. In addition to protecting the Zetutxtili, the Fyawìntxu were able to elimi-
nate all forms of violence and crime, which had a profound impact on the subse-
quent development of Zetutxtili society, making it possibly the most advanced 
society in any universe. General La Mont is having printed and video transcripts 
of discussions with Itzamná couriered to me. I should have them sometime 
tomorrow. When they arrive, I will have them forwarded to you. I believe it is 
imperative that you examine the transcripts. They will provide you with a bet-
ter and more inclusive idea of what these two systems entail and what they are 
capable of doing.”

“For the moment, can we get our hands on examples of this Parnachate de-
fense system and an operational Fyawìntxu for evaluation purposes?” inquired 
the Secretary.

“I will check with La Mont and see if Itzamná is willing to supply us with 
test samples. I have seen both pieces of technology already. Itzamná wears a 
Parnachate  and he has a Fyawìntxu with him as a bodyguard. Oh, in addition, 
I have already been advised that we have neither the technological skill nor the 
raw materials necessary for the construction of either device. They would have 
to be supplied to us as self-sustaining, self-contained, tamper-proof systems. It-
zamná made it clear that the Fyawìntxu were designed and programmed specifi-
cally for use within Zetutxtili society and would have to be re-programmed to 
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meet Earth’s specific needs. The Fyawìntxu were so successful in their purpose 
that most were deactivated. Only a few remain operative and simply serve as a 
reminder or deterrent for the Zetutxtili people,” said McEwen.

 “Get those transcripts to me as soon as possible, and let’s get our hands on 
a Parnachate and Fyawìntxu. I want to be testing both of them yesterday, if not 
sooner,” instructed Blatner.

“If that is all, I will get on the phone with La Mont immediately and see what 
we can do.”

“By all means.” Without another word, Blatner began poring over files that 
had been lying on his desk. Their meeting was officially over. McEwen saluted 
and left without another word. Blatner did not acknowledge nor return the ges-
ture.

•

“John, this is Madman.” La Mont knew that something important was hap-
pening. McEwen never called him by his first name unless he was under pres-
sure from the higher ups, and he knew that he had undoubtedly just finished his 
meeting the Secretary of Defense. 

“What’s up, Monty?”
“Blatner would like . . . . No. Blatner wants to see operational Parnachate 

and Fyawìntxu technology for the purposes of testing. I realize we have no 
leverage with Itzamná but could you talk to him and see if he is amenable to 
letting us look at a couple of units? As Blatner said, and I quote, ‘I want to be 
testing both of them yesterday, if not sooner.’”

“Understood. I will talk to Itzamná immediately and get back to you. Did the 
Secretary give you any idea which way he was leaning?”

“No, but I didn’t lay out everything for him. I want him to read the tran-
scripts or watch the videos, so he can make a decision after hearing it from 
the horse’s mouth. Can you get those items to me ASAP? Also, have either an 
executive summary or an index prepared. That will cut down on wasted time for 
the Secretary. The sooner he has all the information we have, the sooner he will 
be in a position to make either a decision or recommendation,” said McEwen.

“I’ll have them on the way to you later tonight or tomorrow morning. They’ll 
be on your desk by the time you get in tomorrow. Take care, and good luck.”

From the control room, La Mont immediately called his aide, Lt. Travers. 
“Lucy, call whoever you need to get the job done but I need the transcripts and 
videos, along with executive summary of the transcripts or an index. Emphasize 
the material having to do with the Parnachate and Fyawìntxu. Do you think we 
can have everything ready to go by 0300 at the latest? When everything is ready, 
ship it via courier to General McEwen in Washington. YEO classification. No. 
I don’t need to see anything before it goes out. Thank you.”

“Sid – one of the surveillance technicians still on duty – when Itzamná gets 
back from his walkabout with Major Pennon, let me know. I need to talk to both 
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of them ASAP. I think I’ll head for my quarters. Call me.” Unlike many of his 
contemporaries, La Mont had not allowed his advancement in rank to complete-
ly isolate him from either the enlisted men or his fellow officers. He observed 
formal decorum only when necessary. Otherwise, he addressed most people by 
their first names. They all had a job to do and he saw no reason to ‘pull rank’ to 
satisfy his own personal sense of importance. At heart, he was still just a good 
ole boy from Texas, although he had long ago lost his Texas ‘twang.’ His first 
roommate at the academy had commented on his twang: “You know, it is really 
hard to understand you sometimes because of how thick you Texas accent is.” 
It was then that he had consciously worked to eliminate it. He was not going 
to permit anything to get in the way of his goal to be a general. While he was 
willing to sacrifice his accent, he just could not suppress his innate affability, 
and because he was always open and ‘straight’ with both the enlisted men and 
the officers, above and below him, he was well liked and had risen through the 
ranks, well beyond and more quickly than he could have expected in his wild-
est dreams. He earned his men’s respect; he did not need to demand it. Other 
officers were not so fortunate.

Sid, without a word, acknowledged La Mont’s request.

•

Pennon returned to the hangar with Itzamná just before dinner time. Pennon 
was exhausted. Itzamná still looked refreshed. As Pennon prepared himself for 
the climb up to the control room, he watched Itzamná walk toward his billet, 
wave, and finally enter. As he entered the control room, “Sergeant Hanson, is 
the General around?”

“He’s returned to his quarters, sir. He said he would like to talk to you and 
Mr. Itzamná when you returned. Would you like me call him for you?”

“Yes, please.” Hanson dialed. Once the general had answered, he handed the 
phone handset to Pennon.

“Yes, sir. We’re back. Sergeant Hanson indicated that you wanted to speak 
to both Itzamná and me. Would you like me to wait here in the control room or 
meet you somewhere? Very well. I’ll wait here.” Pennon settled himself into 
one of the office chairs with a sigh of relief. Speaking to no one in particular, 
“Man, am I bushed. That Itzamná is indefatigable.” He slumped further into the 
chair and within minutes he was beginning to doze. He sprang to life when La 
Mont walked through the door of the control room.

“Good evening, sir,” said Pennon.
“ How did the tour go?”
“Everything went very well. Itzamná just about walked my boots off. He is 

incredibly inquisitive and is most knowledgeable. When we were in the saucer 
hangar, he commented on the crudeness of the Niribui ship’s design, and when 
he saw the Aurora, he commented on the shape of the Aurora’s underside tail 
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fin. He suggested we trim off a portion of the rear tip to increase performance 
and stability. I took the liberty of having the guys run a quick simulation based 
on the suggested modification. We will have to run several more detailed simu-
lations, but the early indications are that he was right. We could realize as much 
as a five percent improvement in high speed turns. Other than that, it was a typi-
cal VIP-type tour,” said Pennon.

“If you think of anything else, let me know. Now go get some rest and chow. 
Good job, and thanks. I’ll catch you later.” Pennon left the control room. To Sid, 
“Is Itzamná back in his quarters?”

“Yes, Sir.”
La Mont made his way down the stairs and to the visitor’s facilities. He 

knocked on the door and waited for Itzamná. When the door opened, Itzamná 
said, “Thank you for allowing me to stretch my legs. The tour was delightful. 
Would you like to come in?”

“Maybe that would be best. I need to talk to you and it is best that it not be 
on the record.”

“Why?”
La Mont walked in and closed the door behind him. Itzamná made his way 

to the small table toward the rear of the unit. “Here. Have a seat.”
 “I received a call from General McEwen. He met with our Secretary of De-

fense and has given him a preliminary briefing concerning our earlier conversa-
tion. Secretary Blatner is, understandably, very interested in the Parnachate and 
Fyawìntxu technologies. In fact, he would like to see examples of operational 
units for testing purposes. Could or would  you allow us to evaluate them?”

“We have both here. I have my Parnachate unit, and we have my bodyguard. 
We could use it. We can begin your testing tomorrow, if you would like.

 “My superiors will be very grateful. Thank you. I need to go communicate 
the schedule to my superiors. I might not be back this evening; will you be al-
right all alone this evening?”

“If I get restless, I will talk more with Professor Kaiserling’s people. There 
is much that they need to learn.”

“Again, thank you for your cooperation. I am indebted to you,” said La Mont.
Itzamná smiled broadly, nodded to La Mont as he left, and thought, ‘I know 

. . .’
•

La Mont immediately returned to the control room and called McEwen on 
his secure and encrypted cell. “General, I apologize for calling so late but I 
have talked to Itzamná. We can have both units for testing purposes. He has 
his personal Parnachate and his bodyguard. We could begin testing tomorrow 
morning, if the Secretary grants us permission. You realize that, if we wait for 
the creation of a task force and the requisite testing guidelines and protocols, we 
are facing months of delays.” There was little more La Mont could say.  “Have 
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a good evening.”
After only a few minutes, McEwen called La Mont. “John, I have been 

thinking about what you said. I believe your evaluation is overly optimistic. I 
could easily see a year wasted just due to bureaucracy. What are your feelings 
about initiating testing on the Fyawìntxu as soon as possible? We already have 
an idea about what the Fyawìntxu are capable of doing. I’d like to confirm those 
capabilities. I can see how they could be of benefit to us. I don’t want to waste 
time waiting for the bureaucrats to make up their minds. We need change, real 
change – in the way the military operates and in society as a whole. The Fy-
awìntxu could be the answer to the problems we’re having, especially with our 
Middle Eastern friends.” There was a pause. Both men were considering the 
possibilities. 

“Are you aware that what you’re suggesting verges on insubordination or 
even sedition?” asked La Mont. “That said, I would agree with your assessment. 
If someone doesn’t take action, a golden opportunity to do something really im-
portant could be lost. If you’re suggesting what I think you’re suggesting, I’m 
in.” La Mont could not believe what he had just said. “This is neither the time 
nor place to be talking about this. You know the NSA boys listen to everything. 
Would you consider returning to Groom and we can kick the ball around a little 
more? Good. When can you get back here? I’ll see you sometime tomorrow.”

Neither man needed or wanted more personal power but an opportunity to 
improve the world was just being handed to them. If someone did not ‘take the 
bull by the horns’ a unique opportunity might slip through their fingers. If the 
Fyawìntxu were capable of rooting out and eliminating terrorists and terrorist 
activities that alone would make the world a much better place. As it was, half 
of the world was cowering for fear of offending or inciting terrorist groups to 
action -- senseless, premeditated, and seemingly random acts of violence. The 
world was becoming more frightening by the day. It no longer made sense, 
and the politicians were either unwilling or unable to make the extraordinary 
decisions that were required to eliminate the scourge of terrorism. The world’s 
politicians’ mantra seemed to be: Be politically correct, offend no one, and ap-
peases everyone. It was not proving to be a very effective strategy. It was time 
for a change.

Those in the military had to face the tactical problems associated with the 
‘war on terrorism’ on a daily basis. They saw their friends shipping out to places 
like Iraq and Afghanistan, many of whom would only come home in individual, 
metal shipping containers. The prevailing rules of engagement almost always 
gave the advantage to the terrorists and insurgents. For the Muslim terrorists 
collateral damage was an unfortunate but unavoidable part of war – a feeling 
not shared by the Coalition forces. This fact, alone, made the war on terrorism 
a losing proposition. 

Although McEwen and La Mont were insulated from direct involvement in 
the current conflicts by rank and assignment, they completely sympathized with 
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the grunts in the middle of it. They seethed at the incompetence of their elected 
leaders and their unwillingness to exert the full force of the Coalition’s capabili-
ties, an act that could save lives and end the war. At this point, McEwen and La 
Mont had independently come to the same conclusion. The time for change was 
long overdue. If the elected leaders wanted to call it sedition, so be it.  Itzamná’s 
Fyawìntxu technology offered an opportunity to correct the errors made and 
perpetuated by their indecisive and spineless political leaders. They only hoped 
that they were not alone in their beliefs. Both knew that there had never been a 
military insurrection or coup in America’s history but maybe it was time.

“You know that there are few places where this kind of evaluation could be 
undertaken and maintain the type of security that would be required? The only 
place I can think of is right here. We’re always testing highly classified systems. 
This could be just one more black project. I will also suggest to Itzamná that he 
say nothing about the Fyawìntxu to Kaiserling’s group. The less they know the 
better. They will be going home tomorrow anyway,” said La Mont.

“I was thinking the very same thing. We will need to talk about this more and 
determine what, if anything, can be done or achieved.” Without another word, 
McEwen closed his cell phone. 

‘I can’t believe Monty would even suggest going around the Secretary. 
Whew,’ thought La Mont. It was getting late and about time to turn in for the 
night.

•

At 06:00 Reveille sounded at Groom Lake. In every on-base living facility, 
people were getting up, preparing for the day’s activities. Vladi, Uwe, Heli, and 
Sebastian were eager to get through with breakfast, so they would have some 
time to talk with Itzamná before their scheduled return to Madison, later on in 
the morning.

La Mont had arisen slightly before Reveille. He had much to do. He and 
McEwen had much they needed to talk about, as soon as he arrived.

Itzamná had slept peacefully through the night. His mission to Earth was 
nearly finished and he could return home soon. 

Following breakfast, Sebastian and his group made their way to the Alien 
Hangar, in the hopes of having one more opportunity to speak with Itzamná 
before their 8:30 departure. In addition to some questions, to which they each 
wanted answers, they all wanted to simply say goodbye. They would return in a 
couple of weeks. They assembled in the meeting room, while one of the security 
personnel summoned Itzamná. Within minutes, he arrived at the meeting room 
and greeted everyone.

“I understand that you will all be leaving later this morning. I will miss hav-
ing you around to speak with. When will you be returning?” asked Itzamná.

Sebastian was the first to speak. “We all have end of year responsibilities at 
the university. Some of us need to prepare examinations and, at least one of us . 
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. .” Heli smiled. “. . . has examinations to take. So, it may be as much as a month 
before we can return. Also, I have made a preliminary commitment to present 
the keynote address at the Conference on the State of the Maya, being held in 
Mexico City, starting June 6th. Would you consider attending that conference 
with me? A lot of people will be in for the shock of their lives, when they hear 
what I have to say about the evolution of the Maya when I give my paper.”

“It would be a privilege to join you at the conference. I am sure, by that 
time, my work  here will be completed. Please let me know exactly when the 
conference is and I will arrange to be there. Maybe we will both have important 
announcements that we can make.”

“That would be terrific. I will confirm my attendance and arrange for yours 
at the same time. Thank you for your time. It was a pleasure having time with 
you over the last few days. Needless to say, they were enlightening.” Sebastian 
stepped away, making way for Vladi. 

“What can I do for you, Miss Vladi?” asked Itzamná.  
“I just wanted to say goodbye. Thank you for everything. I have dozens of 

specific questions but they can wait until I return or, if they allow you to com-
municate with us while we are at home, I could send you some questions.”

“I look forward to your communications. It was as much my pleasure to have 
met with you and made your acquaintance,” said Itzamná with a broad grin.

Uwe stepped forward as soon as Vladi had stepped aside. He stuck out his 
hand and shook Itzamná’s hand. “It has been an eye-opening experience meet-
ing you. I will need to talk to my colleagues and, if you don’t mind, I would 
very much appreciate it if you could, afterwards, answer some questions that 
have puzzled me based on our talks. Needless to say, you have given me much 
to contemplate. Thank you,” said Uwe. He stepped back.

Heli approached Itzamná. “My dear Heli. It has been an extraordinary expe-
rience meeting and talking with you. I look forward to your coming back again 
soon, so we can begin our work together, and later, I will admit, I am excited 
by the prospect of you returning to Zetutxtil with me for further study. And I do 
hope your husband will be able to accompany you to my home.”

“I cannot express how I feel about your invitation. William, my husband, has 
agreed to accompany me. The thought of the trip is almost overwhelming. Until 
then, I will continue working hard. If you could, would you arrange to have 
some of your texts – dictionaries and vocabularies -- sent to me? Both will come 
in handy in terms of preparing for the trip.”

“I will arrange for a number of books and texts to be sent to you. That will 
be my privilege. If ever you have any questions, please just let me know. As far 
as a schedule for going to Zetuixtil, maybe we could all return there after the 
conference in Mexico. That would be sometime in early June,” said Itzamná. “I 
believe Sebastian said the conference is expected to convene on June 6th. He 
said he is delivering a paper, I believe, at the end of the week, as well as the con-
ference keynote address. I will let you know what the prospective schedule is.”
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“That would be perfect. Thank you,” said Heli.
“I am afraid that we must be getting to the visitors’ center before our flight 

back to Las Vegas and home. We have to go through a debriefing before we 
can leave. Thank you for everything. Enjoy your stay here,” said Sebastian. He 
shook Itzamná’s hand and made his way to the meeting room door. Vladi, Uwe, 
and Heli soon followed. As she left the room, Heli turned and gave Itzamná a 
quick wave goodbye. He reciprocated the quaint custom.

La Mont met Sebastian’s group as they were leaving the Alien Hangar. “I’m 
glad to catch you before your departure. I am assuming that you have said your 
good byes to Itzamná. Do you have any idea when any of you would like to 
come back for another visit?”

“Right now we have to finish up the academic year with exams and grades. It 
will be, in all likelihood, a month before any of us can get back. Individually or 
collectively, we will get in touch with you and make whatever arrangements are 
deemed necessary. I’m sorry but we really have to get to the visitors’ center for 
our departure debriefing.  I will contact you in the next couple of days. Thanks 
for everything. Let’s go guys,” instructed Sebastian.

La Mont thought, ‘Am I glad they’re all on their way home!” Before closing 
the door to the hangar, La Mont turned and waved to Sebastian and the others. 
Then, he made his way to the meeting room, where he was sure Itzamná would 
be. As he entered the room, Itzamná greeted him. “Hello and good morning to 
you,” said La Mont cheerily.

“You’re in a good mood this morning. You seem much more relaxed than 
yesterday. I am assuming that things went well with General McEwen and your 
Secretary of Defense, regarding the Fyawìntxu.” 

“That’s why I’m here. You know how bureaucracies are. Well, maybe you 
don’t, on second thought. The General provided the Secretary with a broad out-
line of the Parnachate and the Fyawìntxu. Apparently, he did not go into de-
tail. We will leave the details to the transcripts. It will take some time for the 
Secretary to work his way through the material we are sending him and it will 
take even longer for any kind of decision to be made.” La Mont looked up to 
the control room and asked,” Who is managing the surveillance equipment this 
morning?” 

A voice responded through a concealed speaker just below the control room 
glass. “Sergeant Maxwell, Sir.”

“Is there anyone else up there with you?”
“Not at the moment, Sir.”
“In that case, take a break and turn off the surveillance and video recorders. 

I will call you when I need the equipment turned back on.”
“Very well, Sir,” said Maxwell. Maxwell thought the general’s order was 

unusual but one did not question a two-star general without consequences. A 
break it was.

Itzamná understood what La Mont was doing. He wanted to say something 
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off the record – something that he did not want to leave the room. Itzamná’s 
interest was piqued. 

Before saying anything, La Mont gave Maxwell time to shut down the equip-
ment and vacate the control room. La Mont listened for Maxwell’s footsteps 
coming down the steel stairway that led from the control room. Once he felt 
sure Maxwell was gone he began, “General McEwen consulted with me and we 
are agreed that it might be more  prudent if we actually begin field testing the 
Fyawìntxu even before the Secretary makes his recommendations. In this way, 
we can be ahead of what will otherwise be a lengthy process. McEwen and I 
believe that we could use the Fyawìntxu, subject to your approval, of course, 
sooner than later.”

Itzamná thought, ‘So they want to see what the Fyawìntxu can do. This could 
just be the opportunity we need. They’ve taken the bait.’ “Would the testing you 
are proposing be in contravention of the Secretary’s orders?”

“No. The Secretary has not ordered us not to test the unit. He only expects 
that we will wait until all the final documents authorizing the field tests have 
been made available to all the concerned parties.” La Mont knew he was as 
deftly as possible sidestepping Itzamná’s real question, without lying outright; 
and Itzamná knew it as well.

“Let’s put an end to the game playing. I sense there is more going on here 
than is being said. We may be on the same side but you have to be honest with 
me. Would you and General McEwen like to see the Fyawìntxu deployed, and 
the sooner the better?” asked Itzamná. He was taking a chance being so blunt 
but if his assessment of the situation was correct, it could work to both his and 
the generals’ benefit. 

La Mont was at a loss for words. He was unsure how he should respond. 
Should he lie or admit his complicity in an act of insubordination or, possibly, 
sedition? He sputtered, then chose to be brutally honest. “Personally and profes-
sionally, we believe that the Fyawìntxu could be the answer to an impasse that 
has existed between our government and the military for some time. I cannot 
speak for the General but it is my opinion that our government has become 
overly politically correct.”

“What does that mean?” asked Itzamná.
“Basically, political correctness or politically correct, being ‘PC,’ describes 

attempts to impose limits on acceptable language, terms, and viewpoints in pub-
lic discussion. It usually refers to how one expresses oneself but it has been 
expanded to include political ideology or public behavior. These may be poor 
examples but they will illustrate my point. We can no longer call fat people, fat. 
They are ‘overweight’ or my favorite, ‘horizontally challenged.’ We can’t call 
people who are short, short. They are ‘vertically challenged.’ Or, it is no longer 
acceptable to refer to dwarfs, as dwarfs. They are now ‘little people.’ At one 
time we simply called the earliest inhabitants of the Americas, Indians. This 
began when the first European explorers ‘discovered’ the New World, believing 
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they had reached India. To be politically correct, we must now refer to them as 
Native Americans. 

When I was a child, there were few sports opportunities. Today, children 
become involved in sports of all kinds at a very early age. Sports were a win 
or lose proposition and only the best players played. Winning was the primary 
objective behind athletics. Today, every child is guaranteed time on the field, 
without regard to ability, and winning is not a priority. Now, it is participation 
that is rewarded. It used to be that, at the end of the season, the best team won 
the championship and was given a trophy. Today, every kid is given a trophy for 
simply participating. Somehow, that seems counterproductive. It does not pro-
mote excellence, it rewards simply ‘being there,’ endurance, or tenacity. To me 
that demeans the principle underlying the idea of competition. That is what be-
ing politically correct has developed into. Where excellence was once deemed 
important, it has taken a back seat to the idea of inclusion; because, for many 
people, excellence breeds elitism.”

“Recently, a school board in Florida made the headlines by announcing that 
English – our nation’s language -- was unfair to Black students. So, instead of 
teaching them in the language of the land, the school board has proposed the 
use of what they called Ebonics – Black street language – as the medium for 
instruction.” La Mont sat shaking his head.

“Being PC is slowly nibbling away at the very fabric of this nation. It is 
turning everything into a question of whether or not it will hurt someone’s feel-
ings. Trying to be PC has changed our way of life. It is no longer acceptable if 
someone’s feelings get hurt or they are offended by words or deeds. Being PC 
has sucked the vitality out of our society. Being PC has crept inexorably into 
the military. It used to be we fought wars to win, to defeat our enemies. Now, 
we must be nice at the expense of victory. Our political leaders are anxious to 
start wars but they lack the guts to finish them. They are unwilling to accept that 
war, by its very nature, is a savage act and that defeat is immoral. Even many of 
our influential officers are arguing for a kinder, gentler approach to our enemies. 
Obsessed with low-level “tactical” morality - war’s inevitable mistakes - the of-
ficers in question have lost sight of the strategic morality of winning. Instead of 
laying out effective battle plans, we dedicate ourselves to struggles to win the 
hearts and minds of enemies that can’t be won.”

“We are currently involved in a conflict that is unfortunately predicated and 
fueled by religious fervor, but our leaders will not address this reality because 
the authors of our national doctrine, our elected superiors, and my superiors 
have lost sight of what warfare is all about – victory. Wars of faith have tradi-
tionally been crueler and tougher to resolve than those based on political ideol-
ogy. Our current adversary regards death as a promotion from this life to the 
next. They are not going to reject their faith. The architects of our current policy 
are unwilling to accept today’s realities. The politically correct atmosphere in 
Washington deems any discussion of religion as a strategic factor indelicate. 
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They would rather allow our troops to die, than hurt our enemy’s feelings, con-
demning the religion that fuels and intoxicates them. In war, points are not 
awarded for good manners. It’s about winning. Victors forgive. Losers seethe.”

“It is this PC attitude toward war that McEwen and I find objectionable. 
The lives of many young men and women are lost because their hands are tied 
by politically correct policies and doctrines, which are translated into rules of 
engagement on the battlefield. Political and military dandies and dilettantes are 
running this country and it has to stop. McEwen and I would like to see our-
selves as being both officers and gentlemen. We have been, for a long time, 
primarily officers. We feel the need to be gentlemen as well.”

“That was a passionate explanation. However, I must warn you, if you be-
lieve that the Fyawìntxu are the defenders of good over evil or the just over 
the unjust, you are terribly mistaken. They judge only right over wrong. They 
will not differentiate between the ‘good guys’ and the ‘bad guys’ when they 
intervene. They are programmed to stop violence, no matter if it is ‘justified’ or 
not. Their primary directive is to maintain peace. They will destroy any weapon 
or person using a weapon against another life form. You must keep this prime 
directive in mind when or if you decide they should be implemented. I need to 
make this very clear: They do not choose sides,” said Itzamná.

“It is not so much a question of right versus wrong for the combatants in 
this conflict. I think our objection is that, if the fight cannot be fought ‘fairly,’ 
it ought not be fought at all. Then, the Fyawìntxu would represent the peace-
keepers. That is what we want. The elimination of armed conflict all together is 
preferable to wars being begun by politicians and fought by soldiers. We would 
like to see that political option eliminated, forcibly if necessary. There is also a 
need for the elimination of crime but it will take longer to define what a crime is. 
By comparison, the elimination of war and violence would be a good beginning 
in terms of civilizing Earth. We have not been able to do it ourselves. Maybe 
the Fyawìntxu can succeed where we humans have failed,” confessed La Mont. 

“I saw the Fyawìntxu when you arrived but since then, he has remained in 
your quarters. Could you have him come out here?”

“Of course.” Itzamná spoke into his Parnachate. Moments later the Fy-
awìntxu appeared in the doorway of the meeting room. La Mont, not having 
paid much attention to the Fyawìntxu when he first arrived – he was primarily 
concerned with the ‘human’ half of the pair – began to take an ‘inventory’ of the 
Fyawìntxu that stood before him.

The Fyawìntxu stood on two legs, mimicking the human or Zetutxtili form, 
and was roughly six-and-a-half feet tall. It had two arms, a trunk, and a head 
about the size of an upside-down half bushel basket. The widest part of the 
basket shaped head intersected with a short neck, connected to the shoulders.  
Except for the oversized head, the shape of the Fyawìntxu, one could say, ap-
proximated the anatomical proportions of the Zetutxtili. The arms, from the 
shoulder to the hands, reached a line that was even with its ‘groin.’ The hands 

291



The Return of the Mayan

consisted of three fingers and an opposing thumb, so that it could easily grasp 
objects. The legs were roughly the same length as the trunk. The feet seemed 
slightly oversized, increasing the Fyawìntxu’s standing and walking stability.

The entire body was covered with what appeared to be a seamless matte fin-
ished stainless steel-like material. There were no visible, mechanical joints for 
the arms-to-body,  body-to-legs, and legs-to-feet. Each was seamlessly attached. 
The neck made a smooth transition from the shoulders. The head seemed to be 
perched on the neck, much like a button mushroom cap on its stem. The face of 
the Fyawìntxu lacked humanoid features. There was no nose. There appeared to 
be no mouth.  As it stood there, unmoving, there were no visible eyes. Where 
the eyes might be there was a visible, rectangular shape. A line separated the 
larger rectangular area into two smaller rectangles.  There were no visible ears.

Once La Mont had mentally inventoried the Fyawìntxu, Itzamná spoke to it. 
Instantly, the visor covering the ‘eyes’ slid open. The upper portion slid up and 
the bottom portion slid down into the head, silently. There was no associated 
motor whir or hum and nothing like the sound of hydraulic pumps. In the open-
ing there appeared to be three eyes – two yellow eyes on either side of a larger 
cloudy white eye. The two smaller eyes seemed to move from side to side, while 
the middle eye remained stationary.

“Very impressive,” proclaimed La Mont.
“I’m glad you like it.” Itzamná then spoke to the Fyawìntxu, and a mouth 

covering slid up into the head, revealing what looked like the bell of a small 
horn. La Mont was amazed when the Fyawìntxu responded verbally to Itzamná. 
The voice that came from the mouth was a slightly mechanical sounding bari-
tone. “What did you ask him, it?” asked La Mont.

 “I asked him to identify himself. He indicated he is a third generation Pri-
mus model.” Itzamná asked another question. “He has been programmed to 
respond to my voice and his autonomous programming has been temporarily 
disabled, except as it pertains to my safety.” Itzamná asked another question. 
“He has been programmed to understand and communicate in English. If you 
would like to ask him a question, if possible, he will answer.”

La Mont smiled. “What is your prime directive?”
The Primus model responded, “I am to execute any command given to me 

by Itzamná Prime.”
“What is Itzamná Prime?”
Itzamná began to answer but so did Primus. Itzamná stopped speaking and 

allowed Primus to answer. “Itzamná Prime is my commander.”
“Itzamná Prime is simply a designation that was programmed into Primus 

acknowledging me as his controller. I can hand off that responsibility to whom-
ever I designate as his new Prime. But I am his default commander. I can coun-
termand any instruction given to him by an alternate Prime. That is simply a 
safety precaution.”

“Well done. Can you shut him down?” asked La Mont.
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“In a manner of speaking. I cannot deactivate him but I can put him into a 
state of temporary hibernation. All but his essential maintenance functions will 
shut down until I request start-up. This conserves energy. If he were in autono-
mous mode, he would shut down all but his essential monitoring and mainte-
nance systems. Then, when his monitoring system detected a need for action, he 
would power up and respond to whatever he detected,” said Itzamná.

“How long do his batteries last?”
“He does not operate on battery power. He has an internal, what you would 

call, a nuclear reactor. His useful service life would be conservatively, approxi-
mately 150 Earth years.

“I can’t wait for McEwen to get here. He will be absolutely amazed by Pri-
mus.” 
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Chapter 24

Just as La Mont had suggested, McEwen’s was eager to get back to Groom. 
He was excited by the prospect of seeing the alien machine. As quickly as he 
could McEwen made his way to the Alien Hangar. When he entered the meet-
ing room, like La Mont, he was awestruck. Primus, in terms of alien technology 
was utterly remarkable, making it more than a piece of technology; it was also a 
piece of functioning art. The craftsmanship that had gone into the construction 
was nothing short of amazing. Flawless. McEwen thought, ‘This piece of table 
sculpture could change the world forever?’ 

He immediately asked, “Tell me about him, how does he work?”
“Gladly,” said Itzamná. This is what is known as a Primus model, a third 

generation Fyawìntxu. Individually, he has no real name. He is identified by his 
serial designation, which is here on the lower edge of his head.” Itzamná walked 
behind the robot and pointed out the designation number to both La Mont and 
McEwen. “His exterior is covered with a metal and what you would call plastic 
alloy. It is quite thin, very flexible, and extremely tough.”

“Are you telling me that is the only defensive armor that this thing has to de-
fend against attack from hostiles? He won’t last a minute when things get hot,” 
said McEwen. He sounded genuinely saddened and disappointed.

“You underestimate the Pxelfnga’s defensive qualities but he does not rely 
upon it as his sole source of defense. In addition, he has a built-in Parnachate 
system.”

“Didn’t you tell me that the Parnachate system was somehow tied to your 
emotional state and it activated automatically?” asked La Mont.

“This is true for the units we wear when we are off-world. We no longer 
need them on Zetutxtil. Primus’ Parnachate system is tied to a series of sensors 
that are imbedded around his head in an overlapping pattern. This gives him 
a 360-degree ‘field of view.’ The Parnachate will automatically deploy if any 
kind of threat is detected. It is almost instantaneous.”

“Wouldn’t a large shock wave from a bomb blast or, say, the impact of a RPG 
– a rocket propelled grenade – knock him off his feet, or you for that matter, 

294



The Return of the Mayan

when your Parnachate  deploys?” asked McEwen.
“I am not sure what would happen if a Fyawìntxu encountered a nuclear 

bomb blast but I cannot conceive of either of us being knocked over by almost 
any kind of blast. The Parnachate is designed to provide complete protection. 
It surrounds its user with an energy field that is, theoretically tear-shaped and 
seamless. It extends into the ground below the wearer and this provides us with 
an anchor point. Essentially, the anchor point is the center of the predominant 
gravitational field giving the system incredible stability. Here, the nexus point 
would be the center of the Earth. If the system did not completely encase us, a , 
as you say, blast could knock us over and the effects of the blast could then enter 
our protective field. By anchoring us to the ground below us, and completely 
encircling us, we are in a kind of cocoon, protected in every direction.”

“Very ingenious, but how does he defend himself? Maybe defend is not the 
right term. If he has to eliminate an enemy, how does . . . . I’m not going to 
be PC about this. What weapons does he possess?” asked La Mont. “He is 
equipped with a single Atanvi. It would be very similar to your lasers but it is 
designed to disintegrate all matter. However, it is somewhat selective in how 
it operates. For example, if the target was flesh, it would disintegrate every bit 
of flesh connected to the target point. In other words, a body would completely 
disintegrate once hit by the Atanvi. When I was on my tour of your base, Major 
Pennon drove us in what he called a Humvee or Hummer, I believe. If Primus 
targeted a Humvee, it would disintegrate but the humans inside would not be 
hurt, since they are not a part of the original target material, which, in the case 
of the Humvee is metal.”

“What an awesome weapon. Selective targeting. In theory, you could target 
an AK in someone’s hands and not harm its user. Unbelievable.”

“That analogy would be correct. Unless life must be taken, it is better to 
eliminate only the means of warfare, not the people. In the absence of weap-
onry, it is very difficult to sustain a conflict,” said Itzamná, sermonizing.

“But what if your enemy will not cease and desist? What if he just continues 
to be a combatant by action or intent?”

“Then the Fyawìntxu will completely evaluate the situation and choose the 
best solution. If the only option is to eliminate the combatant, it will not hesi-
tate. It has no remorse nor conscience and, therefore, doubt will not interfere 
with its decision-making processes. I must warn you, however, the Fyawìntxu 
do not take sides, and we will not reprogram them to do so. They treat both sides 
of a conflict the same. If the combatants were to lay down their weapons, it will 
destroy only those weapons. The people will be free to go. On the other hand, 
the Fyawìntxu catalog and identify everyone they encounter and they do not for-
get. If someone were to throw down their weapon and walk away but that same 
person was encountered again with a weapon, the Fyawìntxu would destroy 
both the weapon and its owner. No second chances.” Itzamná was emphatic.

“Essentially, you are saying that the Fyawìntxu would demilitarize the world. 
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Would that be a correct assessment?” asked McEwen.
“In essence, that is exactly what they are designed to do. They would and 

could go further depending on their programming and their ‘mission statement.’ 
Those would have to be negotiated with the civil powers. To demilitarize the 
world would only require that any of the combatants request the insertion of the 
Fyawìntxu. Effectively, if any one side requested the Fyawìntxu to stop a con-
flict the process of worldwide demilitarization would begin and there would be 
no stopping it. The Fyawìntxu would eliminate armed conflict and the means of 
conducting such conflicts ever again. That decision should not be made lightly. 
However, even the lowliest of combatants has the individual right to request the 
intervention. Every person has the right to live in peace. The Fyawìntxu will 
enforce that request, even if it means the demilitarization of an entire planet, 
because even a single armed combatant represents a potential threat to every 
other individual on the planet. It is an all or nothing decision.” Itzamná looked 
at McEwen and La Mont. Were they ready and willing to commit to the elimi-
nation of all military capabilities? Their careers would cease to have any im-
portance without the ability to wage war. Their faces were expressionless. This 
was one of the few times that Itzamná had ever been completely unable to read 
a human face. ‘Usually, humans were comparatively transparent and their emo-
tional content easily read,’  thought Itzamná.

What Itzamná had interpreted as expressionless was concentration. Both 
men, due to their training and experience, were weighing the alternatives that 
the Fyawìntxu represented. Their first thoughts involved just how easy it would 
be to unleash the Fyawìntxu and eliminate all armed conflict. It also meant that, 
potentially,  all weaponry would be eliminated, and with it, personal security. 
Could the Fyawìntxu distinguish between the use of weaponry for legitimate 
self-defense or hunting purposes? Or, was there any legitimate reason to take 
the life of any other living creature? Could the Fyawìntxu be expected to dif-
ferentiate between self-defense and murder or homicide? Or, in the eyes of the 
Fyawìntxu, were all these actions essentially the same? Could a soldier, a po-
liceman, or a security guard legitimately shoot a bomb-laden terrorist in an 
effort to protect non-combatants or innocent bystanders?  Were these questions 
that should be referred to social scientists or philosophers?

On a more personal level, did La Mont and McEwen want to be responsible 
for the possibility that the Fyawìntxu were not able to differentiate between 
the good guys or the legitimate use of force? However, Itzamná had made it 
clear that the Fyawìntxu did not choose sides; the machines simply disarmed or 
eliminated conflict. Under those circumstances, there were no good or bad guys. 
If you were armed, you were potentially dangerous, no matter what side of the 
conflict you supported. 

Would there be collateral damage, and if there was, could they live with it. If 
the Fyawìntxu were as effective as claimed, there should be little to no collateral 
damage. That was a big if.
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Wouldn’t the elimination of armed conflict, or even the possibility of armed 
conflict make their jobs obsolete?  Their careers as military officers would, al-
most overnight, become victims of ‘downsizing.’ Both had enough ‘time in’ to 
qualify for an adequate pension but what would they do with their time? They 
were both still comparatively young men. Sure they were a bit beyond their 
prime but, even so, they were not yet doddering old fogies who needed walkers 
to get around and a straw to sip their meals through. 

Who did they, in fact, owe their fealty or allegiance to – the people, their 
men, or their military and civilian leaders? Neither was a student of social eth-
ics. They were military men. They were officers but, in their heart of hearts, they 
wanted to be both officers and gentlemen. So often, in the military, you had to 
make a choice between the two alternatives. By an act of Congress, you became 
an officer and a gentleman. In reality, however, only officers rose through the 
ranks; gentlemen were passed over for promotion and generally ushered out of 
the services. The reason was simple. For officers, the completion of the mission 
was paramount. This was what the military leaders felt was most important. For 
gentlemen, the welfare of their men often took precedence over the mission.

La Mont was the first to break the silence. “Monty, Itzamná has given me a 
lot to think about. All last night, I wrestled with what I would do with regard 
to the Fyawìntxu if I had the authority and guts to make a decision. Last night I 
tried to come to some kind of conclusion. With what was said here today, I think 
I finally know. My decision was based on what I feel is in the best interests of 
the men and women in the services and the world at large. If I were to make 
this decision all alone, I would choose to deploy the Fyawìntxu and forever end 
armed conflict. I’ve seen and been a part of too much senseless and politically 
motivated bloodshed. I am willing to take that option out of the hands of ill-
advised, mean-spirited, self-indulgent politicians. Okay. There I’ve said it. I’m 
for deployment.” Itzamná half nodded and half bowed to La Mont and smiled 
but said nothing.

McEwen stood silently, staring at La Mont, just blinking. “That was quite 
eloquent. So, I will make my statement short and sweet. I concur. I think we 
should deploy the Fyawìntxu as soon as technically and logistically possible. I 
do, however, have a request of you, Itzamná.”

“What might that be?”
“I guess I’ve been an officer too long. I still find I have the need to cover my 

ass professionally. Considering I agree with the immediate deployment of the 
Fyawìntxu, could we make it look like we did not make that decision?”

“If I understand your request correctly, you are asking for a cover-up of your 
responsibility for making the decision to deploy the Fyawìntxu. Correct?” asked 
Itzamná.

“As shameless as it sounds, yes.”
“What about you General La Mont? Do you feel the same way?”
“Yes but I am also willing to take responsibility for my decision, even so.”
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“If I might suggest a compromise. If you both put your wishes to have the 
Fyawìntxu deployed on paper and give it to me, I will consider it a secret agree-
ment between Earth and Zetutxtil. As citizens you have exercised your rights, 
even if your actions are in contravention to your sworn duty to your country. 
You have responded to a higher obligation – your obligation to Mankind. You 
see, I cannot deploy the Fyawìntxu without being invited to do so. That said, 
will you both be making the request?”

“I’ll sign,” said La Mont.
“I’ll sign as well,” said McEwen.
“I’ll have the agreement prepared,” said Itzamná. “We will have to discuss 

the specifics of deployment – when, where, and any other specific instructions.”
“As long as we’re really going to do it, I suggest as soon as possible, wher-

ever there is conflict, and with the general order to terminate any and all warlike 
activity,” said La Mont.

“I would second that. It is simple and to the point,” chimed McEwen.
“Then, I will need to have you prepare a targeting list – cities and locations 

that you think should be our first deployment areas. At this time, we have ap-
proximately 500 Fyawìntxu available for immediate deployment, so we will 
have to be selective in our initial targeting. More units could be put on-line but 
it will take a little time. When to deploy is the next consideration. Out of fair-
ness to all the armed groups, especially those in the targeted areas, we have an 
obligation to announce our intent,” said Itzamná.

“We?!”
“Let me rephrase that last comment. I will announce to your world what is 

about to happen and provide the rules of engagement for the Fyawìntxu. It will 
sound as if the decision to deploy the Fyawìntxu is entirely my responsibility. 
Your participation will remain a secret. I would like to make this announcement 
just before the Fyawìntxu are deployed. Professor Kaiserling has asked me to 
speak at a Mayan Conference in Mexico next month. I will make my announce-
ment at that conference and insure that it is broadcast worldwide. I will arrange 
for a copy of our mission statement to be delivered to each of the heads of state 
of the most populous countries on Earth. 

“There will be a short period of military opposition. You will have to accept 
this fact. People will resist demilitarizing but, you will see that in the end, the 
world will become a much better place for Humankind. In the absence of orga-
nized violence, Humanity should grow and prosper in all its endeavors,” said 
Itzamná.

“We understand completely. Change is always difficult. Most people would 
rather continue with the status quo, rather than change. At least with the status 
quo, they know the rules of the game. When things change, so do the rules. It is 
difficult for many people to adapt, especially powerful political leaders,” said 
La Mont. McEwen agreed.

“What do we do with Primus?” asked McEwen.
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“For reasons of secrecy, I would suggest I simply return him to Zetutxtil as 
soon as possible. Do you feel the need to field test him?” asked Itzamná.

“I don’t see any reason to. If he lives up to your descriptions of his capabili-
ties, I don’t think there is any reason to test him,” said La Mont.

“In that case, I will return him immediately, before anyone else sees him.” 
As Itzamná activated his wrist device, the ball of white light engulfed the Fy-
awìntxu and it soon disappeared. Once gone, the light dissipated and then was 
gone. Then Itzamná reactivated his wrist device; a much smaller ball of light 
formed as he communicated with someone on Zetutxtil. When he was finished, 
he turned off the device and the ball disappeared. “I have informed the proper 
authorities on Zetutxtil of our arrangement. They will prepare the Fyawìntxu for 
deployment. We still have to discuss any special limitations you would like to 
incorporate into the Fyawìntxu and define their mission statement.

After several hours of debate, and examining the use of every word in the 
mission statement, La Mont, McEwen and Itzamná put the finishing touches on 
their general and detailed mission statement:

Fyawìntxu Mission Statement

The primary objective of the Fyawìntxu mission is to facilitate, implement, 
and enforce a program that will result in the complete elimination of armed 
conflict or violence, worldwide.

The guiding principle behind this mission is the belief that all the inhabitants 
of Earth shall have the right to live in peace and without fear.

The Fyawìntxu shall be autonomous, reporting to no government.

The possession of weapons shall not be considered a violation under the 
terms of this mission. Their use or the threat of their us is.

The penalty for the use of weapons, of any kind, for the purposes of warfare 
or crime shall be the destruction of the weapon(s) and the summary execution 
of the violator(s).

A violator is anyone who threatens, orders, authorizes, commits, or partici-
pates in armed conflict or the commission of a crime involving violence.

This mission shall begin and the above guidelines shall be in force beginning 
09:00 GMT, Sunday, June 7, 2009.

Itzamná looked to McEwen and La Mont, upon finishing the mission state-
ment, and asked, “Do you believe that this document, in general, and in detail, 

299



The Return of the Mayan

represents what you believe is in the best interests of the people of Earth, be-
cause, once the Fyawìntxu have been deployed, there will be no way to turn 
back the clock? They will implement and enforce the guidelines as we have 
stated them, until their mission has been completed.”

“I believe it does,” said La Mont.
“I agree, as well,” said McEwen. “All that we need to do is wait for the de-

ployment. I will have to excuse myself. I need to get back to Washington. I am 
going to delay getting the transcripts and video tapes to Blatner. That way, there 
will be less likelihood of any suspicion or any push on the part of the Secretary. 
Have you prepared the package for the Secretary?”

“No. I have had other more pressing matters to take care of this morning.” La 
Mont smiled broadly as he spoke.

“I’m sure. Thank you gentlemen. I look forward to a smooth and effective 
deployment. And, Itzamná, I owe you a special thanks.”

“It is I who should be thanking you. You have set in motion a plan that will 
make your galaxy and planet much safer places for everyone,” said Itzamná.

•

McEwen boarded his plane and returned to Washington. When he returned 
to his offices, he was handed a message from the Secretary. He wanted to know 
where the transcripts La Mont had promised him were. They were supposed to 
have been on his desk by the time he arrived in the morning.

McEwen called Secretary Blatner. “Sir, the transcripts you were expecting 
from La Mont have been delayed. He called me and let me know that there was 
a problem with the duplication process. That glitch is being taken care of and 
I will personally hand deliver the documents to you as soon as I receive them. 
Not a problem, Sir.” McEwen had bought them a few more days. He knew that 
the Secretary would be out of Washington for the next two weeks or so, touring 
and meeting with his NATO counterparts, then on to Iraq. He would be too busy 
to read through transcripts or watch videos. Then, once he had read through the 
documents he would insist on having others read the material and advise him. 
There was no way that the Secretary could upset the proverbial applecart before 
D-day, Deployment Day. The few loose ends that did exist were being taken 
care of.
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Chapter 25

May 8, Groom Lake

La Mont had sent Itzamná a message first thing in the morning, explaining 
that he had been called back to Washington but would return in a day or so. He 
apologized for abandoning him but said it could not be avoided. He had left 
instructions that Itzamná was to be accorded every freedom and his needs at-
tended to.

•

Heli, Sebastian and the others had given Itzamná their email and mailing ad-
dresses and telephone numbers before their return home. La Mont had arranged 
for a secure and encrypted email account through the base. As La Mont had 
explained it, he should feel safe sending almost anything but the most sensitive 
information using his email account. His most sensitive communications were 
with home and they were verbal. No one on Earth possessed either the technol-
ogy nor the knowledge of the Zetutxtili language, with the exception of Heli, 
who was quickly becoming, if not fluent, at least comfortable with the written 
language. Consequently, his communications with home were effectively en-
crypted communications.

Itzamná needed to call Heli to discuss the arrangements for her trip to Zetutx-
til and provide her with the public key for decoding his emails and vice versa. 
“Hello, Heli. This is Itzamná.  The reason I am calling is that I have access to a 
telephone and email. My email, however, is encrypted, since it is a government 
and secure account. I need to provide you with what is called a public decryp-
tion code. Can you write it down?” He read off the key from the information 
sheet that he had been given by the communications and email accounts officer. 
“Would you read that back to me? Very good. Whenever you receive an email 
from me, you will need to log in using the key I just gave you. You know how 
governments work.

“I will need to make arrangements for accommodations for you and your 
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husband, including lodgings and food. The living accommodations will be the 
least difficult to arrange. The issue of food is a bit more complex since we do 
not have anything on Zetutxtil that you can eat or digest. All your provisions 
will have to be transferred from Earth, either as one large shipment or as a series 
of smaller shipments. This will include drinking water, since our water is not 
the same as yours. 

“What is the earliest date that you and your husband could be available to leave 
for Zetutxtil? May 23rd? Could you be ready to leave a week later, on June first? That 
would give  you a little more time to prepare after school ends. Oh. I did not know 
that Sebastian had asked you to attend the Mayan Conference with him. If I talk to 
him and secure his permission, would you consider passing on the conference? I 
would really like to have you on Zetutxtil as soon as possible so you can begin 
your studies there. It really is very important. So, I’ll talk to him. I will get back 
to you. If you have any questions, feel free to just send me an email. Very good. 
Goodbye.”

In reality, Itzamná wanted Heli off-world before the deployment of the Fy-
awìntxu. He did not want the deployment to interfere with her desire or willing-
ness to study on Zetutxtil. Heli might see the unilateral and clandestine deploy-
ment of the Fyawìntxu as potentially sinister, and this could jeopardize the plans 
he had for her. He was sure she would find the loss of human life unacceptable, 
even if she were to later accept or subscribe to the envisioned benefits of the 
Fyawìntxu. It would be much better to insulate her from what was going on 
‘back home,’ at least for as long as possible. Having her off-world as soon as 
practicable seemed like the only alternative.

Itzamná then called Sebastian. “Hello, Sebastian. This is Itzamná. I hope 
that I’m not interrupting anything important. I just spoke to Heli regarding her 
trip to Zetutxtil. She informed me that you had asked her to attend the Mayan 
Conference next month with us. Would you mind if I stole her away to Zetutxtil 
before then? I would like very much to get her working on Zetutxtili as soon as 
possible. She informs me that, in all likelihood, she could be ready to go a week 
or so after school ends on May the 23rd, if you don’t need her at the confer-
ence. Remember, I will be there to support anything you have to say. And, while 
there, I will be making an announcement. I don’t think anyone will question 
your research or findings if I am there to back you up. No. I don’t believe you 
or the government will have anything to worry about regarding where I come 
from. There will be no need for secrecy any longer.”  

“Would you tell Heli she is released from her conference responsibilities? I 
appreciate your willingness to share her. The trip to Zetutxtil will enhance her 
career immeasurably, much more than the conference could ever do. Thank you 
for your understanding. I should have her back to you, hopefully, before the 
second semester starts. I agree; she is a treasure.”

“If you would like, I would be pleased to read and comment on your confer-
ence paper. Maybe I could contribute some insights that you had not worked 
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out. Just send it to me via email. I’ll read it and get my comments back to you. 
Yes. I forgot to tell you,  I have an email account. It is encrypted and you will 
need a key code to access and decode my messages. Do you have something 
to write down the code? The code is . . .” He gave the code to Sebastian and 
verified it. “You are all set. My email address is Itzamná@groom.gov. Write me 
anytime. That’s it for now. Goodbye.”

Itzamná decided against contacting the translators as long as La Mont was 
away. La Mont would have to make arrangements for the maintenance of a gag 
order for the translators. He did not have the authority to demand silence from 
anyone. With the exception of some of the base personnel, Sebastian’s group, 
and two or three people in Washington, no one knew that an alien was living 
among them, as the UFO fraternity would say; and he wanted to keep it that 
way until his announcement in Mexico City at the week-long Mayan Confer-
ence there.

May 15, Department of History, University of Wisconsin-Madison

William had made a formal appointment with the chairman of the depart-
ment, Dr. Herschel “Duke” Harding. William felt uncomfortable. He had been 
on the faculty for not quite a year, and he would be taking the unheard of action 
of requesting a sabbatical.  As he entered the chairman’s office through the open 
door, he said, “Duke, I hate to take up your time but I have to ask you for a big, 
big favor.”

“What is it? You look so serious. Nothing can be that troublesome for you to 
look so somber. Out with it. We’ll see what we can do.”

“I have to ask you for sabbatical time. Something important has come up. 
My wife has been invited to study abroad for eight months, up to a year and she 
has asked me to accompany her.”

“Where is she going? Isn’t she studying with Kaiserling in Anthro?”
“This will sound so hokey to you but I honestly cannot tell you where she 

is going. Just know that it is very, very, very far away. And, yes, she is working 
with Kaiserling,” said William. “It is because of the work she has been doing 
with Sebastian that she has been asked to study abroad.”

“If my memory serves me, he’s studying the Maya, right?”
“That is correct.”
“So, she’s going to Mexico, then?” asked Harding.
“It has to do with the Maya but she’s not going to Mexico. Like I said, she’s 

going VERY far away. While she’s going to study, she is going to be more like 
an ambassador,” said William.

“You’re not making any sense. I need more information to work with. Just 
spit it out,” instructed Harding.

“May I use your phone for a moment. I need to check something and then, I 
might be able to explain a little more fully.”
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With a definite impatient tone to his voice, Harding responded, “Go ahead.”
William dialed. “Hi babe. I have a question for you. I’m here with Duke and 

we’re discussing my request for sabbatical time. He really needs to know where 
we’re going. I confess, if someone came into my office asking for sabbatical 
time, they would have to explain why. Right now, I can’t. Can you help me out 
here? Okay. Call La Mont and get back to me ASAP. Thanks.” William turned 
to Harding. “Duke, Heli has to check with someone and if he okays it, I can 
tell you everything. So. If you can be patient for a few minutes,” said William 
pleadingly.

“Very well. How long?”
“Only a few minutes. She has to make a call first.”
Fifteen minutes passed, with William staring out the window of Duke’s of-

fice, not wanting to look directly at the department chairman. Duke, during this 
time, returned to the reports he had been reading before William had come it. 
Then the phone rang. Duke picked up. “Yes. Sure.” He handed the phone to 
William. “It’s your wife.”

“Hi. What’s the word? Sure. I’m sure he’ll agree to that. Thanks.” William 
handed the phone back to Duke. “This is complicated, but to make a long story 
short, Sebastian found a relic in Mexico last summer. Heli has been working on 
the translation of the text on it. It is an alien language. When I say alien, I mean 
extraterrestrial.” Harding gave William a skeptical look.

“Go on. You do realize, you’re digging a pretty big hole so far?” asked Hard-
ing.

“Oh, it gets better or worse, depending on how you view it. Well, the artifact 
he found was a communications device. It brought an extraterrestrial to Earth 
from a planet known as Zetutxtil, which is . . .” William began to shake his head. 
He had to admit, if someone were telling him this, he would think that person 
was insane but “. . . in another galaxy, universe.”

“What the hell are you talking about? This makes absolutely no sense,” 
roared Harding but with his teeth clenched, so he could be heard no more than 
half way down the hallway.

“The alien’s name is Itzamná. And because Heli is the only one who knows 
anything about the Zetutxtili language, Itzamná asked if she would come to 
Zetutxtil to study their language. She agreed, she asked me to accompany her, 
and she is scheduled to leave on the first of June.”

Harding got up and closed his office door. Turning to William, he said in the 
most controlled voice he could muster, “I have never been handed a bigger sack 
of bullshit in my life. Do you honestly expect me to dignify what you have told 
me by giving your story the slightest bit of thought? Have you lost your ever-
lovin mind?”

“Duke . . .”
“That’s Dr. Harding!”
“I realize that what I’ve told you sounds, at best, insane but, as God is my 
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witness, it is the truth. If you don’t believe me, you can check out my story 
with Uwe Mittenwallenberger in the Math Department, Vladi Vassilieva, also 
of the Math Department, or Kaiserling in Anthro. They will verify what I have 
told you. They were at Groom Lake when this Itzamná character arrived earlier 
this month. Please call any one of them. They will confirm my story. Honest,” 
pleaded William.

“Okay. I’m going to humor you for the time being.” Harding picked up the 
phone. “Helen, would you find the number for Sebastian Kaiserling in Anthro 
and put me through to him? Thanks.” He settled back in his chair and just stared 
at William, thinking, ‘This kid has lost it.’ A few minutes later, Harding’s phone 
rang. “Yes. Thank you. Sebastian. This is Harding in History. William Lang-
ley is in my office and has given me the biggest cock and bull story I have 
ever heard. Yes. He mentioned Itzamná. No shit! Excuse me. So he’s telling the 
truth! And this Itzamná wants Langley’s wife to go to this alien’s home planet 
to study, what is it, Zetutxtili? Yeah. He’s asking for some sabbatical time so he 
can accompany her. Under the circumstances, I don’t see how I can refuse his 
request. Thanks.”

“Sebastian confirms you story, hard as it may be to swallow. We’ll make ar-
rangements for a year-long sabbatical for you. You do realize, however, it will 
be an unpaid sabbatical?”

“I wouldn’t expect anything else. I’m sorry. All that I need to do is ask you 
to keep this under your hat for the time being. Apparently, an announcement 
will be made sometime in June, then everyone will know that aliens really exist. 
Thanks,” said William.

June 1, 9:30 a.m., Madison

General McEwen’s C-21A was parked on the tarmac outside one of the gen-
eral aviation hangars at Dane County International. As the limousine carrying 
Heli and William approached, Colonel O’Neill opened the doorway to the plane 
and the stairway automatically extended itself to the ground and the handrail 
rose into position. As the driver of the limousine opened the passenger door, 
Heli and William stepped out. Colonel O’Neill waved to them and shouted 
above the low whine of the plane’s idling twin turbofan engines, “Welcome 
aboard. We’ve been expecting you. You’re right on time.”

The driver pulled two small travel bags from the trunk of the car and car-
ried them toward the plane. Colonel O’Neill descended from the plane, down 
the stairway, and took the bags from the driver. “I see you’re travelling light. 
Wise decision. I’ll stow these away. If you will follow me, I’ll get you situated, 
buckled in and we’ll be on our way to Groom. Do you have any questions?” 
Neither Heli nor William had any. They just sat quietly in their seats looking at 
one another, hardly believing that they were about to begin an unprecedented 
journey, a journey no one had ever taken before. They were about to become 
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history makers. The first human beings to travel to another planet, but not just 
any planet. They were going to another completely unknown universe. If they 
hadn’t been so frightened, they might have called their trip an adventure.

After stowing luggage, Colonel O’Neill brushed by them and retracted the 
stairway, closed the door and secured it. Then he returned to the flight deck, 
taxied to the runway and waited for takeoff clearance. Then the plane sped 
down the runway, rotated and they were airborne. They heard the landing gear 
retract, then there was almost complete silence, except for the whisper of the 
jet engines, as the plane climbed to its designated airspace. The plane made a 
gradual left bank and leveled off. Three and a half hours later, they touched 
down at Groom Lake;  Heli and William disembarked at the Alien Hangar. From 
the plane they were escorted to the meeting room of the hangar, where William 
was introduced to Itzamná.

“Pleased to meet you, sir,” said William.
“Please call me Itzamná.” Turning to Heli, “It is so good to see you again. I 

am glad you could make it. Everyone will be so happy to see you’re back. The 
place did not seem quite the same without you.”

“I‘m sincerely happy to be here, but I am  a bit apprehensive. The thought of 
stepping into a black hole and being transported who knows how many miles 
through space is just scary and, at the same time, intoxicating,” confessed Heli.

“The trip will seem instantaneous. You’ll leave here and be there in a flash. I 
can hardly wait for you to see my world. Everything has been arranged pending 
your arrival. You will have a domicile, your provisions have already arrived, 
and your instructor is waiting. Once you have settled in, and you have become 
acclimatized, you can begin your work,” said Itzamná.

General La Mont greeted both Heli and William. “It is a pleasure to see you 
again and to meet your husband. I saw the Joint Chief yesterday, Admiral Mul-
len, and I mentioned your names. Apparently, he knows you. He says hello. I 
was unaware that you two knew him. He spoke quite highly of you.” This made 
both William and Heli smile. Admiral Mullen was a good man. “General McE-
wen could not be here today but he wishes you bon voyage and God’s speed.”

“That was nice of him,” said Heli.
“Well, if you’re ready, we can be on our way,” said Itzamná. 
“Oh. You’re going too? I didn’t realize anyone was going to accompany us. 

I thought we were all on our own. This makes me feel just a little less anxious, 
knowing that you will be along for the ride. Thank you.” Heli took Itzamná’s 
hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze. He returned the gesture. “Okay. What do 
we do now?”

“We’ll send your luggage on ahead, and then we’ll follow.” Itzamná instruct-
ed two airmen to place Heli and William’s luggage just beyond the group that 
had gathered in the meeting room where he had already placed a small attaché 
case. Once they had cleared away, Itzamná began pressing a series of buttons on 
his wrist device. A white glowing sphere of light formed around the luggage. As 
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the intensity of the light increased, the luggage simply vanished.
“It’s our turn now,” said Itzamná. “Step over to where the luggage had been.” 

Heli and William shook everyone’s hands again, then moved to the location 
Itzamná had indicated. They took each other’s hands and gave a quick glance 
at one another. Heli whispered to William, “I love you.” William mouthed the 
words, I love you, in return. Itzamná handed them a device that looked similar 
to a nasal cannula used in hospitals, attached to a small black case.

“The air, Ya, on Zetutxtil is different than your atmosphere here on Earth. 
It is not as rich in the one gas that is similar to your oxygen. It will take you a 
while to acclimatize to our atmosphere but you will. This device will concen-
trate the Ya, making it easier for you to breath. It will take a week or so before 
you acclimatize. Then you will no longer need these devices. Place the two 
small prongs into your nostrils, then put the clear tubing behind your ears, like 
this.” Itzamná demonstrated how to properly fit the device. “Place the concen-
trator on your waist using the attached self-adhesive belt. It will stick to itself, 
much like your Velcro does.” In a matter of moments both Heli and William had 
donned their breathing apparatus.

Itzamná said his good byes and added, “I’ll be gone for a day or so. I’ll stay 
on Zetutxtil until these two are settled in. Then I will return. There is much 
we must do before the conference,” which was Itzamná’s code to La Mont for 
the deployment. Then he stepped back, joining Heli and William. Again, he 
depressed a series of buttons; a glow began to form around the trio. It gradu-
ally intensified and as it brightened, the three travelers simply disappeared. The 
glowing sphere, then, began to diminish and finally disappeared completely.

La Mont mused out loud, “It is hard to believe that Heli and William will 
be the first humans to step foot on the surface of another planet, and that planet 
is not even within our own galaxy, or our own universe, for that matter.” You 
could hear just a hint of jealousy in his voice. The room seemed so quiet that 
one might have heard La Mont’s final thought, ‘I wonder if I will ever be able 
to make such a trip?’

Others in the room shared La Mont’s unspoken desire. What an adventure. 
What an experience -- Going where no man, or woman, had gone before. It had 
a nice ring to it.

Somewhere on Zetutxtil

When their eyes recovered from the blinding white light that surrounded 
them Heli and William found themselves standing in a small room with floor to 
ceiling windows along the entire length of one wall. They looked out into what 
would have been a verdant forest back home. Here, however, the foliage was 
not green. It was nearer a light shade of mauve.  All William could do was blink 
in disbelief, then he looked to Heli and Itzamná for reassurance.

Since you are here to learn the Zetutxtili language, I will begin by using 
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some of our terms for things, just so you can begin to familiarize yourself with 
them. At this point I do not expect you to remember all of them but in time . . . .”

“I see you have already noticed the difference in our plant life. The plants 
here use a process similar to photosynthesis to produce nutrients but our equiva-
lent of chlorophyll is not green. Hence the difference in color. The color you see 
is known as ‘ompin.”

“It gives your world such an ‘other worldly’ look.” Even before he had com-
pletely his comment, he thought about what he had just said, William began 
to chuckle. “I suppose, if you have traveled millions of miles through space to 
another planet, one would expect things to be different -- other worldly. Duh.”

“Duh?” asked Itzamná.
Heli, without thinking, said, “’Duh’ is an expression that is an ironic re-

sponse to being told something obvious or well known, or  it is used as a humor-
ous acknowledgment of your own stupidity, a statement of the obvious.”

“You’re beginning to sound like a teacher, a karyu. Duh, Duh, Duh,” said  It-
zamná. “It does have a nice ring to it, doesn’t it? I like the expression. It is short 
and concise. Hummm.” He seemed to be pondering or evaluating the term. 
Then he said, “I will give you a few minutes to just look around, then I will 
show you the rest of your Kelku, your dwelling. This is your primary daytime 
living area. On Earth, you would probably refer to it as a living room.”

He stepped back, allowing the couple to explore and experience everything 
in the room. The room was a monochromic white. The furniture was sparse but 
appeared very functional with little or no decoration. It appeared to be uphol-
stered with a type of fabric that felt very much like velour making it soft and 
almost sensual. If the furniture did not sit on the floor, it was held up by metallic 
looking ‘legs’ but these too felt soft. 

The walls, floor, and ceiling appeared to be a concrete-like material. It was 
unclear if the surfaces of the walls, floor, or ceiling were ‘painted’ or it was the 
natural color of the material, whatever the material was. When they touched it, 
it was cool to the touch, much like concrete but somehow eerily different. 

Along one wall, there appeared to be a series of electronic devices, sitting 
neatly on their own stands. From their appearance, they looked very much like a 
television and stereo system. On a small table in front of a massive sofa-looking 
piece of furniture were a series of ‘controllers.’  “You will need to show us how 
to use all these devices,” said William.

“That would be my pleasure,” said Itzamná. “Are you ready to see the rest 
of the unit?”

“Yes, please,” said Heli. She was unable to conceal her excitement. ‘We’re 
really here. I can’t believe it!’

Itzamná led them into what was, apparently, a bedroom. This is your hahaw 
tsenge, or sleeping place -- bedroom.” Toward one side was a ‘bed.’ Again, 
everything was in a monochromic white. Itzamná went to one of the walls and 
pushed a small, almost invisible button. Immediately, the wall opened, reveal-
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ing what seemed to be a clothes closet. “You can put your clothing in here. 
There is another similar unit on the wall over here.” He pointed to the only other 
long wall in the room.  “Over here is a view similar to the one you saw in the 
living room.  

“Our residences are all free-standing structures, one family to a unit. We try 
to space and arrange our newer residences so that no other building obstructs the 
view of one’s neighbors. Where one building can be seen from another build-
ing’s viewing screens, we use a technology that makes the obstructing building 
appear perfectly clear or invisible. It has something to do with the bending of 
light rays.”

He showed them out into a small hallway. “Down on the left is what you 
refer to as a bathroom or washroom, yur tsenge. This is where you will perform 
your routine cleansing rituals. We do not use bathtubs. Every unit is equipped 
with a sonic-style shower. You will have to get used to the sensation that comes 
from using the shower. Once you are used to it, it is extremely satisfying. We try 
to use as little Pay, water, as possible, preferring to use alternate technology for 
the cleansing process. The unit in the corner is our equivalent of a toilet. It does 
not utilize water, either. Instead, it incinerates our waste materials. It should 
work for you.

“Opposite the bathroom is the doorway to the kitchen. I’m afraid you will 
find that this room has virtually no use for you, since our cuisine is significantly 
different from your own, as are our food preparation techniques. At the end of 
the kitchen is your,” Itzamná paused, “ah, pantry. We have taken the liberty of 
stocking it with foodstuffs from Earth. You should not go hungry while you re-
main here. If there is something you do not find among your provisions, please 
let us know and we will make arrangements to get it to you.” Itzamná led them 
through the kitchen to what appeared to be a small foyer. “Come this way.”

There was no door. In place of the door was what appeared to be a dark 
screen or shimmering curtain. Itzamná walked through the curtain. It seemed to 
swallow him, conforming perfectly to his outline. As they passed through the 
curtain, it gave them the sensation of water flowing over them. William could 
not resist feeling his sleeve to see if it was damp. Once they had passed through 
the curtain, Itzamná commented. “Don’t try to walk back through the screen. 
You will need to key in your entry code first. It is a one-way, plasma doorway.” 
When William turned around to look at the door, all he saw was what looked 
like an uninterrupted section of the building’s exterior wall. On the wall was 
an inconspicuous keypad with only 8 ‘numbers’ engraved on the keys. Itzamná 
handed them each a small plastic-like card. “Either key in the code number in-
dicated on the card, or simpler, just slide the card into the card slot. The screen 
will become penetrable but only for about 30 seconds. Don’t worry. If you are 
halfway through the screen it will not re-solidify and cut you in two or cut off 
a limb.” Itzamná smiled. His attempt at humor, however, had been lost on his 
guests. To them, it was simply information.”Your entry code is: pxey [three] - 
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mrr [five] - ‘aw [one] - ‘aw [one] - kinä [seven].”
“Why are there only eight numbers on the keypad, not 10?” asked William.
“Our system of numbering is not a decimal system, as on ’Rrta, Earth. It is 

octal, a base 8 system.”
“Oh. Okay. That will take some getting used to.”
“In time, it will all feel very natural,” said Itzamná.
Outside, as Heli and William began to look around, they were greeted by a 

variety of first time experiences. They were shocked at how far they were above 
the ground. Their apartment was perched on a thin column. Their dwelling re-
sembled a flower or rose bud on a long, slender stem. There were other units 
arranged in descending order in front of their unit, just out of sight below them, 
and still taller ones behind. Everyone had an unobstructed view of the forest that 
seemed to stretch for miles.

“How do we get down?” asked William.
“Right over here is your elevator. It stops only at the top or bottom.” Itzamná 

pointed to a nearly all glass-like looking elevator.
“Wow!”
The next thing that caught their attention was the weather. It was extremely 

mild. There was no apparent humidity. It was the kind of weather, that one 
dreams of when they think of the most perfect place on the face of Earth. “Is the 
weather always this beautiful?” asked William.

“Yes and no. Our planet, unlike Earth, rotates on a vertical axis. It is not 
inclined to our suns.”

“Suns?” asked William.
“We have two suns, each in a different stage of development. Like Earth’s 

sun, we have a young hot yellow sun. We also have an older red sun. The ad-
vantage of having two suns is that it stabilizes our weather year round. The suns 
rotate around a common central point. This allows them to change position over 
the year. Our planet revolves around the suns in a nearly perfect circular path. 
This means that the solar radiation we receive is balanced out through the year, 
north to south. The only differences in our weather is a function of what you call 
latitude and trr [day] and txon [night]. Latitudinal differences creates a cooler 
weather regimen as one approaches the poles due to the oblique angle of the 
suns’ rays, which results in lower insolation rates in the polar regions. Around 
the center of our planet, the weather is essentially the same year round.”

“Amazing,” said Heli and William, almost in unison.
“Our Tompa, rainfall, comes almost invariably at night.” The first thought 

that ran unbidden through Heli’s mind was a line from the stage play Camelot 
– ‘A place of beauty, where it is decreed that it only rains at night . . . .’ “It al-
most never rains during the day, and we almost never experience storms like on 
Earth. Sometimes, however, we do have lightning associated with our rainfall 
but it is never as severe as one finds on Earth. It is more like a pleasant nighttime 
light show, which tends to make the rains even more enjoyable.”
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“To your right is a seating area. From here you can see the forest. In  Zetutx-
tili the word for forest is Na’ring, and all the Ioang [animals/creatures] that 
inhabit this section of the forest. Some of the creatures are exceedingly wary 
and they are difficult to observe. However, if you remain still and are patient, 
they will come out from their hiding places. Under no circumstances should you 
approach even the smallest of our forest creatures. Most are txum [poisonous]. 
You may walk through the forest but do not leave the designated trails. This is 
for your own safety. Most of the forest creatures are not normally aggressive but 
if frightened, they will defend themselves. Do not, under any circumstances go 
into the forest after txon’ong [nightfall]. I will just leave that precaution at that.”

“If you need to go anywhere that is beyond easy walking distance, please 
call one of our transportation coordinators. They will arrange for a vehicle to 
pick you up and take you wherever you wish to go. There is no charge for this 
service. Until you become familiar with our spoken language, travel will be dif-
ficult. I will try to find you a temporary domestic coordinator to assist you and 
care for your domicile. Once you become proficient enough in our language, 
the domestic assistant will come only as needed to take care of you and your 
residence.”

“Heli, until you gain a working familiarity with our language, both spoken 
and written, you will have a tutor or teacher, a karyu, who will come to your 
home every day. The woman I have chosen to work with you is proficient in 
English so this should speed up your assimilation of our language. William, if 
you wish to join in and take the opportunity to study our language, please do 
so. Otherwise, you will be free to explore our planet as you will. If you need 
research materials, for Earth or having to do with our planet, which might be of 
interest to you, all you have to do is ask. We will arrange to get you whatever 
you need. Everything in our libraries has been what you would call digitized, so 
I would urge you to consider becoming fluent in our language, for personal and 
professional reasons.”

“With regard to social interaction, even in the absence of being able to com-
municate with the people around you, please follow one simple rule. Treat ev-
eryone as if they were your closest and most cherished friend. On Earth there is, 
I believe, an adage that goes something like – Doing others is like them doing 
you.” William smiled broadly but did not correct Itzamná. William thought, ‘He 
was close. That’s good enough. English was such a delightful language with 
endless opportunities for using innuendo, but now was not the time to try and 
educate Itzamná in that art.’

“Our citizens and your neighbors have been alerted to your limited knowl-
edge of our ways, customs, and laws, and they will be tolerant.” Itzamná 
reached inside his tunic and pulled two medallions from the coat’s inside pock-
et. “Please wear this around your neck whenever you are outside your quarters. 
It is an identification of sorts. All our citizens have chips implanted under the 
skin of their left forearm. Since you do not have such a chip, these medallions 
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will serve the same purpose. 
“I know you are probably tired from the journey. Most people are exhausted 

from their first experience involving space jumping. So I will let you get some 
rest. While you are resting, I will attend to other business. I will come back in 
approximately four zìsìtom. There are timekeeping devices, one in each room. 
Although you will not be able to tell time precisely, the space between the num-
bers represents one Itzamná. On your clocks, it would be an hour. Once you 
learn our numerical system, you will be able to tell time like a native. You go get 
some rest and I will come back and I can show you more of my planet.”

•

Itzamná summoned a short-range transporter, a sopyu or traveller, which 
took him to the Fyawìntxu storage and programming facility. There, he needed 
to make the final arrangements for the programming of the country-specific 
Fyawìntxu and the ‘hot spot’ targeting areas. Only hours before he returned 
to Zetutxtil, Itzamná had received the final translations of the Fyawìntxu Mis-
sion Statement in Chinese, Arabic, Bengali, Russian, Portuguese, Javanese, and 
Korean. To these translations he added the original English version that he, La 
Mont, and McEwen had created together. 

He provided a list of the countries to which he wanted the emissary Fy-
awìntxu to be sent, providing additional, capital building targeting coordinates. 
To this list he added the so-called ‘hot spot’ targeting information, along with 
the mission statement for the targeted countries in the appropriate language. 
Much of the targeting information he had been able to put together over the 
weeks prior to Heli and William’s arrival at Groom Lake.  La Mont and McE-
wen had provided much valuable assistance.

Itzamná had approximately 500 Fyawìntxu. To maximize their effectiveness, 
he had to come up with some way of prioritizing how many Fyawìntxu would 
be sent to each selected nation. He developed an algorithm for the distribution 
of the Fyawìntxu. Two factors were at the heart of his algorithm – population 
size and threat level. Using the 25 largest countries, plus what were considered 
the primary rogue states, Itzamná put together a list of 33 countries to which 
he would allocate his 500 Fyawìntxu, using it to develop a distribution matrix. 
Within each of the developed nations, Itzamná allocated units to high crime 
urban areas, like New York, Los Angeles, Detroit, Moscow, Baghdad, Teheran, 
Kandahar, Mexico City, Beijing, New Delhi, and Caracas. Using his algorithm, 
Itzamná was able to cover nearly 5.3 billion of Earth’s 6+ billion people, or 
just a little over 88 percent of Earth’s population using the first available 500 
Fyawìntxu.

As more Fyawìntxu were made available, more units would be deployed 
to the other remaining nations. With only 500 units, the pacification of Earth 
would be slowed but it would inexorably move forward. The existing units 
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could remobilize as one area was pacified, moving to less pacified areas. 
Itzamná had prepared the distribution matrix and La Mont and McEwen 

were given the opportunity to review the proposed distributions. Itzamná al-
located a few more units to some countries that he did not personally think 
were as important as others, but by changing the distribution, and including the 
generals in the decision-making process, he had further cemented their enthu-
siastic support. It also appeared as if Itzamná was aligning himself with U.S. 
interests, which was a mistake. He owed no nation preferential treatment. All 
would be treated the same in the end. It would only take time to root out vio-
lence wherever it existed, and the U.S. was one of the more blatantly violent 
nations on Earth. Itzamná did, however believe that the U.S.’s heart was in the 
right place – seeking political and individual freedom – but no one could  force 
democracy down the throats of those who were equally earnest in their alternate 
world views, whether religiously, politically, philosophically, socially, or eco-
nomically motivated. This is what the U.S. was finding difficult to understand 
in their current campaigns in Afghanistan and Iraq.

Armed with the new language and siting information that Itzamná had brought 
with him from Earth, the technicians began programming the Fyawìntxu and 
preparing the delivery plan using the newly available Earth coordinates. Each 
country would receive at least one Fyawìntxu emissary plus additional units as 
specified by Itzamná. All that remained now was to wait for the Mayan Confer-
ence, a week away, and his opportunity to make his announcement. Simultane-
ous with his announcement, the Fyawìntxu would be delivered. The emissary 
Fyawìntxu would be immediately dispatched to the country’s capital in search 
of the chief executive officer. The remaining contingency of Fyawìntxu would 
be dispersed but would remain in a state of stasis until their internal clocks re-
vived them at 09:00 GMT, Sunday, June 7, 2009. Until they were revived, the 
only systems that would be operative would be their Parnachate, protective 
system. This would eliminate any attempt to damage or tamper with the units 
until they were activated. Thereafter, they would be autonomous.

Although each Fyawìntxu was designed to operate as an autonomous unit, 
they also maintained a certain situational awareness and were prepared to re-
spond to the needs of their fellow Fyawìntxu. One unit could signal for assis-
tance if the situation demanded it. However, at least within the context of Earth 
and its current level of technology, such cooperative assistance was deemed 
highly unlikely.

If necessary, redeployment for the Fyawìntxu could be almost instantaneous, 
using their portal capabilities. A Fyawìntxu needing assistance simply needed to 
communicate its need and the nearest available unit automatically transported 
itself to where it was required. It did not matter if the available unit was a block 
away or half a world away. 
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•

His work at the storage and programming center complete, Itzamná returned 
to William and Heli’s residence. Although he carried with him a security card 
that would have permitted him to enter the residence, custom, and decorum 
prevented its use. Itzamná pressed the visitor’s notice button, next to the unit’s 
keypad. A voice, that seemed to come from nowhere in particular, asked for 
the visitor to identify himself. Itzamná replied formally in Zetutxtili, “It is I 
Itzamná here to see you.” Inside the house, but unheard by anyone outside, a 
voice mimicked Itzamná’s announcement. “Oe Itzamná fìtseng ne tse’a nga.” 
Only the name ‘Itzamná’ was intelligible to either Heli or William, who were 
groggily getting up from a nap. Both had scoffed at Itzamná’s comment about 
being tired from their transport. It had been the adrenaline that had masked the 
fatigue they both felt shortly after Itzamná had left. They told themselves that 
they would just lie down and ‘rest their eyes.’ William looked at the clock and 
said, “Do you realize we have been asleep for nearly three-and-a-half zìsìtom?”

Heli gave William a smile of pride. He had been listening. “I’m suitably im-
pressed. Listen to you. Your first Zetutxtili word. You’re a quick learner.”

He semi-ignored Heli’s comment but, inside, he had to admit, he too was 
proud. “I think Itzamná is back. I’ll go let him in,” said William, who was di-
sheveled but still dressed. 

Heli had wanted to be more comfortable lying down and chose to shed her 
slacks and blouse, preferring to wear only her panties. She needed to redress 
herself. As William went to let Itzamná in, Heli called to him, “Just give me a 
minute to get myself together. I’ll be right out.”

William pressed the button beside the plasma screen. Then he stuck his head 
through the screen and said to Itzamná, “Please come in. Heli will be right out.”

“I am assuming that you took my advice and napped. Very good.”
“We had not planned on it, but we lay down on the bed and here it is nearly 

four zìsìtom later and we find ourselves waking up. Amazing. You were abso-
lutely right. Wormhole travel is exhausting. I don’t understand it,” confessed 
William.

“If you were to do it on a regular basis, you would build up your resistance. 
The first time is always the worst. Are you sufficiently rested enough to con-
tinue our tour, or would you like to postpone it until tomorrow?  The suns are 
just setting and within a zìsìtom, it will be dark. If you feel up to it, we could 
go to my home. If you would like, you can have dinner with my family. You 
would have to bring your own food but I know that you have some MREs in 
your pantry.”

“MREs?”
“That stands for Meals, Ready to Eat. I learned the term from the cook at 

Groom. He was very helpful in getting your provisions packed up for shipment. 
He assured me that they are quite good and nutritious. All you need to do is open 
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the packages and activate the built-in heater. I will not comment on my wife’s 
cooking since you have no basis for comparison, but she is quite accomplished. 
However, no matter what she might cook, you would be unable to eat it – differ-
ent body chemistries I’m afraid.”

“If Heli is up for it, I know I am.” 
Heli had just walked into the room. “What are you two cooking up?”
“Itzamná has invited us for dinner. BYOF.”
“BYOF? Whatever does that mean?”
“Bring your own food. You know we cannot eat their food. So, we take along 

MREs . . .”
William looked to Itzamná for approval. “Meals, ready to eat from our pan-

try.”
“Very good, William,” said Itzamná.
“That’s the second linguistic complement I’ve received since our arrival. 

Thank you.” Turning his attention to Heli, “Well, what do you think?”
“Count me in. Let me go freshen up and we can be on our way.” Heli went 

to the bathroom to wash her face, comb her hair, and adjust her clothing, so it 
didn’t look as if she had slept in them. “Should I change into something more 
formal for dinner?” she asked, just to make sure she would not be disrespectful 
of  Itzamná’s wife or family by arriving so under-dressed as she felt she was.

“You look perfectly enchanting,” said Itzamná. “Both of you are dressed 
appropriately for almost any social occasion on Zetutxtil. We are not slaves to 
fashion – custom but not fashion.”

“Shouldn’t you inform your wife that you are bringing guests home?”
“I took care of that on my way here. Since she does not have to cook any ad-

ditional food, she was quite accommodating. If we are to be on time, we should 
leave soon. My home is alìm, far from here.”

“How far are we from the city?” asked William, curiously.
“We’re approximately 200 of your Earth miles from my home and 180 miles 

to the city. You will be amazed how quickly we can get there.” Itzamná picked 
up a communicator and dialed the transporter. Five minutes later, the transporter 
arrived.

•

The high-speed transporter arrived outside Itzamná’s humble residence. Un-
like the newer unit that Heli and William were currently occupying, Itzamná’s 
home was at ground level, alongside numerous other similar dwellings. It was 
obvious that the neighborhood in which he lived, was older and more traditional 
than the one they were occupying. Everything was exceptionally neat and clean 
but the neighborhood just looked like it ‘had been lived in.’ William asked, 
“How long have you lived here? The neighborhood looks so different from the 
one where we are.”

“Oh, your colony is less than fifty zìsìt old. This neighborhood has been here 
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for well over two centuries, some parts are even older. We love it here. Every-
one we grew up with, and even their parents have lived here. You see, we do not 
move around, changing our homes, regularly. It is not uncommon for generation 
after generation to occupy the same house. My father grew up in this house and 
his father, Itzamná 5524 moved here from another province late in his life. My 
father was, as they say, a late arrival.” It was apparent that Itzamná was proud 
of his lineage but one could sense he was just a little uneasy about the circum-
stances surrounding his father’s birth. There was just the slightest hint that his 
father’s birth was deemed, somehow, a bit scandalous. 

They descended from the transporter and Itzamná led them up to his home. 
He waved his left arm across the access keypad and the doorway curtain ap-
peared. “If you will wait here just a moment, I will announce our arrival. My 
wife hates being surprised, even if she is expecting me or guests.” He walked 
through the plasma curtain and let his family know he and his guests had finally 
arrived. Manatulan, and both of their children assembled a safe distance from 
the doorway. Itzamná had kept his arm in the plasma field to keep the passage 
‘open,’ so Heli and William could pass through. Once inside, Itzamná intro-
duced them to his wife and his two children. “My wife speaks English quite 
well. Unfortunately, my children are not equally well versed. So, our discus-
sions will be limited to adult topics, which I prefer. No matter how old your 
children are, they are still ‘your children.’ Both of the children looked uncan-
nily similar to their parents. Itzamná 5527 looked like his father and Manatulan 
4473 was the spitting image of her mother.

Following dinner, the two couples provided each other with condensed life 
histories. The topic of love and marriage arose. Itzamná noticed that Heli and 
William were holding hands as they sat on the ‘sofa.’ “Are you two always so 
affectionate in public?” Immediately they withdrew their hands and placed them 
in their laps. “I did not mean for my question to stop you from holding hands. In 
fact, I find it quite charming. I rather like the idea of closeness between mates. 
Unfortunately, you do not see similar behavior here. I wish we did.”

“Why is that?” asked Heli.
“Here on Zetutxtil, love and affection are restricted within the family. Out-

side or public displays of affection are frowned upon. It may be because, on 
Zetutxtil, love and affection begin among couples at a more cerebral level than 
a physical level. On Earth, it seems the other way around.”

Heli began, “On Earth, physical attraction seems to start with looks – the 
first and most easily observed traits among possible mates. Then comes ‘get-
ting to know’ the candidate. This involves the process of learning about the 
complimentarity of personalities, likes, dislikes, preferences, etc. And this in-
cludes such things as interests, educational level, speech patterns, dominance, 
and submissiveness. From there, one returns to physical attraction. I remember 
a middle-aged literature professor I once had, Dr. Mayer. She asked the entire 
class to define what love was and write about it. I wrote a long essay discussing 
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the various traditional aspects of love. Then I concluded that love is what is left-
over in a long-term relationship, once the physical attraction has run its course. 
On the title page of my essay, she simply wrote: 

Miss Mittenwallenberger, you have a lot to learn. If you love your 
partner, that fire never burns out! 

“I am beginning to understand what she meant. Youth is so naïve. With age 
and experience comes understanding and appreciation. Humans could avoid so 
many problems if we could only have the wisdom or memories of the past. In 
many ways, I envy your ability to pass-down memories and knowledge from 
your ancestors. It saves so much time. You don’t have to relearn the same things 
over and over with each new generation.” 

Heli continued, “With William, we were physically attracted to one another 
at first. We discovered we were mentally compatible, and we found we com-
plemented one another. William is much more shy than I am and I am more 
impulsive. I complement him by challenging his shyness and his need to over-
think problems. He slows me down and I become realistically reserved and less 
impulsive. So, we tend to balance out each other’s personalities. But, physical 
contact seems to soothe both of us, and I don’t just mean having sex.”

“That was very well said,” said Itzamná. “Here we bond mentally and  then 
gradually develop a physical, sexual relationship. Our women are much more 
shy than those on Earth; and for that reason, I think I should go no further. I’m 
sorry.” Manatulan was already beginning to show signs of embarrassment.

“That is quite alright. It is the sign of a good relationship when you do take 
your partner’s feelings into account, when making decisions or light talk,” said 
Heli. “I hate to say this, but I’m afraid the day’s activities are catching up with 
me again. I really need to get home and get some sleep. Could you call the trans-
porter for us? Will we see you tomorrow?”

“I will drop by in the morning. Later in the day I will need to return to Earth 
for a few more weeks. There are some things that Generals La Mont and McE-
wen and I must attend to. I also told Sebastian I would attend a conference with 
him in Mexico City. After that, I can come home for good, making only the oc-
casional trip back to Earth to help.”

“Sometime in the morning, an associate of mine, a woman named Phelixiol, 
will visit with you. She too is fluent in English, among other Earth languages, 
and she will be your Zetutxtili instructor. Listen carefully to what she tells you. 
She is an excellent teacher.”

“Let me call a sopyu for you. I will give him your address and instructions. In 
a few weeks, however, I believe you will be chatting up a storm with everyone. 
You wait and see.” Itzamná picked up the communicator on the living room ta-
ble and called the transporter. The sopyu arrived minutes later and both Itzamná 
and Manatulan bid their guests farewell. Itzamná said, as they approached the 

317



The Return of the Mayan

transporter, “I leave for ’Rrta tomorrow. It could be a couple of weeks before I 
return.” Then, he  and Manatulan completed their good byes with a wave, which 
William and Heli returned in kind. A zìsìtom later, Heli and William arrived 
back at their new, temporary home.

As the couple rode their elevator up to their apartment, they looked out onto 
the forest. It was ablaze with dancing points of light. It was as if a million fire-
flies were landing, then flying to and fro through the forest. It was mesmerizing 
but, at the same time it was extremely soothing and quieting. When they finally 
decided to retire for the night, neither could think of a time that they had felt 
quite so relaxed or at peace. Living here was going to be an adventure, but if 
the forest light show was any indication, it could well be one of the most serene 
periods in their lives.
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Chapter 26

14:00 hours, Tuesday, June 2, Groom Lake

Itzamná had just returned from Zetutxtil, having been away for nearly two 
days, making sure that Heli and William were settled in their quarters. Itzamná 
knew that Heli was in good hands. 

He had also made all the arrangements for the deployment of the Fyawìntxu. 
All the deployment coordinates had been programmed into the wormhole gen-
erators, and the individual Fyawìntxu had been programmed with the language 
of their deployment destination. Also, the emissary Fyawìntxu had been pro-
grammed and supplied with their mission statement, which they would commu-
nicate to the leaders of each of the first 33 nations chosen as targets. The second 
group of 500 Fyawìntxu would be deployed within a month to six weeks, then 
there would be Fyawìntxu in every country.

Now back at Groom, he could focus his full attention on the immediate fu-
ture, the upcoming conference in Mexico City, where he would make his an-
nouncement to the world. He would need to draft his statement and arrange with 
Sebastian for their trip to Mexico City. Even before he had left for Zetutxtil, he 
had requested the use of McEwen’s C-21A executive jet – the same plane that 
had brought Heli and William to Groom Lake before they were transported to 
Zetutxtil. 

McEwen was eager to comply. He also needed to verify that, at least for 
the next week, all the translators that had been used to translate the Fyawìntxu 
Mission Statement were incommunicado. La Mont had arranged for each of the 
translators to be sent on month-long ‘special training’ missions. Their instruc-
tors had been instructed not to allow any of these men to communicate with 
anyone outside their training group during the entire training mission.

Itzamná called Sebastian. “Sebastian, the big day is approaching, the Ma-
yan Conference in Mexico City. How are your keynote address and paper 
coming along?  I asked General McEwen if we could use his jet for our trip 
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to Mexico. I thought that the plane could pick you up in Madison, pick me 
up here at Groom Lake, and we could fly to Mexico City together. When 
did you want to be in Mexico? No later than Thursday night? In that case, 
I’ll arrange to have you picked up at the airport at 11:00 a.m. That should 
get you to Groom Lake by 2:30 in the afternoon and put us in Mexico City 
by around 7:30 the same evening. Is that acceptable you? Great. Could you 
make reservations for me at the same hotel you will be using? Thank you. 
That would save a lot of inconvenience for me. Is anyone attending the con-
ference with you? Vladi. Very good. I’ll see you Thursday afternoon.” 
Itzamná returned to his announcement address.

09:00 hours, Thursday, June 4, Groom Lake

Itzamná telephoned General McEwen to say that everything was ready for 
the deployment. “The Fyawìntxu will be deployed Saturday, simultaneous with 
my announcement at the conference in Mexico City. The emissary Fyawìntxu 
will deliver a copy of the mission statement along with a list of recommenda-
tions on how to interact with the Fyawìntxu. The remaining allocations of Fy-
awìntxu will be deployed, according to the distribution matrix I provided to you. 
They will protect themselves but will not react otherwise until Sunday morning. 
The second deployment of Fyawìntxu should follow within a month. I look for-
ward to seeing you at Groom.”

La Mont met with Itzamná to confirm that everything was ready.  “Yes, I am 
prepared.  I have completed my announcement address. Sebastian wants me to 
speak after his keynote address on Saturday morning. That is when I will make 
my announcement. I feel some regret not being able to discuss our intentions 
with Sebastian and his group but, for security’s sake, it is probably best that 
they are all kept in the dark. I did not mention our arrangement to Heli. I think 
for the time being, it is best if she does not know what we are doing. It would 
surely disrupt her studies unnecessarily, and I am sure she would disapprove of 
our actions. She is earnest and high-minded, and because of her youth, she will 
not be able to see what our goal is for humanity.”

“Sebastian is scheduled to arrive this afternoon and we will fly together to 
Mexico City. Is there anything I need to do for you?”

La Mont simply shook his head, no.
“After my announcement, I will return here and we can monitor the world 

reaction to my announcement and see how the people respond to the Fyawìntxu 
once they are activated. Here is a copy of my address. If you think there is 
anything I have missed or should change, don’t hesitate to let me know. Once 
you have read it over and we have made whatever changes you deem necessary, 
could you have 500 copies of the Mission Statement and the Recommendations 
printed for me?”

“That should not be a problem. Let me go upstairs to the control room to 
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look this over.” Ten minutes later, La Mont returned. “I think you’ve covered 
everything but I was thinking. Shouldn’t we send a copy of the mission state-
ment to the Niribui?”

“I think they will know about our intent very quickly, but you are undoubt-
edly right. Can you arrange for the message to be sent to them, having it coin-
cide with the activation of the Fyawìntxu on Sunday morning?” asked Itzamná.

“I will have it duplicated and the copies delivered to you before your flight 
to Mexico, and I will dispatch a copy of the statement to the Niribui. I can only 
imagine the look on their little gray faces when they learn they have been ex-
posed. I have some other things to attend to. Just in case I do not see you before 
you leave for Mexico, good luck.” He shook Itzamná’s hand vigorously and 
departed.

14:45 hours, Thursday, June 4, Groom Lake

General McEwen’s jet landed at Groom Lake, with Sebastian and Vladi on 
board. The plane taxied to the refueling facilities, then on to the Alien Hangar, 
coming to a halt outside the building’s entrance. Itzamná walked to the plane 
with a business folio under one arm and two paper-sized cases in the other hand. 
As he approached the plane, the doorway opened and the stairway extended. 
Colonel O’Neill greeted Itzamná as he began to ascend the stairs. “Good to see 
you, sir.”

“It is good to see you as well, Colonel.” O’Neill took Itzamná’s packages 
and folio and placed them in the forward coat closet. 

“If you will take a seat and buckle up, we’ll be on our way.” Itzamná made 
his way to one of the seats that faced toward the rear of the plane and directly 
opposite Vladi and Sebastian. This arrangement permitted them to see each 
other and chat if they wished.

“It is very good to see you two again. It has been far too long,” said Itzamná. 
Both shook their heads and smiled in agreement.  Within moments, they were 
airborne and on their way to Mexico City. For the first hour of the flight, the trio 
chatted, but soon exhausted their quota of mindless chit chat, and they fell si-
lent. Sebastian began to doze off. Vladi stared mindlessly out the starboard side 
window, while Itzamná began assessing what the most likely responses would 
be to his announcement and the peoples of Earth response to the Fyawìntxu. 
He knew there would be shock and outrage from the leaders, and probably the 
public. Would the national leaders heed his warning about armed resistance? 
He doubted it. Resistance was one of humankind’s most frequent responses to 
change. He would just have to wait and see. Soon, he too was peering out the 
plane’s window, mindlessly looking at the changes in color and patterns as the 
landscape swept away under the speeding plane.

They arrived at Aeropuerto Internacional de la Ciudad de México (Mexi-
co City International Airport), touching down at 19:20 hours. As they disem-
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barked, Colonel O’Neill bid them bon voyage and goodbye. He and his crew 
were scheduled to return, after refueling, to Washington. The General had meet-
ings. The trio would have to arrange to fly home after the conference. After 
perfunctory customs and immigration checks, the trio made their way to the 
Holiday Inn Ciudad De Mexico -Trade Center, which was only three miles from 
the Universidad Nacional Autónoma de México (The National Autonomous 
University of Mexico) and The National Museum of Anthropology, where the 
conference would be held.

Everyone was tired from the flight. After checking in, Vladi and Sebastian 
had a light dinner and retired for the night. Itzamná checked in, using his new-
ly issued government VISA card, a present from General McEwen. He went 
straight to his room. He was not hungry. In his room, after closing the blinds and 
locking the door, he activated his communicator and verified that everything 
was ready for the deployment of the Fyawìntxu. There were the ever-present 
bureaucratic mix-ups – some things seemed to be universal – but they would be 
addressed and no one anticipated any reason to delay the deployment. He called 
Phelixiol to check on Heli and William. Phelixiol reported that she was more 
than pleased with Heli as a student. She was attentive and seemed to grasp many 
of the complexities of the Zetutxtili language with only limited resistance. Her 
ability to write the language was far better than her verbal skills but that was 
to be expected. All-in-all, she was impressed with her student. This description 
brought a smile to Itzamná’s face. “Irayo [Thank you], Phelixiol. I am in your 
debt.”

Phelixiol replied simply: “Pum ngeyä [You’re welcome (I should really be 
thanking you)]. Oe wou [She is amazing].”

“Oe omum. Nìmun irayo [I know. Again, thank you].”

•

Tomorrow would be a wasted day. Sebastian would be involved in confer-
ence business. Vladi and Itzamná, on the other hand, had nothing to occupy 
their time. Vladi had come along, just to be with Sebastian. 

In the morning they met after breakfast. It was agreed that Itzamná and Vladi 
would take in some of the sights of Mexico City. Sightseeing would occupy 
their time, and Vladi could always shop, an activity that, despite her profes-
sional demeanor, was always enjoyable. Even on his home world, Itzamná was 
not a shopper. ‘Maybe there were some universally valid stereotypes regarding 
the male of any species,’ thought Vladi.

After a day on the town, an exhausted Vladi and Itzamná rejoined Sebastian. 
Vladi provided an animated description of their day sightseeing and shopping. 
Itzamná rolled his eyes. The gesture was not lost on Sebastian. Just before din-
ner, Itzamná excused himself. Just before his departure, he asked Sebastian for 
the schedule of the next day’s conference activities. Sebastian’s keynote address 
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was scheduled for 9:00 a.m. He anticipated that it would take less than twenty 
minutes. Then, he would turn the podium over to Itzamná for his address. Ev-
erything was set. All Itzamná had to do, now, was be patient and get through 
the night.

8:30 a.m., June 6, National Museum of Anthropology Auditorium

Sebastian picked up his conference credentials and arranged for guest cre-
dentials for Itzamná and Vladi. She was not going to miss Sebastian’s announce-
ment or his paper on the rise of the Maya. She was so proud of him. She was 
glad they had found one another, professionally and personally – maybe more 
personally. The last year had been exhilarating.

The conference, from all indications, was well attended. Although the con-
ference focus was  on the Maya, it was really a gathering of all anthropologists 
interested in Mexican anthropology and archeological fieldwork. Over the in-
tervening two years, since the last similar gathering, numerous important pa-
pers and theories had been submitted for peer review. At the conference, these 
specialists would have the opportunity to rub shoulders with others working on 
the same kinds of topics. Normally, they communicated via websites, blogs, and 
emails. It was a treat to be able to talk face to face, exchange ideas, and argue 
over their personal theories. 

No one was more excited than Sebastian. He was going to ‘drop a bomb’ on 
his fellow Mayan scholars. He had an explanation for the meteoric rise of the 
Mayan civilization. It was not a theory or conjecture based on meticulous field-
work, although fieldwork had been a part, at least in the beginning. He had in-
disputable proof of his claims. He had Itzamná. He could hardly wait to deliver 
his paper – The Truth Behind the Rise of the Maya: The Catalyst for Change. 
For now, however, his focus had to be on giving the keynote address. 

As Sebastian made his way down the central aisle toward the stage and dais, 
he smoozed with old friends and colleagues from all over the world. Vladi and 
Itzamná followed behind, taking their places in the first row seating reserved 
for them. Sebastian climbed the stairs to the stage, stepped up onto the dais, and 
settled himself behind the lectern, then began organizing his notes. 

As Itzamná and Vladi had made their way down the aisle, many of the at-
tendees, along both sides of the aisle watched Itzamná. Most comments whis-
pered to those sitting nearby made reference to the poor man’s deformity – his 
oversized nose. A few commented that he looked like the stylized Maya carv-
ings and drawings. Political correctness applied only to one’s public persona. 
Personal biases were more difficult to erase.

Vladi thought Sebastian looked so dignified in his dark blue suit, white shirt, 
and his God-awful red paisley bow tie. Even his shoes were meticulously pol-
ished. He did not look the part of an absent-minded professor, which, frequently 
he was. 
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Precisely at 9:00, Sebastian raised his hands, calling for quiet. Gradually 
the roar of kibitzing academics subsided and the room became quiet. “I want to 
welcome all of you to the 13th International Conference on the Maya. The last 
two years, for many of us have seen years of toil accompanied by significant 
breakthroughs . . .” After his introductory comments and administrative an-
nouncements, Sebastian stopped for a moment. He looked over the audience, 
then gazed at Vladi, then Itzamná. “I am not quite sure how to introduce our 
next speaker.” Everyone began looking through their conference schedules. 
There was no indication that anyone but Sebastian would be speaking, and 
some smaller topical sessions were scheduled to begin shortly. “I can tell you, 
however, even though he does not appear on the speaker’s schedule or in the 
list of speakers, you will want to hear what he has to say.” Almost everyone was 
looking around with a ‘what’s going on’ look on their faces. “I would like to 
introduce my guest, Itzamná.” 

Itzamná rose from his seat. His crimson red jacket stood out among the com-
paratively drab suits and sports jackets that everyone else wore. His jacket was 
almost as conspicuous as was his nose. He climbed the stairs to the stage. Ev-
eryone’s eyes followed him as he walked slowly across the stage. He took his 
place behind the lectern. Silence dominated the room. “First, I would like to 
thank my friend, Sebastian, for asking me to speak to you. I have an important 
announcement to make. I have a prepared statement that will be made available 
to you after my comments.” With that, Itzamná began his prepared statement:

“People of Earth. My name is Itzamná. I come from the planet Zetutxtil in 
another universe. Last summer, Dr. Kaiserling discovered a stone case in the 
Yucatan. It was left behind nearly 5,000 years ago by one of my ancestors. Last 
month, the case sent out a message and I responded to that message by coming 
to Earth.”

Immediately, the room erupted in laughter. Sebastian was toying with them. 
Sebastian leaned over from his position beside Itzamná, and using an unchar-
acteristically demanding tone, said, “I would suggest you shut up and listen to 
him. This is not a prank. This man is absolutely dead serious. I can personally 
attest to who he is. He does, in fact, come from outside our universe.” The room 
went dead quiet, partly from what was said but also based on Sebastian’s de-
meanor. Itzamná continued,

“Had we not been called by the sentinel, we would have come to reset the 
Mayan calendar, which ends on December 21st, 2012, or 13.0.0.0.0 using the 
Long Count, Mayan calendar. However, in the absence of a self-sustaining Ma-
yan civilization, there is no real need to reset the calendar. Some have proph-
esied that a great calamity will occur on that date. Believe me, nothing cata-
strophic will happen. However, there will be changes.

“Dr. Kaiserling, in a subsequent presentation, will outline the steps we took 
to stimulate the development of your various culture hearths, including the cul-
tures of the Maya and Aztecs.  With the best of intentions, we influenced the 
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cultural development of many indigenous cultures around the world. We mis-
calculated and caused your world to become fragmented culturally, socially, and 
politically. For this we wish to apologize.

“Our culture is based on harmony and the absence of violence. One of the 
features of your world, which we believe we are partially responsible for, is 
your addiction to violence, warfare, and crime. 

“There are hundreds, possibly thousands of sentient life forms out there, 
occupying innumerable star systems, galaxies, and universes. Yes, universes, 
plural.

“Earth has become the target of another race of beings, the Niribui. You 
know them as the so-called ‘Grays.’ Several of your fellow nations have been 
cooperating with them, sharing information and technology. Technologically, 
you will be unable to resist their invasion attempts alone.”

The audience evinced either complete disbelieving shock at what was being 
said or incredulity laced with skepticism. Who could believe such absurdity? 
One person in the audience spoke loudly enough to be heard throughout the au-
ditorium, “What the hell is this guy talking about?” It was as much a statement 
as it was a question.  Itzamná ignored the comment and continued.

“As an extremely violent species, you represent a threat to the peace and 
safety of many worlds. As long as you maintain your penchant for violence, you 
will not be permitted to interact with the rest of the civilized universe. Since we 
believe we contributed to this violent tendency, we are taking steps to eliminate 
violence and warfare on your planet and, at the same time, we will protect you 
from any and all potential invaders.

“We are NOT invaders. Because we come from another universe, there is 
nothing on your planet that we need or desire. Unlike the Niribui, we have no 
desire to inhabit your world.”

Itzamná reached for his wrist device and pressed a series of buttons. A small 
glowing white orb appeared in front of him. He spoke into the device’s com-
municator, then pressed a button and the ball of light faded and disappeared. He 
had given the order to deploy the Fyawìntxu.

Itzamná leaned over and spoke to Sebastian. “I am about to make an an-
nouncement and I am sorry that I did not consult with you before making my 
final decision. My announcement is in no way intended to preempt your an-
nouncement but, at least for a while, it will be dominate the news. This, I hope, 
will in no way change our relationship and I promise Heli and William will be 
kept safe.” He returned to the audience.

“As I speak, the primary political leaders of 33 of the largest nations on 
Earth, plus nations deemed to be rogue nations, will be receiving formal notifi-
cation of our intent.” 

He pressed another button on his wrist device. A much larger ball of light 
appeared, and when it disappeared, a human-like form stood on the stage with 
Itzamná and Sebastian.
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“Our mission involves the use of automated, robotic enforcement officers 
known as the Fyawìntxu. The figure to see on the stage with Sebastian and me 
is a Fyawìntxu.”

“Their mission is as follows:
“The primary objective of the Fyawìntxu mission is to facilitate, implement, 

and enforce a program that will result in the complete elimination of armed 
conflict or violence, worldwide.

“The guiding principle behind this mission is the belief that all the inhabit-
ants of Earth shall have the right to live in peace and without fear.

“The Fyawìntxu shall be autonomous, reporting to no government.
“The penalty for the use of weapons, of any kind, for the purposes of warfare 

or crime shall be the destruction of the weapon(s) and the summary execution 
of the violator(s).

“A violator is anyone who threatens, orders, authorizes, commits, or partici-
pates in armed conflict or the commission of a crime of violence.

“This mission shall begin and the above guide-lines shall be in force begin-
ning 09:00 GMT, Sunday, June 7. The Fyawìntxu on the stage, here, will acti-
vate at that time.

“A copy of this mission statement, along with a list of the first nations to re-
ceive the Fyawìntxu. A copy will be made available to you. A second sheet will 
provide a list of recommendations on how to interact with the Fyawìntxu. Be 
advised, once the Fyawìntxu have been deployed, they cannot be recalled until 
they have completed their mission.

“Recommendations and Other Information

“The Fyawìntxu do not make value judgments. They will mercilessly enforce 
their programming. 

“Any and all military personnel, as well as civilians, need to be informed 
about the Fyawìntxu. 

“Use or intent to use a weapon represents a violation of Fyawìntxu’s mission 
programming. 

“Violence of any kind, whether civil or military, violates the Fyawìntxu’s 
mission programming. 

“Weapons are not restricted to guns. A weapon is defined as any tool or 
implement used to cause harm, pain, or suffering to another human being.

“The Fyawìntxu are designed to carry out their programming immediately. 
There are no warnings given to offenders. There will be no ‘grace period.’

“Surrendered weapons will be destroyed. In the event anyone rearms after 
surrendering his weapons, this constitutes the intent to become violent and is a 
violation of the Fyawìntxu’s mission programming.

“Every Fyawìntxu is connected to every other Fyawìntxu. There is no escap-
ing them or their justice.
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“The Fyawìntxu are relentless and tireless. You can run but you cannot hide 
indefinitely. 

“The Fyawìntxu are accountable to no one. 
“It is better to give up your weapons than be judged by the Fyawìntxu. Peace 

will save your life. Violence will result in your death.
“Simply put, there is no excuse for violent behavior, and it will be dealt with 

summarily. “

Itzamná thanked the audience for their time and thanked Sebastian. “Sebas-
tian, I am sorry to disrupt your conference, but it is my genuine desire to see you 
and Mankind survive, and this is the only way to protect you from yourselves 
and from the Niribui. I will see you again. Again, I am sorry for using you but 
everything I have told you and your colleagues is true. I wish it could have been 
just a simple get together of anthropologists. I have left copies of the mission 
statement and recommendations below my seat. Please hand them out to ev-
eryone.” With that Itzamná pressed a series of buttons and stepped away from 
Sebastian. A large white sphere of light appeared, engulfing Itzamná and he dis-
appeared, returning to Groom Lake. Sebastian looked absolutely dumbfounded.

The audience leaped to their feet mouths open in awe. “How did he do that?” 
“Could he be for real? “No. It can’t be,” were among the many  comments heard 
moving through the crowd. 

Sebastian collected himself and called to Vladi. “Would you hand me the 
two boxes under Itzamná’s seat?” She reached down, picked up the packages, 
and handed them to Sebastian. He ripped off the covers. One box contained the 
Fyawìntxu Mission Statement. The other contained the distribution table and 
recommendations. He returned to the dais and the microphone. “Ladies and 
gentlemen, I have the documents that Itzamná spoke of. Please come down and 
get your copy.”

As the crowd clamored for the documents, someone came running onto the 
stage and took over the microphone. “Everyone. Look at the monitors.” Every-
one looked to the elevated TV monitors along the walls. They flickered, and on 
screen was a picture of a robot-looking figure, just like the one that stood on the 
stage. It stood outside the Mexican Presidential Palace. Similar views flashed 
across the screens from Washington, D.C., Moscow, Delhi, and Beijing. 

“He was telling the truth!” Expletives in a number of languages were heard 
all around the auditorium. 

09:00 GMT, Sunday, June 7th

Precisely at 9:00 a.m., Greenwich Mean Time, the previously immobile Fy-
awìntxu, everywhere, powered up from their state of hibernation and began to 
redistribute themselves and began the process of human pacification.

Within hours, reports from all over the world began pouring in. CNN and 
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the BBC were reporting that the Fyawìntxu had begun destroying every weapon 
they encountered. Those that resisted were simply vaporized. Those that sur-
rendered their weapons or who had not responded in a menacing manner were 
ignored. Only their weapons were destroyed. Those caught using weapons were 
immediately eliminated on the spot without warning. 

Tanks, planes, and soldiers were dispatched by some nations to neutralize 
the Fyawìntxu. Each, in turn, was destroyed on the spot. One minute they were 
there, then they were gone. In their confrontations with human beings, the Fy-
awìntxu sustained no injuries, no losses. The same could not be said for the 
humans. To a man, each warrior was eliminated. 

The Fyawìntxu behaved exactly as Itzamná had prophesied. They were re-
lentless and efficient killing machines.
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Chapter 27

12:00 hours, Sunday, June 8, Groom Lake

Itzamná, General McEwen, and General La Mont watched on the large TV 
monitor that had been installed in the meeting room of the Alien Hangar as 
CNN was providing almost continuous news coverage of what was being called 
the Fyawìntxu Invasion. In Iraq, in little more than 24 hours, hundreds of Iraqis 
and dozens of Coalition soldiers had been eliminated. “This was not supposed 
to happen! We’re the good guys in Iraq. Those bastard insurgents were sup-
posed to be the ones killed, not our troops,” lamented McEwen.

“General, I warned you and all the leaders of the world that violence was 
going to be punished. I made it a point to tell everyone that even menacing acts 
would be punished and that all military personnel should not retaliate. Retali-
ation is, no matter how you look at it, violence. I am sorry if your troops were 
either not informed of the Fyawìntxu’s rules of engagement or that your troops 
did not heed my warnings. You helped draft the mission statement. You cannot 
say you were not forewarned or unaware. As soon as everyone accepts the fact 
that the Fyawìntxu will stop at nothing to deter violence, the killing will cease.”

“I understand, at least on an intellectual level, but viscerally, it pains me to 
see our troops killed. I need to contact CENTCOM and advise them to with-
draw the troops under their command and refrain from any further action. Like-
wise, the Multi-National Force – Iraq commanders need to have their men stand 
down. But, it makes absolutely no sense to say they cannot defend themselves!” 
exclaimed McEwen. “They will become sitting ducks.”

“If you will remember, I told you that the transition to peace was not going 
to be easy. That is part of your species’ problem. You need to begin thinking in 
a new way. I fully realize that in the middle of a transitional period, it is dif-
ficult to see that everyone will benefit. The good guys, as you call them, will be 
caught between the bad guys and the Fyawìntxu. If they disengage themselves 
from the battle, they will survive and the bad guys will disappear.

“I know that you, as well as your beloved military and, for that matter, your 
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country, take great pride in winning. You will need to rethink what is important. 
It is not the difference between winning and losing. It is the difference between 
violence and peace. Which will make for a better world? By not fighting the insur-
gents in Iraq, does that make you a loser? Withdrawing, under the circumstances, 
does not mean defeat.”

“Monty, as much as it pains me to say it, Itzamná is right. I don’t know if win-
ning at all costs is just a part of our way of thinking as military men, as males, 
or it is part of our genetic make-up, but can you honestly say that it has made us 
individually or collectively more human?” asked La Mont, almost rhetorically. 
“Every day we develop more and more sophisticated and more lethal weapons. 
Has the lethality of our weaponry resulted in less misery? If anything, the oppo-
site has happened. Centuries ago, we fought with sticks and stones. Then spears 
and swords. Then guns and artillery. Now we use ‘smart bombs’ and GPS-guided 
missiles, dropped from so high up, we never see who we kill. War has become 
so sanitized that it is almost like playing a video game. In fact, aren’t we always 
hearing that the kids who excel at video games are some of our best fighter jocks?  
With each new development in our technological capabilities, we have simply 
increased our brutality and, at the same time, desensitized ourselves in terms of 
either taking responsibility for our actions or the lives we take. Maybe it is time 
to rethink what we do.”

McEwen did not have a chance to respond. Itzamná said, “I agree with La 
Mont. If he can begin to think in terms of alternatives, he is halfway through the 
transition. Don’t think of what is going on now as the way it will always be. It will 
take time to root out the violence that somehow seems to consume human beings. 
Humans are capable of so much more. If military men like yourselves can begin 
to talk philosophically about their profession, there is hope for Humankind.” 

No one spoke for some time. Their attention was drawn to the large-screen TV 
and the commentaries coming in from around the world.

Susan Hendrickson broke into the CNN coverage of the mayhem that was oc-
curring in parts of New York: 

The Black leaders of New York are demonstrating in front of City Hall, insist-
ing that the Fyawìntxu are targeting Afro-Americans. They are accusing the 
Fyawìntxu of being agents of the white majority and are claiming that they are 
using racial profiling to target the city’s black population. The Mayor’s office 
has repeatedly responded, saying that the city has absolutely no control over the 
actions of the Fyawìntxu.

“Can you believe that? Now they’re making it sound like the Fyawìntxu are 
racist. Unbelievable,” said La Mont. “I can only imagine what a field day Andy 
Rooney is going to have with this on Sunday.”

Other reporters were reporting similar claims in Detroit and South Central Los 
Angeles, where large numbers of street gang members – Whites, Blacks, His-
panic, and Chinese -- were being killed by the Fyawìntxu.
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The scene changed to downtown Chicago. Helen McPhie, a local affiliate, 
HLN/CNN reporter, was saying: 

I am standing in front of Chicago’s Central District Headquarters, here on 
South State Street. Hundreds of people have begun dropping off rifles, pistols 
and other types of firearms. There is even a grenade launcher. A pile of guns, 
three feet high, now lies on the sidewalk, outside the headquarters. Accord-
ing to reports, no one has tried to retrieve any of the weapons left behind. I 
can see AK-47s, hunting rifles, Mac-10’s, and an assortment of other pistols 
and revolvers. All this in response to the execution of a number of local gang 
members by the Fyawìntxu. Back to you Susan.

Reports from Mogadishu indicate that hundreds of armed Somali militia-
men have been killed by the Fyawìntxu. Similar reports are coming in from all 
over the world.

This is Rob Kearney in Beijing. A Fyawìntxu has stationed itself in the 
middle of Tiananmen Square, the site of the 1989 riots, where hundreds of Chi-
nese demonstrators were killed by troops from the People’s Liberation Army, 
the PLA.” 

The camera panned away from the reporter and toward the center of the 
square. 

“Today the PLA attempted to remove the Fyawìntxu. A protracted battle 
ensued. When the battle ended and the smoke had cleared, more than five 
hundred PLA soldiers were believed to be dead or missing. They had simply 
disappeared. The Fyawìntxu appeared unharmed. At this time there has been 
no comment from the political leadership. However, the PLA has completely 
withdrawn from the square. Wait. Several tanks are entering the square, block-
ing all the main exits.” 

A deafening blast was heard. 
“One of the tanks, just to our right, has fired on the Fyawìntxu. The Fy-

awìntxu has turned and a white beam of light can be seen coming from its 
head. The tank is simply gone! The other tanks are withdrawing.”

Almost in unison, the generals commented, “Damn! Did you see that?!”The 
scene changed again. 

This is Bambi Messenger at the United Nations. Secretary-General Ban 
Ki-moon has just announced an emergency session of the Security Council 
to be convened tomorrow morning, to discuss the current situation that exists 
between the world and the Fyawìntxu. Secretary Ki-moon has indicated that 
the Council would like to speak to the person calling himself Itzamná. Itzamná 
is purportedly an alien who announced the deployment of the Fyawìntxu at an 
anthropology conference in Mexico City yesterday. However, Itzamná vanished 
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after his announcement and his whereabouts are currently unknown.

To Itzamná, “Do you think that it would do any good to speak to the Security 
Council?” asked McEwen.

“If it would reduce the bloodshed, yes, I would be willing to talk to anyone 
in a position to prevent further mayhem. Can either of you arrange for me to 
meet with the Council?”

“I have a contact on the Senate Foreign Affairs Committee. She might be 
able to arrange for a meeting with the Council,” said McEwen.

“Then, by all means, get in touch with her,” implored Itzamná.
McEwen pulled out his Blackberry and tapped on the screen to connect with 

Senator Caseer. “This is Lieutenant General Montgomery McEwen. I need to 
speak to the Senator immediately, and yes it is important. Ah, Senator Caseer, 
all right, Barbara, I just saw a news brief, indicating that the Security Council 
would like to speak to the alien Itzamná, the alien who made the first announce-
ment about the Fyawìntxu. I have him. Can you arrange for him to get together 
with the Council?”

Itzamná looked at McEwen, then to La Mont. “He has me? It sounds like 
I’m a prisoner?”

Although McEwen was not consciously listening to Itzamná, he was concen-
trating on his conversation with the Senator, Itzamná’s comment had registered 
with him. McEwen made a gesture with his free hand, as if to say, calm down, 
wait. 

“Yes Senator. You can get back to me at (202) 771-3942. That’s my cell. He’s 
at Groom. No. He’s not in custody. We don’t have that kind of control over him. 
He is the one who suggested the meeting.”

The tension Itzamná had been feeling in response to McEwen’s earlier com-
ment was erased by this last comment to Caseer – ‘He’s not in custody.’ Please 
get back to me as soon as possible. I am sure he can explain what is going on 
with the Fyawìntxu. Thank you. I look forward to hearing from you.”

“I’m sorry about the ‘I have him,’ comment. It was simply the easiest way to 
let her know that we knew where you are. And it makes it look like we are doing 
our job, instead of being co-conspirators, or at least duplicitous.”

‘I understand.”
La Mont turned to McEwen. “You know, if I didn’t know better, one might 

think you were part of the Judge Advocate General Corps. You’re starting to 
sound like a lawyer.”

McEwen smiled broadly, “Oh, my God! A fate worse than death.” McEwen 
turned to Itzamná. “You know, we didn’t include any instructions for the Fy-
awìntxu having to do with attorneys.”

“If we had included provisions for the commission of crimes against human-
ity, the legal profession might have kept the Fyawìntxu busy for years, all by 
themselves,” said La Mont. They began to laugh. 
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“You just may have a point there,” chimed McEwen.
A few minutes later, McEwen’s cell rang. “Yes. This is General McEwen. 

Oh, Sen . . . Barbara. Do you have some news for me? Very well. What time and 
where exactly? Understood. We’ll have him there. No. I don’t believe we will 
need any additional security. As I understand it, he is just an emissary. No. He 
does not control the Fyawìntxu. They’re autonomous. Will you be there as well? 
Great. I will see you then.”

“Caseer has arranged for us to attend the emergency session of the Security 
Council tomorrow morning. If you would like, we can fly to New York today, 
then make our way to the meeting in the morning,” suggested McEwen.

“There is no need to fly to New York, either today or tomorrow. I can trans-
port us all directly to the meeting chamber. All I will need are some destination 
coordinates. GPS coordinates will do. Can you obtain them on such short no-
tice?” asked Itzamná.

“If we don’t already have them, we can get them. Let me make a couple 
of calls.”  McEwen called one of his assistants back in Washington to request 
GPS coordinates for inside the U.N. Security Council Chamber. “I attended one 
meeting there a few years back. As I remember there is a circular table with 
a piece cut out and a large open area in front of that missing piece. I need the 
GPS numbers for that open area in front of the opening in the table. I need them 
before 09:00 hours, sooner if you can get them. Thank you.” 

Turning to his coconspirators, “Matthews is a wizard at digging up hard to 
get information. Worst case, he will have someone take a reading inside the 
chamber either tonight or first thing in the morning.”

Fifteen minutes had elapsed and McEwen’s phone began ringing again. 
“That can’t be Matthews, he was at home when I called. He would not have had 
time to get to the office. Hello. McEwen here. Matthews?! What’s the problem? 
Oh. Okay. Send it to me. Thank you. Good job.”

“The little bastard didn’t want to miss the last innings of the Yankees against 
Toronto, so he pulled up the information we needed on his home computer. Ap-
parently, he is forwarding a panoramic picture of the Security Council chamber 
and there are approximately a dozen sets of GPS coordinates scattered around 
the room that we can choose from. Take a look.” The three men huddled around 
McEwen’s Blackberry. McEwen pointed to the location that he had tried to 
describe to Matthews. “See this area here. I think it would make a great LZ.”

“What is an ‘LZ’?” asked Itzamná.
“A landing zone.”
“Oh. I like it. It is a perfect description. An LZ,” Itzamná repeated it to him-

self.  “Read the coordinates to me and I will program them into my Parnach-
ate.” Within a few minutes and a few calculations to convert the GPS coordi-
nates to their Zetutxtilian equivalents, the Security chamber was designated as 
a landmark.

“By the way, how did you program your device to get you back here from 
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Mexico?”
“That was done when I arrived the first time. The case sent back coordinates 

for its current location. I knew that it had been moved. I had recorded the coor-
dinates where I had originally left it. The new coordinates were automatically 
programmed into my Parnachate. I used the same destination coordinates when 
I left Mexico City.”

McEwen looked to La Mont. “Damn inventive these aliens,” said McEwen 
with a smile. Both Itzamná and La Mont smiled. They may not individually 
agree with what was happening but those differences seemed less important 
than the friendship that was developing between the two military men and the 
alien. 

“You know, you Zetutxtili are a lot more friendly and affable than the Niri-
bui. To be honest, I always felt that they were sneaky little bastards. I guess my 
gut feeling was pretty much right on,” confessed La Mont.

“I am taking that as a compliment,” said Itzamná with a grin.
“That you can.”
The trio returned to watching the newscasts from the various news networks. 

The BBC reporter in Baghdad was reporting on clashes between Sunni and Shia 
extremists near the center of the city: 

A battle has been on-going very near here for more than an hour between 
two groups of religious extremists.

The camera moved away from the reporter, Alistair Burnsen, and began 
tracking an approaching Fyawìntxu. The reporter could be heard saying: 

As I speak, a Fyawìntxu is making its way to the scene of the fighting. This 
is the first time I have personally seen a Fyawìntxu. It is a metallic-looking 
machine approximately 2 to two-and-a-half meters tall, human in shape, with 
a large head with no visible markings. The two groups, blinded by their hatred 
for one another, do not seem to see it coming. It has not broadcast any warn-
ings. The visor on the head has risen, revealing two yellow, I can only describe 
them as eyes. A bright shaft of light, possibly some kind of ray is beginning 
to pulse, with each burst of light the rioters are simply vanishing before our 
eyes. The bursts are coming faster now. The Fyawìntxu is walking toward the 
rioters. The pulsing light reminds me of a light show at a concert. Each pulse 
seems to be targeting a single human target. It shoots left and right with no 
pattern, never missing its intended target. The group is beginning to disperse, 
running from the Fyawìntxu in every direction, searching for a way to escape 
from the open square. People are falling over one another. The Fyawìntxu 
continues to shoot at the fleeing rioters. The square is nearly empty but the Fy-
awìntxu continues to follow the rioters. I can no longer see the Fyawìntxu but 
I can see its destructive ray reflecting off the sides of the buildings on either 
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side of the street. There are no bodies. Even those that had fallen during the 
riot have been vaporized. The square is simply empty. . .

Similar reports were coming in from everywhere, one after the other.  Fi-
nally, they had seen enough carnage. La Mont said, “The Fyawìntxu really are 
efficient killing machines. Amazing. You were right, they are relentless. Well, 
I’m going to call it a night.”

“Me too,” said McEwen. He then turned off the monitor. Itzamná was still 
sitting at the table, his head bowed but unmoving. “I’m sorry, did you want to 
watch more?”

“No. I’ve seen enough. I’m going to retire as well. I will see you in the 
morning before we need to leave. What time would you like to leave?” asked 
Itzamná.

“There is a three hour difference between here and New York. To be in New 
York at nine, we need to leave here at 06:00 hours. If you want to make a grand 
entrance, we can leave a few minutes after six.”

“Very well. I will see you in the morning, General.”
“Good night,” said McEwen as he turned and left the meeting room, fol-

lowed by Itzamná, who turned off the lights as he left.

June 8, United Nations Security Council Chamber, New York City

The ten delegates and five permanent members of the Security Council were 
already seated and having heated conversations, when a large ball of white light 
lit up the room. All the delegates automatically recoiled from the light, having 
been taken by surprise. The crackling sound that came from the ball was almost 
deafening. Everyone’s eyes were transfixed on the glowing globe. As the inten-
sity of the orb began to diminish, three human forms were clearly visible. It took 
a moment for the members’ eyes to readjust to the subdued light in the chamber. 
McEwen leaned over and whispered in La Mont’s ear, “I had better get out to 
the lobby. That is where I told Senator Caseer I would meet her. She, undoubt-
edly, believes we stood her up.”

“Good idea.” McEwen walked away from his travel companions and out the 
set of double doors, on his way to the lobby. 

Simultaneous with McEwen’s departure, Itzamná stepped forward. “I am 
Itzamná, an emissary from the planet Zetutxtil.” Not a soul in the chamber had 
moved, either toward the arrivees or away from them. They seemed frozen. 
Secretary-General Ban Ki-moon sat wide-eyed, simply staring at Itzamná and 
La Mont. Not a word was heard from anyone in the room. The only sound 
heard, once Itzamná had announced himself, was the sound of startled, heavy 
breathing.

Finally, Ki-moon regained his composure. “Welcome Mr. . . ah . . . Itzamná. 
I am . . .”
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Itzamná interrupted, “You are the honorable Ban Ki-moon, the Secretary-
General of the United Nations. It is a pleasure to meet you, sir, and I welcome 
the opportunity to answer any questions you might have of me. And I am as-
suming these gentlemen are the members of the Security Council.”

“You are correct on both accounts. Would you please take a seat and we can 
begin? There is a free chair here, beside me.”

“It would be my pleasure.” Itzamná thought, ‘This man is quite amazing. 
While all the other members and delegates to the Security Council sit open 
mouthed and unmoving, the Secretary General is controlled and confident. He is 
unflappable under pressure. No wonder he was chosen for his position.’ Itzamná 
made his way around the outside of the assemblage, taking the chair that Ki-
moon had offered him. La Mont followed.

“Could I have a chair for the General, please?” asked Itzamná.
“Most certainly.” Ki-moon gave instructions to one of his assistant who was 

standing motionless behind the Secretary-General. When the assistant contin-
ued standing, he turned and glared at him. The Secretary’s glare was enough to 
shake the young man from his stupor. 

“Ah. Yes, sir. Right away.” The assistant retrieved a chair and placed it dis-
creetly behind Itzamná’s. General La Mont slid into the chair, settling himself.

“Thank you Mr. Secretary.”
“It is my pleasure. Now, can we restore order and get on with the proceed-

ings?” The Secretary looked around the room. Those that had been standing 
took their seats. And those who had remained seated, adjusted themselves in 
their seats, pulling themselves closer to the table. Itzamná looked up to the 
glass-enclosed gallery. He assumed that the people sitting there were either 
translators or observers. Most wore headphones with attached microphones. 

Addressing Itzamná, “Due to the urgency of the situation, would you mind if 
we dispense with all the formalities that normally accompany such emergency 
meetings?”

“Not in the least, Mr. Secretary.”
“Why are the Fyawìntxu here?” asked Ki-moon.
“I will dispense with the details of how my people first came to Earth but our 

first visit was 10,000 of your years ago. We discovered that Humankind was not 
yet ready for the gifts we were prepared to give them. Simply put, mankind was 
too primitive. We returned 5,000 years later, to educate Humankind in language, 
writing, mathematics, and introduce elements of your current agriculture. We 
had great hopes for the people of Earth. Some flourished, some did not. Even 
5,000 years ago, we observed a tendency for humans to be violent, even savage. 
We had hoped that you would outgrow this behavior. It is unacceptably indul-
gent. You have not outgrown it. When I was summoned by a sentinel device 
that had been left behind in the rainforests of Mexico, I returned. I found that, 
in some ways, you had evolved very little since our previous visit. It is time for 
your species to become a participant and a member of the universal community 
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of life forms. Unfortunately, among the several cultures that inhabit your galaxy 
and universe, you are the most recalcitrant and most aggressively violent. This 
behavior simply cannot be tolerated any longer. You are on the verge of becom-
ing a threat to other cultures.”

“The Niribui, the closest humanoid culture to you in your galaxy, need your 
planet as their new home, having exhausted their planet’s resources. It is their 
intent to take over your planet. They have been preparing and planning for their 
invasion for generations. As part of their preparations, they have systematically 
sought to disarm Earth by clandestinely supporting nuclear non-proliferation, a 
program that would save the people of Earth from destroying themselves but, 
at the same time, it would serve to undermine Earth’s ability to defend itself.”

“ I advised my people of the situation as it pertains on Earth today. It was 
agreed that, if you were unable or unwilling to resolve your violent tenden-
cies, action would have to be taken before you spread throughout your galaxy, 
threatening other less advanced cultures. Also, we could not permit the Niribui 
to invade and obliterate your species. In our estimation, your species holds great 
promise.”

“Consequently, we programmed the Fyawìntxu to enforce peace on your 
planet, just as they had done on our own. At one time we were as out of control 
as you are. If it can be said, we had the luxury of time to evolve. You do not have 
that luxury any longer.”

“The Fyawìntxu will enforce peace, eliminating violence, and they will also 
protect your planet from the Niribui. The Fyawìntxu are ruthless and relentless. 
They are single minded in their mission. They will destroy any and all who op-
pose them. It is your right to have weapons but it is no longer your right to use 
them against your fellow man, or any other culture or life form.”

“At the conference in Mexico, where I announced the deployment of the 
Fyawìntxu, I distributed a Fyawìntxu mission statement and a sheet of recom-
mendations. Each of the major nations of the world, including the U.S., re-
ceived a Fyawìntxu emissary. This emissary delivered the mission statement 
and recommendations to the chief executive officer of those countries. Based on 
what I have seen from worldwide television reports, either my warnings were 
ignored or were not communicated to the population at large. As a consequence, 
large numbers of people have died needlessly. As soon as you have learned to 
be non-violent, the Fyawìntxu will withdraw, their mission done. The road to 
non-violence will be a difficult one but it is a road that we are prepared to make 
you take. You will no longer be permitted to wage war on one another. You will 
no longer be permitted to commit crimes of violence. You will adapt or you will 
die. If you choose the latter, we will permit the Niribui to settle your planet. It is 
as simple as that. That is all I have to say by way of an announcement but I am 
prepared to answer your questions.”

Ki-moon was the first to speak up. “As I understand you, your people have 
tried, convicted, and sentenced the people of Earth to death. What gives you the 
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authority to take such action?”
Just as Itzamná was about to respond to the Secretary-General’s question, 

McEwen and Senator Caseer entered the chamber, taking seats toward the out-
side of the room.

Itzamná began, “Your statement and your question involve two very differ-
ent concepts. I will respond to both. First, we have not sentenced the people of 
Earth to death. You have done that to yourselves. Every year thousands upon 
thousands of citizens die at the hands of their own governments, insurgent 
groups, terrorists, and due to warfare between nations. Where do any of these 
groups obtain their authority to kill? They are not authorized to kill. They sim-
ply ignore the right to exist and live in peace. Governments are to protect and 
serve the people. Instead, can you name a single government that does not, in 
some way, exploit its people? 

“Second, our authority comes from the same source as that of any teacher. 
Teachers discipline their students. We are assuming the role of teacher and you 
are the students. The authority comes from knowledge and superiority. The 
teacher gains very little from teaching. The reward of the teacher is seeing the 
student grow and become an asset to society. This is what we wish for Man-
kind.”

The leader of the Russian delegation was recognized next. “Your words are 
lofty, even inspirational but does not the ‘student’ also have rights?”

Without hesitation, Itzamná began, again, “You are absolutely correct. The 
student has the right to learn! Has Russia ever been a good teacher? Has Rus-
sia always considered the rights of the students under her tutelage? Under the 
Tsars, if you were not royalty, you suffered and were exploited. Where were 
the rights of the 50 million people who were killed by Lenin, Trotsky, Stalin, 
and Khrushchev, because they resisted Soviet rule? In the end, was the Soviet 
teacher right?”

“Were not the students of Hungary punished for unacceptable behavior? 
Were not the students of East Germany confined to their classroom? Every day, 
people die at the hands of their governments, rightly or wrongly. Some are sim-
ply more brutal than others. Might does not make right.”

“I am not a diplomat. I do not pretend to be. Consequently, I do not need to 
speak like a diplomat, in dizzying circles and say nothing of substance, except 
appeasement. I speak as a teacher. And Earth is populated by unruly students 
who have no discipline!” exclaimed Itzamná. 

The Russian delegate turned red with rage. The blood vessels on his fore-
head and neck bulged and throbbed. “All those atrocities were committed in the 
name of Communism. We have thrown off their yoke. You cannot blame the 
current regime for the actions of the Communists.”

“It does not matter what regime is in power. It does not matter what their 
political leanings were, they were still Russians, then and now. There is a say-
ing – The sins of the father shall be visited upon the son. The Russians before 
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the Communists were barbarous. The Communists were worse. Is the current 
regime really any less tyrannical and bloodthirsty? Can you honestly defend 
your government’s actions in Georgia and the Chechen Republic? No matter 
the political regime -- tsarist, communist, or elected, they are, after all Russians! 
You have no political or philosophical high ground you can claim as better than 
mine.”

The Chinese representative began to say something, then thought better of it. 
He had seen how Itzamná had ripped the Russian apart. He would wait.

Itzamná looked at the French delegate, the British delegate and the American 
delegation. “I do not believe any of the rest of you can claim you are any better 
than the Russians. No nation on the face of the Earth, past or present, can claim 
to have clean hands. The French murdered thousands during their Revolution 
in the name of democracy. Did democracy make the people you executed, any 
less dead? Of all the former colonies in the world, those that were under French 
domination have suffered more, then and now. 

“You British, killed innocent natives in every colony you ever held, just be-
cause they resisted your colonial intentions. 

“You Americans are among the most aggressive people on the face of the 
Earth. You kill enemies that you created. You fought wars in Korea, Vietnam, 
Afghanistan, Somalia, and Iraq, claiming you were seeking to instill democratic 
principles in tribal countries or for fear of the spread of Communism or terror-
ism. Are any of these areas now better off than they were under their tyranni-
cal leaders? Your wars have cost you dearly in terms of death to your best and 
brightest. It has also cost you your reputation. The world fears you, because you 
are powerful. They do not respect you. They are simply afraid not to follow. 
You make alliances and break them when they are no longer convenient. Your 
allies become your enemies; your enemies your friends. Your relationships with 
the world are transitory and self-serving. Is there any wonder that few nations 
trust or respect you or your leadership? Take away your military might, or your 
economic power, will anyone follow you because of your superior leadership or 
moral example? I doubt it.”

“As for the rest of  you, you are no better than the permanent members of 
this body. Most of you were once colonies and once you obtained your indepen-
dence, anarchy, death and destruction followed. Even today, you new African 
nations still have factions fighting tribal wars. And you, Croatia and Bosnia-
Herzegovina, you didn’t even exist twenty years ago. You were part of the Com-
munist domination of the Balkans. Then, once your overlord was gone, it was 
neighbor killing neighbor over their political affiliation, their language, or reli-
gion. That leaves you, Costa Rica. Of all the countries that are non-permanent 
members of this body, you can claim to have had the longest political stability. 
You have the cleanest hands of any of the members of this body.”

“China, you are the only country I have not mentioned. One need not dig 
too deeply into your past to discover massive violations of human rights, large-
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scale torture, and murder. Unlike all the other member nations in this room, 
your history is much longer and represents a disgraceful misuse of power, war, 
slavery, and corruption. When my ancestors visited your land, we saw promise. 
That promise turned to disgust.”

La Mont thought, ‘This guy is ripping everyone in the Security Council a 
new one. He is definitely not winning hearts and minds in this room! The unfor-
tunate thing is that he is right. Every country has skeletons in its closet. There 
are chapters in all our histories that are or should be forgotten. Maybe that is 
what Itzamná is really talking about. Maybe they shouldn’t be forgotten.’

The delegate from Great Britain was acknowledged. “I cannot deny that none 
of us has clean hands but we are trying to change. Let’s forget about the mis-
takes in our pasts. Let’s focus on the present. How can we stop the Fyawìntxu? 
How can we stop the killings?”

“Neither you nor I can stop the Fyawìntxu. They are programmed to stop 
ONLY when they have completed their mission, which is to pacify Earth. You 
can continue to oppose them, and that will only result in more deaths. Or, you 
can change. If you live in peace, they will shut themselves down. They will 
not disappear. They will remain ready to eliminate all violence, whenever and 
wherever they detect it.”

“The root of Earth’s problems is your unwillingness to see yourselves as 
simply one species. You see yourself as nations or groups, bound together by 
differences in race, language, and religion. You need to see yourselves as hu-
man beings. There is no need for national boundaries. Those are relics of a 
shortsighted view of the world. You all occupy one comparatively small planet. 
You all have a responsibility to the planet and every other person on it. Your 
attempts as preserving ‘your sovereign’ part of the Earth has fomented wars and 
disputes and resulted in the death of millions upon millions of people. Everyone 
has a right to live in peace, without fear. If you cannot do this, if you are unable 
to either change your behavior or genetic love or need for violence, you will all 
surely die at the hands of the Fyawìntxu. I don’t know how to make it any more 
clear than that. In the end, you hold your future in your own hands.

“I will leave you with one last suggestion. The United Nations was con-
ceived as a place to resolve disputes between the nations of the world. You 
should begin thinking of it as the governing body of the world. The concept of 
nations is no longer valid. You are one world, one people, and you should have 
one government.”

As Itzamná looked around the chamber, not a soul was talking. No one had 
ever spoken to these career diplomats in such no nonsense terms. He was right. 
He was not a diplomat. He was a teacher. Now it was time for his students to 
take responsibility for themselves.

“General McEwen, General La Mont, it is time to leave, or would you prefer 
to remain behind?” 

Before either had an opportunity to respond, the Russian delegate leapt to his 
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feet and began to yell at Itzamná. “You travel with American generals as your 
escort. You are an ally of the United States!”

General La Mont immediately spoke up and directed his comments to the 
Russian ambassador. “Sir, you could not be further from the truth. If he were 
an ally of the United States, would the Fyawìntxu be wreaking havoc in Chi-
cago, Detroit, New York, Los Angeles, or Washington? Would we be losing 
soldiers to the Fyawìntxu in Afghanistan and Iraq? If he were our ally, none of 
this would be happening. He and the Fyawìntxu are not playing favorites, and 
he does not control them. The rules of engagement for the Fyawìntxu are the 
same for every person on Earth. We either learn to live together in peace or, as 
Itzamná has stated, we will all surely die at the hands of the Fyawìntxu. Of this 
I am completely certain.”

“Essentially, my work here is done. I will be returning to my home planet. 
You all need to determine how you want to live. You can live in peace, or you 
can all die. In the end, you have the power to rebuild or redefine your political 
and social systems and embrace peace, which will insure your survival  . . . 
Gentlemen?”

La Mont joined Itzamná. McEwen remained with the Senator. Itzamná  ac-
tivated  his Parnachate,  and   the  two  men were transported  back  to  the  
meeting  room at Groom  Lake.
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Chapter 28

08:00 hours, June 9, Groom Lake

General La Mont rushed into the Alien Hangar, looked up to the control 
room,  and asked sharply, “Where is Itzamná?” He had a newspaper clutched 
in his hand.

“I believe he is in the meeting room, sir,” came the reply from the speaker.
La Mont rounded the side of the meeting room and swung open the door. 

Itzamná was sitting at the table. His head in his hands and his elbows firmly 
planted on the table. He was just staring at the plasma TV that hung on the wall. 
As La Mont came into the room, Itzamná’s eyes followed him but he did not lift 
his head, nor did he say a word.  

“You ignited a fire storm in New York yesterday! The Security Council 
members are all up in arms. Take a look at the paper. Your appearance before 
the Council is headline news.”

“I know. I’ve been watching various news accounts all morning. I don’t 
think that my going to the Council was the wisest thing to do, considering all 
the venom that is being spewed,” lamented Itzamná.

“I disagree completely!” Itzamná’s snapped his head up from its resting 
place in his hands.

“What?!”
“I may be the lone dissenter but I thought what you said yesterday was ab-

solutely great. Those pompous, self-righteous bastards got hit broadside. They 
dance round issues until no one knows what the hell they are all talking about. 
You used good common sense and made your points. I’m proud of what you 
said. It was long overdue. While I thought you were a bit overly critical of the 
U.S., overall, I had to agree with your assessment. We are a pretty arrogant lot. 
Let me read one comment that the Russian ambassador made after we left, in 
response to a question from a reporter.” La Mont read:

Russian ambassador Balakov, a member of the Russian delegation to the 
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U.N. Security Council, when asked his opinion of the alien Itzamná, replied, 
‘The man is a supercilious, pompous, self-indulgent bastard. He has the audac-
ity to come before this august body and lecture us with regard to past failings 
and indiscretions. Yet, he has the gall to unleash the Fyawìntxu, which are noth-
ing less than mindless killing machines. He lectures us about our violent nature, 
yet his solution is to kill us wholesale. Killing innocent people to stop violence 
makes no sense whatsoever.’

“As much as I hate to admit it, the ambassador has a point. I undoubtedly 
came off as supercilious and pompous.”

“I thought you were going to say he was right about killing innocent people 
to stop violence,” said La Mont who began to laugh. This brought a smile to 
Itzamná’s face as well. “I think there is a certain irony in that comment, too.” 

“Strangely, it is not ironical. The irony lies not in killing people to stop vio-
lence. It lies in people willing to die to perpetuate or protect the right to be 
violent. Violence isn’t always evil. What is evil is Mankind’s infatuation with 
it,” lamented Itzamná.

“I’d never quite looked at it that way,” La Mont replied.  “You’re absolutely 
right. We claim to abhor violence, yet we spend billions upon billions of dollars 
each year to perpetuate and perfect it. Logic would tell us that there is some-
thing wrong there, but we do it year after year, and we wonder why things don’t 
improve.”

“Yes, General, as soon as Mankind gives up the belief that violence will 
somehow result in something good, and acknowledges that peace is preferable 
to death, the mission of the Fyawìntxu will be finished. The benefits of peace-
ful coexistence far outweigh the benefits of violence. It is just difficult for free 
willed men to see the connection. I sincerely believe that, at least on Earth, 
violence is based on the illusion that life is to be defended and not to be shared. 
That said, if I had to justify my actions and those of the Fyawìntxu, I’d say that 
violence, the naked force of it, has settled more issues in history than any other 
factor. It is wishful thinking to think otherwise. In the case of Mankind, peace is 
not its first choice. So, I have to make it the only choice.”

“You know, Itzamná, I will be the first to tell you that I am not a very philo-
sophical man. I see myself as practical and I prefer action to inaction, but some-
how your points rest easy with me. Unfortunately, I think you underestimate our 
fascination with violence. Organized violence has been a part of our Western 
culture – I can’t speak about Eastern cultures – since time immemorial. Some of 
our earliest epics, like the Odyssey, lionize combat and victory. We have had en-
tire cultures built around the idea of the ideal warrior, like the Spartans, an early 
Greek city state. Almost every culture, at one time or another, has developed a 
warrior code. It will be difficult to erase that history. It could take centuries be-
fore it completely disappears and, even then, there will be holdouts, I’m afraid.”

“It was no different on my planet. It took generations of Fyawìntxu to elimi-
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nate our tendency toward violence but peace finally prevailed, and we are better 
for it. I honestly don’t see your cultures to be any less resistant. We paid dearly. 
Unfortunately, I see the same pattern happening on Earth.  I think it is . . .” It-
zamná stopped in mid-sentence. An announcement on the television caught his 
attention. 

This is Bambi Messenger at the U.N. In the wake of yesterday’s emergency 
meeting of the Security Council, where the alien ambassador from Zetutx-
til spoke, Secretary-General Ban Ki-moon has announced that the Security 
Council, in closed session, has referred the matter of the Fyawìntxu invasion 
to the General Assembly for discussion and action.

In a brief statement, the Secretary-General suggested that armed opposi-
tion to the Fyawìntxu may well be futile. All indications are that they are 
indestructible. In the absence of any basis for fruitful negotiations with the Fy-
awìntxu, the Secretary-General suggests that compliance is our only realistic 
recourse.

Unofficially, the Secretary-General said, ‘Would it be so frightening to live 
in peace without the ever present threat of war or violence – nation against 
nation, race against race, or religion against religion? Maybe it is time to 
dismantle our arbitrary borders and become one people.’ 

He went on to say, ‘Recently, I spoke with the Dalai Lama. He told me: ‘If 
you can, help others; if you cannot do that, at least do not harm them.’ This 
was his message to me. Now, I make it a message to everyone. The Fyawìntxu 
may well be our salvation. Let us not waste the opportunity that has been 
handed to us, even if it is coercive.’’

“Look. At least the Secretary-General understands your intent. The Rus-
sians and Chinese may never understand it but, given time, they too will come 
around.” 

“I think my time here has come to an end. It is time for me to return home. 
I have to look after Heli and William. I have high hopes for her. When she is 
ready, I will suggest that she be made Ambassador to Zetutxtil. Because she will 
know more about our culture than anyone, she will be a useful conduit between 
our worlds. To facilitate communication, I will have a Parnachate prepared 
and delivered to you. It will permit you to contact me and vice versa. And, if 
the spirit should ever move you, you may want to visit Zetutxtil. I would enjoy 
showing you around my world.

La Mont stared, eyes wide open at Itzamná. In an incredulous tone,“I could 
come to Zetutxtil?”

“Of course. You will always be welcome on my home world and in my home. 
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You are an honorable man, and whether you know it yourself, as a soldier, you 
are a peacekeeper at heart.”

 When Heli and William departed, I saw in your eyes a combination of sad-
ness and glee – sadness in that you were not going and glee that someone from 
your species or planet was chosen to go. Am I correct in my assessment?”

“I didn’t realize that it was so obvious. I will admit, I wish I could have gone 
but Heli was the obvious choice. And, yes, I was proud that you see potential in 
our species. We have our faults but I think we also have it within us to learn and 
grow. For that, I am also proud.”

“I will have to admit, your species possesses much promise. The only ques-
tion is just how long it will take for you to reach your potential. The first step 
in the achievement of that potential will be your ability to eschew violence. I 
hope for the best.”

“I will expect periodic updates on the progress of the Fyawìntxu and how 
your people are coping. I will also need provisions for Heli and William, as long 
as they remain on Zetutxtil. Can that be arranged?”

“Of course we can provision them. I will honestly miss you. Please know 
that you are always welcome here. I thoroughly enjoy talking with you. You 
have done us all a great service, even if it means I will soon be out of a job.” 
La Mont smiled broadly. He genuinely thought of this alien as a friend. It was 
a nice feeling.

Itzamná collected his belongings from the visitors billet, called General 
McEwen and said his good byes, then bid all the personnel at the Alien Hanger 
good bye, especially La Mont. Like La Mont, he had come to enjoy the com-
pany of these humans. He would miss them.  

“General . . .” 
La Mont interrupted Itzamná. “Considering all we have been through, I think 

the least you can do is call me by my first name – John.”
“Very well. John. Would you please keep me informed about what happens 

at the United Nations? I hope that the Secretary-General’s comments fall on re-
ceptive ears. It will make it much easier for Mankind to move forward, toward 
their full potential.”

Itzamná then raised his arm, pushed a button and spoke. A few seconds later, 
a large ball of light formed, then disappeared, leaving a Fyawìntxu. He issued 
a command to the Fyawìntxu. “What did you say to the Fyawìntxu?” asked La 
Mont.

“I don’t know when your little gray friends, the Niribui, will appear next but 
I have the feeling that when they arrive, they are going to be unhappy. They 
will know I have been here and they will know that the Fyawìntxu have been 
deployed.  I am leaving this Fyawìntxu here with you. He is unlike the others. 
He responds to my commands. I instructed him to protect you and this base. If 
the Niribui should arrive, he will activate and make his presence known to them 
upon your command. All you need say is Za’u fìtsenge.” He repeated the com-
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mand several times to make sure La Mont understood its correct pronunciation. 
“Now, you say it.”

“Za’u fìtsenge.”
 “Very good.”
“What does it mean?” asked La Mont.
“Za’u fìtsenge is the command for ‘come here’ or more precisely ‘come to 

this place.’ Anything after that will be an automated response. Itzamná turned 
to the Fyawìntxu, again giving it a command. “Now, you give the command. 
The Fyawìntxu will imprint on your voice. He will not respond to anyone else 
but you, with regard to this command. Once imprinted, he will take one step 
forward. That will confirm the imprinting.”

La Mont looked toward the Fyawìntxu and said, “Za’u fìtsenge.” The Fy-
awìntxu took one step forward. La Mont was smiling broadly, a smile of almost 
adolescent glee. He was very proud of himself. 

“He will take no action unless provoked. He will communicate with all the 
other Fyawìntxu on the planet if the Niribui should arrive. They will do nothing 
unless the Niribui provoke a response. You will need to confirm to the Niribui 
the Fyawìntxu’s instructions to protect Earth. The Fyawìntxu, themselves, will 
not communicate with the Niribui. They will only respond. I must be off. Again, 
thank you.”  He raised his hand and waved to all those present, still fond of this 
quaint Earth custom. Then he pressed the Parnachate; the white ball of light 
formed around him and he was gone.

13:27 hours, June 25, Groom Lake, Nevada

A large Niribui vessel established a geo-stationay orbit above Groom Lake. 
A small shuttle descended to the surface, landing near the Alien Hangar. The 
ship’s commander was Freyor, the Supreme Commander of the Niribui Fleet. 
He disembarked from the shuttle’s rear gangway, accompanied by three others. 
His was a familiar face, as he had been to Groom Lake on numerous occa-
sions. Of the Niribui officers, he had always been one of the most solicitous 
and friendly, ingratiating himself to the senior officers of Groom Lake, before 
the real intent of the Niribui was known. La Mont greeted the group and asked 
them to come into the hangar. Once inside, La Mont said, “Za’u fìtsenge.” From 
behind the meeting room, the Fyawìntxu emerged. He walked to within a few 
feet of La Mont and stopped.

“What is this?” asked Freyor. He had never encountered a similar piece of 
technology before. “Where did you get it?”

“He was a gift to me from Itzamná of the Zetutxtili. Have you ever heard of 
them?” Not waiting for a response, “He left only a few days ago, but he informs 
me that it is your intention to invade Earth and colonize it because your home 
world is becoming depleted. We cannot permit that to happen.”
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If a Niribui face could express shock, Freyor’s did. His already large black 
eyes grew even larger, and he retreated a step. When he did this, the three other 
Niribui pulled a device from a pouch on their hips. They began to raise their 
arms, device in hand. As their arms were raising, the visor of the Fyawìntxu also 
opened, revealing its two yellow eyes.

As calmly as he could, La Mont said, “If those are weapons, I would suggest 
you lower them immediately. This Fyawìntxu will not permit the use of weap-
ons of any kind.”

Freyor gave a command, and two of his bodyguards began lowering their 
weapons but did not put them away. The third, however, continued to raise his 
arm. Freyor gave another order but the young officer did not obey. When his 
arm was level and the weapon was in a position to fire, the Fyawìntxu fired 
its weapon, immediately and completely vaporizing the young Niribui. Freyor 
stepped back as did the two other officers, both dropping their weapons.

“I tried to warn you. Your officer refused to comply, and he refused a direct 
order. My Fyawìntxu had no option but to fire. I am sorry but orders are orders. 
Had he lowered his weapon, he would still be alive. I must also inform you that 
Fyawìntxu have been deployed all over the world. To confront them is futile. 
I would suggest that you go back to your ship and return home as quickly as 
possible, and no one else need be hurt. Back away, board your shuttle, and go 
home. You are free to return any time for the purposes of trade but Earth will 
never become your new home.”

Freyor signaled to the remaining men. The three backed away, facing La 
Mont and the Fyawìntxu during their retreat. Outside the hangar, they quickly 
made their way to the shuttle and up the gangway. The gangway closed and the 
shuttle lifted off. Radar confirmed that the shuttle had merged with the larger 
vessel, which, then left Earth orbit.

La Mont quickly called McEwen. “General, our little gray friends stopped 
by. They didn’t stay long. They were shocked when they saw the Fyawìntxu. 
I told them we were aware of their intention to colonize Earth. Three of them 
pulled what I believe were weapons. Freyor told them to put their weapons 
away. One of them did not. The Fyawìntxu vaporized the little bastard. The oth-
er two dropped their weapons. Freyor and the remaining two Niribui retreated, 
got back in their shuttle, and left. We tracked them and their primary vessel left 
Earth orbit. I have no idea if they will ever come back. On the upside, the two 
that dropped their weapons never picked them up. They just left without them. 
Can you believe it? We had been asking them for weapons technology to protect 
ourselves. They refused to provide us with it, and now we have their weapons 
but we have no need for them. We can’t use them, thanks to the Fyawìntxu. 
Perfect timing, huh? I’ll file a full report.”

“I hear that Senator Caseer nominated you to advise the U.N., regarding the 
Fyawìntxu. How is that going? What?! They’re discussing the creation of a real 
worldwide government? It may not be a done deal but I am sure Itzamná would 
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deem it a step in the right direction. Good night, Sir. Enjoy your new responsi-
bilities. I will be just happy to remain right here, if you please.”

•

A week had passed since his return to Zetutxtil. Itzamná felt it was time to 
tell Heli and William of the events that had transpired on Earth since their de-
parture. Although he was reluctant to tell Heli about the deployment of the Fy-
awìntxu, he knew she would eventually discover the truth, and he felt it would 
be better if it came from him. The secret could not be kept from her indefinitely. 
He also wanted to assess her progress with the Zetutxtili language. He picked 
up his communicator, a device similar to the a cell phone, and inputted Heli and 
William’s address. Heli answered, “Kaltxì. fì’u heli. Tsun oe srung nga?  [Hello. 
This is Heli. Can I help you?].”

“Hello to you as well. Very well done. You almost sound like a native Zetutx-
tili.”

“I doubt that but thank you for the complement. When did you return home?” 
asked Heli.

“I have been back about a week. I am sorry for not calling sooner. However, 
since my return, I have been very busy. I have spoken with your teacher and she 
is very pleased with your progress. I would like to visit you and William, if I 
might. I need to discuss some things with you. Could I drop by sometime later 
today?”

“You are welcome anytime. Come over at your convenience. We look for-
ward to your arrival. I will tell William that you are coming. It will be nice to 
see you and hear news from home. Kìyevame [Goodbye].

A rzìsìtom later, Itzamná’s transporter arrived at Heli and Williams residence. 
He rode the elevator up to their dwelling. During the entire trip, Itzamná had 
rehearsed what he would say to his friends, if he could continue to call them that 
after he revealed the news from Earth. Even as he pressed the intercom button, 
he did so with a heavy heart. He was already anticipating their reaction to his 
news. They were such idealists and he was afraid they simply would not under-
stand his part or participation in the deployment of the Fyawìntxu. Could his an-
nouncement mean the end of Heli’s training? So much rode on her. Through the 
plasma screen walked Heli, with her arms outstretched and a broad welcoming 
smile. She was excited by the prospect of seeing an old familiar face. Itzamná’s 
instinct was to put out his arms, restraining Heli’s advance. “Wait until we are 
inside, for decorum’s sake,” commented Itzamná.

“Oh. I forgot. I’m sorry.”
“No need to apologize.” 
Once inside, Heli threw her arms around Itzamná , hugging him, and kissing 

him on each cheek. “It is so good to see you. I love it here but it is not home. I 
hope you understand. It is so nice to see a familiar face again.”
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William stepped forward and shook Itzamná’s hand. “Its very good to see 
you again, sir.” 

“I am equally pleased to see the both of you. So, how has your life been since 
I left you all alone?”

“Come in. Sit down. There is much we have to discuss.” For the next zìsìtom, 
both Heli and William described their adventures on Zetutxtil. Despite their 
sense of isolation and loneliness, they were captivated by the people of Zetutxtil 
and the planet itself. “If I didn’t miss my family so, I could live here forever. It 
is so beautiful and peaceful. I will be sorry when I have to return home,” said 
Heli. “There is a poem I learned and later translated from the Zetutxtili, as an 
exercise. It was written by Sarthi. It is about a flower but strangely, in many 
ways, it also seems to describe some of my feelings about Zetutxtil.” In nearly 
perfect Zetutxtili she  recited the poem. “Here is my translation.” She handed 
the translation to Itzamná. He took the paper and began to read.

“I had to modify a few words. I could not translate some of the words, word 
for word. For example, the word for fpxafaw. The closest I could come was but-
terfly, birds for riti, and green for ‘ompin. I am sure there is a word in English 
for ‘ompin but I don’t know it. If I was an artist, maybe. I hope that Sarthi would 
approve. But, it somehow seems to capture the feeling I have for Zetutxtil.” 

“I think that Sarthi would be honored by your translation. I am so pleased 
that you are enjoying my home world. I hope you feel the same after I tell you 
about what has happened and is happening back on Earth.”

“Whatever do you mean? What is going on back home?” Both Heli and Wil-
liam were anxiously concerned. Itzamná’s comment sounded so ominous.

“As you are already probably aware, the Niribui are planning a takeover of 
Earth, making it their new home world. Your military asked me how they could 
defend against such an attack. I offered to help. We on Zetutxtil embrace every 
world’s right to be safe and secure against invasion and, I will admit, Earth has 
a special place in my heart, for obvious reasons. I offered a planetary defense 
system based on the Parnachate. I was asked about the Fyawìntxu, which we 
had used here on Zetutxtil. In the end, the Fyawìntxu were chosen and imple-
mented.”

“The Fyawìntxu were chosen because, in addition to planetary defense ca-
pabilities, they offered a way to demilitarize the planet, once and for all and, 
at the same time, push Earth’s fragmented social and political system toward 
unification.”

“How is that possible?” asked William.
“Heli, you met a Fyawìntxu, when I first arrived -- my personal bodyguard. 

They were used on Zetutxtil to eliminate violence and crime. Put bluntly, Fy-
awìntxu meet violence with violence, eliminating all belligerent combatants.”

“When you say eliminate combatants, do you mean they are killed?!”
“Yes.”
“You’re talking about armed conflicts, like in Afghanistan and Iraq, right?”

349



The Return of the Mayan

“No. All violence, wars, armed conflicts, and violent crime, wherever it oc-
curs. 

“Let’s not play cat and mouse. Let’s have the full story.” Heli was becoming 
agitated.

“Your military asked to have the Fyawìntxu deployed to eliminate all forms 
of violence wherever it might occur, believing that everyone has the right to live 
without violence and fear. I, we agreed to provide the Fyawìntxu in an effort to 
transform Earth into a peaceful planet, patterned after Zetutxtil. Earth’s social 
and political divisiveness has fomented violence of all kinds all over the world. 
It is our belief that the elimination of violence will transform your societies and 
propel Humankind toward its full potential, just as it has here on Zetutxtil.”

“Okay. So how many people have been killed?” asked William.
“It has been approximately six weeks back on Earth since my return to 

Zetutxtil. I am not sure how many people have died since my return but well 
over 100,000 combatants were killed in the first few days after the Fyawìntxu 
were deployed. These were the most belligerent combatants. The number will 
continue to climb as the Fyawìntxu switch from military conflicts to non-mil-
itary forms of violence and crime. On Zetutxtil, approximately ten percent of 
our world population was killed by the Fyawìntxu when our campaign of paci-
fication was implemented. Once Humans accept that violence of any kind will 
not be tolerated, and they resign themselves to living peacefully, the killing will 
cease. How long that process will take is an unknown.”

“Surely, you can stop the carnage if you wish, right?” asked Heli.
“No. Once the Fyawìntxu are set in motion, no one can stop them until they 

have fulfilled their mission of pacification. Your decision-makers were aware of 
this fact before the Fyawìntxu were deployed.”

 Heli slumped into her chair. She looked completely deflated. She was de-
moralized and angry. ‘How could this be happening? How could Itzamná be a 
part of such a tragedy and injustice? He had betrayed her faith in him.’ Finally, 
she exploded. “I thought you were our friend. How could you allow this to 
happen? You’re responsible for the death of every one of the people who have 
been killed by the Fyawìntxu! You came to Earth like a wolf in sheep’s clothing. 
You’re a mass murderer!”

“Let me try to explain. I, we do accept a large portion of the responsibility 
for the current state of affairs on Earth. I made a mistake when we introduced 
multiple languages to the people of Earth. Linguistic differences, coupled with 
differences in race, has only served to fragment your planet socially, politically, 
religiously, and economically, and this has resulted in unending conflict. The 
Fyawìntxu can rectify our mistake. Earth needs to become one -- one nation, 
one planet, one people. All the other sentient life forms that exist have a right to 
live in peace and without fear. Humans are a threat to that sense of peace. We 
are giving humans the opportunity to reform. If they cannot be reformed, then 
they must be either eliminated or quarantined. In the end, elimination or quar-
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antine are, essentially, the same. We are leaving the choice up to you. We will 
help but the future of Humankind lies in your own hands.”

“With that said, Heli, do you want to be part of the leadership that will lead 
Mankind toward the future or do you want go home? I once heard a prayer that 
has its roots in the Bible. We have a similar legacy here on Zetutxtil. It goes like 
this:

Through suffering comes redemption
Through sorrow comes exultation
Through the pitch dark comes the cleansing fire
And through the fire we shall find the spring of new life”

“I’m not sure what you mean.” said Heli.
“The darkest hours are just before the dawn. This is where you are now. The 

problems on Earth are not your responsibility but you could be part of Man-
kind’s redemption and exultation. The Fyawìntxu are the cleansing fire. Simply 
put, you can remain here, learn our language and become the ambassador for 
your people, or you can return home, earn your degree, and teach. The choice 
is yours.”

12/21/12, United Nations and Planetary General Assembly Chamber

I, Ban Ki-moon, Secretary-General of the United Nations, do hereby call to 
order this first session of the United Nations and Planetary General Assembly. 
It gives me great pleasure to receive and seat the three newest ambassadorial 
representatives from our planetary members -- the ambassador from Zetutxtil, 
the Honorable Itzamná 5526; the United Nation’s and ambassador to Zetutxtil, 
the Honorable Dr. Heli Mittenwallenberger-Langley; and the ambassador and 
member of the Niribui High Council, the Honorable Penegal. 

Each of the new ambassadors were sworn in and each, in turn, gave a brief 
acceptance speech. Itzamná and Penegal both addressed the Assembly in Eng-
lish. Heli was the last to address the Assembly. At the end of her address, she 
said, “I would like to thank many people for my being here today but I need to 
thank one person in particular and it should be in his language that I thank my 
mentor,  Itzamná 5526 of Zetutxtil. Without his guidance, support and faith in 
me, I would not be here today: “ Irayo [Thank you].” 

Itzamná, in his characteristically reserved manner, simply closed his eyes 
and nodded to Heli. Then he said, “Meuia si prrte’ [It was my honor and plea-
sure].”

From the guests’ gallery a roar of applause was heard for the historic ap-
pointments. Among those in attendance were: Manatulan 4772, Itzamná 5527, 
Manatulan 4773, Dr. William Langley, the newly promoted Lieutenant General 
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John La Mont and General Montgomery McEwan, Uwe and Anna Mittenwal-
lenberger, and Drs. Sebastian and Vladimirovna Vassilieva Kaiserling.

Vladi reached over and tugged on William’s sleeve. William, his face beam-
ing with pride, turned toward Vladi, “Yes?”

“Heli looks absolutely radiant. I haven’t seen or been able to talk to her in a 
while, because of all her ambassadorial duties. She has been very busy. How is 
she coping?”

“For a while, I was beginning to worry she had bitten off more than she could 
chew finishing up her degree, the foundation, and her ambassadorial responsi-
bilities; but now, they seem  comparatively inconsequential.”

A shocked look came over Vladi, “What? Inconsequential? What are you 
talking about?”

“A couple of days ago, she had a doctor’s appointment. . .”
With a genuine display of concern and trepidation, Valdi didn’t allow Wil-

liam to finish his statement. “Is there something wrong?!” She quickly turned 
toward the Assembly floor, looking for Heli, then back to William.

“No. There isn’t anything wrong . . . “
“So what’s going on?” By this time, Vladi’s excited tone had drawn every-

one’s attention, and they turned toward she and William.
“We weren’t going to tell anyone about it for a while but I need to tell some-

one. William or Heli 2 is on the way.”
“You mean she’s pregnant?”
“Yes.”
Everyone around William, forgetting all about United Nations decorum, 

erupted, “Yes!!” The entire Assembly and public gallery turned in their direc-
tion.

Heli looked up, saw William’s face with its Cheshire Cat-like grin and im-
mediately knew their little secret was out. She sheepishly waved and smiled to 
William, who returned an equally sheepish wave. Heli thought, ‘The next gen-
eration has begun. Oh my God, I’m really going to be a soccer mom!’
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