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PART ONE

THE BEGINNING OF THE END?

 


PROLOGUE

The South Pole, Antarctica

 

Beneath the icepack at the South Pole, something began to flash the color red. At first, it was the size of a manhole cover and perfectly circular, and then this circle began to spread across the ice until it reached a diameter of thirty meters.

Heated condensation started to rise from the surface with the sound and sizzle of boiling water. The Earth started to shake violently as fissures raced across the ice from the central point of the crimson circle. And then the ice yawned wide as something underneath punched its way through and began its skyward movement.

It was cylindrical like a lighthouse, though it was much wider at its base, and it gave off a red-hot heat that melted the surrounding ice as it continued to rise higher and higher with the cap of the structure striving for greater heights. When it peaked at 1,000 feet, the heated exterior that was as red as molten steel began to cool as the ice surrounding its base continued to sizzle and steam. But when the surface of the keep finally cooled off, the clarity of its surface was as clear as a windowpane. Soon, frost from the ice-cold climate would embrace it to give it that cool-blue look.

From above, as the Crystal Keep offered itself for the taking, geostationary satellites from China, Russia, and the United States zeroed in on its location. Here was a gift to humanity—a weapon of mass destruction so great it could only serve as the means to either rule by fear, or as a method to cause great suffering.

Like a glorious sentry encased entirely in crystal, the tower waited.

 


CHAPTER ONE

Naval Air Station (NAS), Key West, Florida

 

“Something has risen from the ice in Antarctica.” A tech was seated behind one of the many stations that were located on half-moon-shaped tiers before a monitor that took up the entire wall. The image on the screen had been taken from a geostationary satellite that was positioned over Antarctica, which revealed a cylindrical formation much like the Leaning Tower of Pisa, only upright. After digital enhancements, the structure was deemed to be of an unknown origin that climbed to a height of 1,000 feet.

After the principals at the NAS were notified, General Earl, along with CIA operative Ben Peyton, took position on the top tier that overlooked a control center that was a maelstrom of activity.

“Just as the archaic script inside the temples of Mount Everest indicated,” said Peyton, “a weapon of mass destruction so great it could wipe mankind off the face of the planet.”

General Earl nodded reflectively. “If that’s what it is. Right now, we can only speculate.”

“We can’t speculate too much longer,” Peyton told him. “You can sure as hell bet that the Russians and the Chinese are looking at the same thing. The question is: are they thinking the same as we are about that tower being a possible WMD?”

“I would think so.” General Earl narrowed his eyes to get a better look at the screen. From the aerial image, the structure had cooled off considerably, going from fire-stoking red to frosty white. Apparently, the tower had become a heating element that punched its way through the surface. Once it rose to its greatest height, this perfectly cylindrical tower cooled considerably as steam drifted from it like a London fog that was thick and soupy, until the mist disappeared altogether. Now the tower stood sentinel in the middle of a rippling white landscape.

“Obviously,” said Peyton, “this is not of our construct. Who knows how old that thing is?”

Peyton was getting down to simple reasoning. At one time Antarctica was as warm and as sunny as California, but that was forty to fifty million years ago. So, more questions were raised, such as how the Annunaki were able to develop such a construction more than a thousand feet beneath the icecap? Or had they been here longer than estimated—when Antarctica was flourishing with vegetation millenniums ago? Either way, the tower stood big and bold and highly menacing.

“The Chinese and the Russians will be mobilizing on the site immediately,” said Earl, “knowing its WMD capability.” He turned to Peyton. “There’s no time to rest on this one, Ben. I need you to put a team together right now—one that’s fully armed and military-ready. I need your unit at that site before the Russians and the Chinese get a chance to appropriate the location.”

“It’ll be a tight race,” Ben told him.

“Which is all the more reason why you need to get going on this.”

“And Savage and Moore?”

“Bring them along because you’ll need them,” the general stated. “Like last time.”

Peyton did not fully trust John Savage, who was once a special operator who conducted himself with a moral compass. Peyton had viewed morality as a weakness and as a hindrance, and as a conscionable sidekick that caused lapses of judgment and moments of second-guessing actions. What he wanted were men who operated with the cold fortitude of machines, those who could kill without any consideration of the life they were taking. But since the true asset was Alyssa Moore, whose talents as a linguist of ancient languages were paramount during operations, she refused to maneuver without Savage by her side.

And then: “You know how I feel about Savage,” he told the general. “He could prove to be a liability.”

“So far,” Earl responded in kind, “he’s proven to be an asset on every project.”

“That’s not what I’m talking about,” said Peyton. “You know I work for a deep state organization within the Company. Every time we expose TS material to him and Ms. Moore, it’s also a threat to national security. We can appropriate the site without them—”

“And what makes you think that this site will be different from any other?” the general interjected. “What if you come upon something no one else is equipped to handle, outside of John Savage and Alyssa Moore? Tell me.”

Peyton couldn’t.

“They go along,” the general firmly expressed, “as your security blanket, whether you like it or not.”

Peyton, who was disgruntled and not afraid to show it, nodded and said, “Yes, sir.”

“Transport will be ready in fifteen,” the general added. “Dismissed.”

Peyton, who stood his ground for five seconds before heading off to gather his crew, realized that General Earl was flexing his muscle because the deep-state principals gave him the power to do so, even if his direction went against Peyton’s wants and subsequent appeals. Peyton was simply an actor in the scheme of all things, not the promoter.

Standing alone on the upper tier, General Earl folded his arms across his chest. The tower stood directly at the center of the south pole and not a millimeter north, south, east, or west of that position. And it had been the construct of alien technology.

What are you? he asked himself. What exactly is it that you do?

Onscreen, the tower that stood 1,000 feet in height remained as a beacon for all to come.

And come they will.

 


CHAPTER TWO

Naval Air Station (NAS), Key West, Florida

 

Inside the sleeping quarters with little room to maneuver, Alyssa Moore was laying on her cot with an arm behind her head as a makeshift pillow, staring ceilingward. John Savage, after barking his shin against a chest, was sitting on the edge of his cot and rubbing his leg as if to wash away the pain.

They had just received orders that he and Alyssa were to be ready for transport in fifteen minutes. The target location: Antarctica.

Alyssa, who was exhausted after going on little sleep since their arrival from the mountains of Nepal, realized that life was moving at a whirlwind pace. They had recently left the City within the Clouds where an ancient city existed within the hollow of Mount Everest. Terrors existed and abounded to hide the secrets. People died as mysteries were revealed. Now it was time for the final leg of the journey to the most abandoned place on Earth, where a weapon so great and powerful had risen above the surface as an invitation for all to come.

“The military wants to commandeer the device,” she said while continuing to stare at the ceiling, “for obvious military applications. You know as well as I do, John, that the Annunaki are putting a loaded gun into the hands of children. Whoever gets to the site first—the Americans, the Chinese, or the Russians—the result will be the same.”

John continued to rub his shin.

“A fight for the bounty will resume between the nations,” she went on, “and eventually one will possess the scepter of rule over all nations. But at what cost?”

“I think that’s obvious,” he told her.

She nodded. “The prophecies upon the temple walls in Eden, Atlantis, and Mount Everest regard us as the ‘Great Army’ who will turn against one another with brother fighting against brother until no one is left.” She turned over, propped herself up onto an elbow, and looked directly at John. “We can’t allow that to happen. So, are you on the same page as I am?”

John stopped rubbing his injury. “What page are we talking about?”

“John, the Annunaki has offered us a weapon of mass destruction to what they’re calling the ‘Great Army,’ which we now know is us, mankind. And it stands at the South Pole waiting. How long do you think it will take someone to pull the trigger for all the wrong reasons?” Now she sat up, the woman reinvigorated. “We need to get to the weapon first and render it inoperable so that no one has the opportunity—ever—to turn it against anyone.”

“A noble thought, for sure, but they’ll only reverse engineer whatever it is that’s waiting for us in Antarctica.”

She placed a hand over her pending baby bump. “I have to do something, John. We . . . have to do something. Everything reported upon the temple walls has proven true to this point. Everything. If we don’t change the course of our direction, then there’ll be no future. Not for you. Not for me. And not for our child.”

John looked at her with marginal concern. “Honey, we’ll be watched every second as long as Peyton manages the team. You know that. Saving the world was never meant to be our job, only to resurrect the past.”

“John, if we don’t learn from the mistakes of our past, then they’ll be repeated until there is no one left. We will wipe ourselves out. The Annunaki knew this. They saw us as a species who could commit great violence against our own kind.”

John realized that she was right on all accounts. The prophecies upon the temple walls had correctly spelled out the path of man over the centuries and their disappointments in mankind’s development. Every species from man’s dawning died off except for the Homo sapiens, who were proved to be an abysmal failure in the eyes of the genetic engineers. In recourse to alter life’s plan the genetic engineers, the seeders of the planet, developed a New Race by editing the gene that propagates violence by removing it altogether from the DNA ladder. After millenniums of incubating within artificial wombs had been discovered within the temples of Eden, Atlantis, and Mount Everest, no one knew for sure how many wombs remained undiscovered. Numbers ran from the tens of thousands to millions, the perfected being simply lying in wait within these hidden wombs until the Homo sapiens eradicated each other to clear a path. Once done, then this conception of the New Race would take control without raising a hand in the conflict. The Homo sapiens, like all others before him, would then be added to a list of extinct hominids like the Neanderthal and Homo erectus.

“We can disable whatever this thing is in the Antarctic, John. I know we can. I just need to get close enough.”

“And what are you going to do about Peyton? Or the Russians or the Chinese, who are believed to be developing teams of their own to raid the front?”

Alyssa didn’t know what to say since there were so many variables involved. The Russians, the Chinese, and Ben Peyton, who was supposed to be one of their own but showed little trust towards them, only proved to her that the odds to achieve the means were critically low.

“John, we both know what it means when something like this falls into the wrong hands, especially if those hands belong to the military. We at least have to try to deactivate it.”

She could read John’s face and noted the improbability that this could be done, considering the overwhelming obstacles they would need to overcome. Not only would they have to compete with the Chinese and Russians, but they also had to contend with their own military unit, which was really an American deep-state outfit headed by Ben Peyton.

After Alyssa read his face and intuited his thoughts, she said, “Remember, John, the word ‘impossible’ does not mean that something cannot be done . . . It only measures the degree of difficulty.”

John Savage offered a marginal grin, the man always loving her spitfire attitude and her greater measure of optimism. “All I can do,” he stated, “is to try to get you where you need to be.”

“That’s all I ask for,” she told him softly. “If you do that, I’ll do the rest.”

With only a few minutes left before embarking on a plane to take them south, John Savage, who did not share her optimism because he had been involved in too many battles and suffered too many losses, realized that there was a terrible cost to every war. How high that cost would be, considering the longshot odds, he could only wonder.

After boarding the plane under the glaring eye of Ben Peyton and his teammates, it didn’t take long for Alyssa and John to feel like outcasts. In the eyes of the deep-state commandos, they were simply pariahs with value who needed only to appear at the beck and call of Ben Peyton.

As the plane took off and began to bank in a southerly direction, Peyton’s crew checked and reexamined their weapons for proper operation. Obviously, the Americans planned to breach the Antarctic Treaty System, which prohibited any measures of a military nature, such as the establishment of military bases and fortifications, and the carrying out of military maneuvers. But the political principals in Washington, D.C. called the treaty null and void when ‘military maneuvers’ were necessary to curb a possible extinction event.

As the team prepped, Alyssa, who rested her head against John’s shoulder, wondered about the Crystal Keep at the South Pole and the power it possessed.

 

* * *

 

As the plane took the bumps of turbulence, as time progressed in near silence apart from the occasional cough or the racking of an assault rifle, Alyssa’s mind gravitated to past thoughts. She recalled the moments within Eden and Atlantis and Mount Everest, where the writings on the wall unraveled the mysteries of man’s fate after revealing a tumultuous past that was riddled with horrors.

In Eden, she had seen holographic images that were created from lost technology that divulged to them the reasons for their dismissal, which was long overdue.

Like watching a movie play out against a stone wall from the unseen eye of a lens, she saw armies and warriors engaged in battle upon a field as runnels of blood coursed in rivulets. Crude weapons such as cudgels and stone-head axes swung in bloody arcs—the weapons bludgeoning, slicing and tearing.

And then the scene segued to other events of violence starting with the Crusades.

Warriors wearing suits of chain-mail armor with tunics bearing red crosses were, for nearly two hundred years, spreading Christianity with the sharp edges of their broadswords by cutting bloody arcs through the air.

Then scenes of gruesome torture played out against the wall as members of the Spanish Inquisition hunted Muslims and Jews and Protestants with impunity, executing somewhere between 3000 to 5000 people, most by torture, with a closing scene of fourteen Protestants being burned at the stake in the city of Valladolid.

The Spanish Inquisition eventually gave way to other images, this time in France during the French Reign of Terror from 1793 to 1794. Guillotines were placed in the central part of the square to serve as focal points of entertainment. People were resolved to their fates as they took the steps that led to the staging area where they were secured upon a platform and slid beneath the blade, the moment perhaps the longest in their lives as they waited for the knife to fall. Whatever cinematic eye that was catching the moment panned slowly across the faces of the people, catching glimpses of many who pumped their fists in cheer and blood lust, especially at every stroke of the guillotine’s blade.

The holographic images then transitioned to Trench Warfare of World War I, as ditches became the pre-burial plots for those who had succumbed to gases of chemical warfare, as flies buzzed around bloated corpses whose eyes carried the milky sheen of death, as they lay there half-buried in mud and sludge.

World War II: The Holocaust.

There were immediate scenes of Hitler talking to the masses to give the people of Germany false hopes and promises with the swastika in the background. Next came the images of Jews lining the edges of a pit as Nazi soldiers directed the points of their weapons against their targets, then fired. The victims fell en masse into the grave as Jews, not yet put to death, were forced to pour Lyme over the bodies of the dead.

Then there were scenes of a field filled with skeletal bodies that had atrophied inside the Death Camps of Auschwitz and Treblinka that were piled ten to fifteen feet high, all a wild tangle of broomstick limbs, being bulldozed into a deep trench by the blade of a plow.

Three Jews were now swinging at the ends of a rope along a beam inside an extermination camp with their feet a foot above the ground, with their bodies swaying in lazy motion. They all wore the striped garments that bore the patchwork of the Star of David, which denoted their faith of condemnation.

More scenes, heinous scenes: those of battlefront skirmishes and executions, of gassings and firing squads.

Then on the Japanese Front when Japan invaded China, there were soldiers who committed themselves to campaigns of systematic beheading of their victims with katanas. This was followed by subsequent images of Chinese men who were ushered into the Death Pits by Japanese soldiers to become the targets of live bayonet practice.

Vietnam: scenes of a naked girl running down a street as her skin bore the burns from napalm. Villages burned as dead children lay dead on unpaved streets. Firefights from helicopter bays showed bursts of gunfire from mounted machine guns to ferret out the enemy below, as people ran for cover only to be shot down mercilessly. In a separate scene in South Vietnam, a North Vietnamese man was summarily executed in the middle of the street when an officer withdrew his pistol, aimed it to the man’s temple, and pulled the trigger, the image a pivotal point of the Vietnam War as the man lay bleeding on the pavement as blood spread outward from beneath his head like a gruesome halo.

In America’s deep south, a cross burned in a field as hooded figures wearing capes and conical-shaped hats surrounded a Negro man who was swinging from the end of a rope that descended from the branch of an oak tree. More images of the KKK, this time showing the flogging of a man, a Negro. Then came the images of flaming crosses, the symbol of Christ burning as bonfires.

The Chicago Riots came to light where police engaged in baton-fights while wailing away at victims, with the sheer intent to draw blood and break bones as society began to crumble by the inches.

And then came 9/11: two planes had flown into the World Trade Centers with the towers falling, as dust-laden people ran through the streets of New York City in panic.

And then the subsequent battle that followed in the Middle East as images from Desert Storm and Desert Shield appeared to play outside the chronological order of things, with the two wars blending as a single incident. There were scenes of Saddam Hussein and Chemical Ali, images of slaughter and beheadings, and of men being tossed from rooftops. There were images of suicide bombers pulling the pins to their grenade vests, with the aftermath of them doing so gruesome. Then more scenes played out of women and children and Kurds lying dead from the effects of chemical warfare, their skins blackened and mottled.

More images, that of people being slaughtered as a result of genocide in Rwanda where the Hutus were butchered by the Tutsis with the weapon of choice in most executions the machete. Scenes of rape, mutilation, and the deliberate spread of disease played out, the ultimate number of killing ranging between 500,000 to a million victims.

Then came the additional images of genocide, this time of the Armenian Genocide beginning in 1915, as the rest of the world was distracted with World War I. Able-bodied men were slaughtered, and women and children were forced on death marches through the Syrian Desert. Entire villages were burned to the ground with their inhabitants still inside. And boatloads of Armenians were taken out into the Black Sea and sunk. During this period two dozen concentration camps were established where poisoning and gassing occurred. Worse, innocent children were injected by Turkish doctors with the blood of typhoid fever patients. In the end, an estimated number between 600,000 and 1.8 million Armenians perished during the genocide.

The next images were of the Soviet Union falling and the far-reaching consequences that devastated the former Yugoslavia. In 1990, the country began to splinter off into republics that led to ethnic tensions and population displacement with Bosnia becoming Ground Zero for atrocities. The panoramic view displayed against the wall was one of General Ratko Mladić of the Army of Republika Srpska leading the execution of thousands of Bosnian Muslims and Serbs to “ethnically cleanse” the area. In the end, however, there were more than twenty thousand casualties as a result of executions, rapes, fires, and public beheadings.

On a final note, the scenes were more recent as they showed images of the war in Syria, where the indigent had fallen prey to chemical weapons with thousands dead and thousands more dying, as an exodus of people headed for Turkey.

Alyssa remembered it all as though it was a nightmare that would never go or fade away, the scenes deeply embedded within her mind and unerasable. Mankind’s failure to himself had been made abundantly clear to her, even to the point where she once believed they deserved the fate of elimination. But that all changed when she learned that she was pregnant. And it was then that the umbilical tie between mother and child took root and that need to protect.

Her views ultimately changed, though not without feeling a pang of regret or remorse or conscionable failings to see that she now aligned herself with genocidal thoughts, which she now accepted, as long as her child was saved from inevitable death.

Us against them, she recalled Ben Peyton telling her on Mount Everest. They’re the enemy trying to abolish us, not the other way around.

How easy it was, she considered, for man to justify his actions no matter how terrible those actions may be.

So here she was on the front lines trying to eradicate them before they eradicated us, all for the love of a fetus.

As the plane continued its long course to the south, Alyssa Moore continued to think and wonder about the morality of trying to save a species, even as the species had proven itself to be a cancerous blight to the planet. Man, should he remain on his continued and suicidal path, could ultimately end the life of her unborn child with misjudgments and miscalculations.

Now she felt lost and confused, not knowing what to do outside of what her maternal instincts were telling her: save the child. But for her to disable the weapon so that mankind could continue to slaughter and mutilate one another sounded like a paradox, an absurdity.

Sighing, Alyssa placed a hand over her abdomen and wished for the child to be born happy and healthy, something every parent wanted. But she also considered that in such a state that the world was in, her child may never have a chance.

As the plane headed in a southerly direction, Alyssa finally fell into a much-needed sleep and dreamed about children playing happily in a field that was filled with knee-high grass.

 


CHAPTER THREE

The Office of the Ministry of State Security

Beijing, China

 

In Beijing, China, Bojing Mao, who was the leading principal of the Ministry of State Security, was sitting behind his desk when Changpu Zhang, a representative of the Chinese government, entered the office and took a seat before the minister without an invite and locked eyes. Laying across Zhang’s lap with the flats of his palm holding the item steady was a leather briefcase.

“I’m sure you’ve heard about Quan Fan by now,” Zhang stated evenly. “That he was killed by the Americans during the scope of his duties.”

Mao nodded. “It appears that the Americans had the same prearranged idea to appropriate all advanced technologies at the sacrifice of others. Only it was the Americans who terminated the Chinese forces to take the decided advantage.” Then after a pause, he added, “And the reason for your visit?”

Changpu Zhang patted the briefcase on his lap. “Quan Fan, before his death, had made mention of advanced technology regarding the probability of a superweapon. His deathbed declarations alluded that the Americans took with them the gemmed tablets that could tip the scales of military advantage in their favor.”

Bojing Mao already knew this, however. As head of the Ministry of State Security, he was notified promptly about Quan Fan’s physical state after he left the main warren that led to a valley deep within the hollowed-out mountain of Everest. The man had eventually succumbed to a virulent that had been released by the American team, killing the Chinese troops before they could appropriate the gemmed tablets. Now the Americans held the secrets of the Annunaki and perhaps the universe.

“I already know this,” he told Zhang. “I was updated the moment Quan Fan’s life ended.”

“So, I’ve been informed. But there’s something else,” said Zhang. “Something the principals want me to pass along under the strictest measures.” Zhang opened the briefcase, reached inside, grabbed a few photos, and handed them to Mao. They were aerial shots of a standing structure in the Antarctic, a column. “Just before his passing,” Zhang continued, “Quan Fan also stated that the temples offered secrets about a superweapon located at the coordinates you see there.”

Mao looked at the photos. All he saw was a lone structure surrounded by white.

“That structure,” Zhang continued, “is presumed to be the weapon of mass destruction. One, according to Quan Fan, that is capable of wiping out mankind in a single event.”

“An extinction-event weapon?”

“Yes.”

“How long has this structure been there?”

“It rose not too long after the Americans made their escape.”

Mao continued to regard the photos. Then: “Where is it exactly?”

“The South Pole,” was Zhang’s answer. “The structure, as far as we can tell, is perfectly cylindrical and rises to a height of approximately one thousand feet. Nothing more can be determined until a team moves in for closer examination.”

“I assume a military team is
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