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Chapter One

A soft glowing ivory light is illuminating from the entire ceiling of this cube-shaped sterile-white room. Each of the room’s dimensions, width, length, and height, appears to be about twelve feet. Where are the windows to let in the sunshine, the celestial light? Light that has been present since the first organism and plant needed its nurturing power of life? Absent on the walls are pictures, shelves and electrical outlets. There’s a faint outline of a sliding door on one of the walls. Is this the way out of the tomb-like room?

In the center of the room is a white, square stone table supported by four round stone legs resting on a white glossy marble floor. On top of the table is a pastel blue, oval-shaped object resembling a football in size and shape. A hammock-shaped silvery metal apparatus is cradling the object. What’s this bluish object?

Wait a minute. The room is getting brighter. Even with my eyes closed, the piercing light is burning my eyes. The light is becoming brighter and brighter and brighter....

Adam Stafford’s upper eyelids snapped open to the morning sun’s rays piercing through his bedroom window. He rolled over to his right side. The thirty-nine-year old squinted at a digital clock sitting on the night table next to the bed. In less than a minute, the alarm would be going off at 6 A.M. He reached over and turned off the alarm. This morning, an unusually vivid dream, a nightmare, awakened him. He rolled onto his back and stared up toward a white stucco ceiling, focusing on the day laying ahead of him: the monthly pediatric meeting this morning at eight o’clock. One of the residents will present a difficult pediatric case, leading to an open discussion and a diagnosis.

After completing his pediatric residency program eight years ago, he thought his long marathon hours as a resident had ended. He had been fooling himself. Two years later, he accepted the responsibilities and duties as Chief of Pediatric at Ocala Regional Medical Center. Adam soon found out the prestigious position demanded more of his time and energy than the residency program.

“I better get up,” he whispered

Adam began his morning ritual of showering with his favorite soap, Irish Spring, and shaving with an electric razor. He put his work clothes on, white dress shirt with a Mickey Mouse blue tie, dark-blue slacks and white tennis shoes. He went to the kitchen and poured himself a cup of coffee, retrieved a bowl and a box of cereal from the cupboard, milk from the refrigerator and sat down to enjoy his usual morning nourishment.

Adam’s mind pondered on Arius Turner, a twelve-year-old patient who was admitted by one of his pediatric residents three days earlier through the emergency room. The patient had a three-week history of a persistently elevated temperature. His parents, Howard and Patricia Turner, told the resident their son’s temperature had ranged from one-hundred and one to a hundred and three degrees Fahrenheit for three weeks. Arius didn’t have any medical complaints. All preliminary testing had been normal. Adam had a “gut” feeling Arius had something unusual, a rare medical illness causing his fever.

During Adam’s residency at the University of Florida Pediatric Residency Program, he had the reputation of looking further into symptoms and signs of an illness. When a patient’s medical condition appeared to be a clear and common diagnosis to his colleagues and mentors, he would prove them wrong by diagnosing an unexpected, and sometimes rare, medical condition or disease. The other doctors had been listening for the common gallop of a horse, but Adam had heard the rare hoof sounds of a Zebra.

He looked at the digital watch on his right wrist: 6:45 A.M. It was time to leave for the hospital. He walked into the living room of his two-bedroom ranch condominium. The house was meticulously neat and clean—not the typical condition of a bachelor’s residence.

After about thirty minutes of driving, he pulled off I-75 and turned east onto 200th Street. Several minutes later, the hospital came into view to his right. The hospital’s tall, white, U-shaped structure towered majestically above the moderately treed surroundings.

After parking in the hospital’s parking structure, he entered the hospital and stepped into the elevator. He rode the elevator to the sixth floor. The elevator door opened and Adam stepped out onto the pediatric floor. Physician Assistant Scott Templeton stood behind the nursing station, looking down at a chart. 

“Hi, Scott. I’m sure all the residents are waiting for us in the conference room.”

He glanced up. “Good morning. You’re right. We don’t want to keep them waiting.”

A few moments later, Adam opened the conference room door. In front of him in the center of the room was a long, rectangular, highly glossed, mahogany table. On each side of the table were three pediatric residents sitting in their cushioned captain chairs. The chairs were spaced far enough apart allowing its occupants plenty of elbowroom. At each end of the table was an unoccupied chair, the chair to the left was Adam’s, the other chair was for Scott.

Two of the three residents on the left side of the table, who were first-year residents, had solemn appearing expressions. The residents on the right side of the table and the one sitting next to the two first-year residents, smirked at Adam.

Adam stood in the doorway shaking his head back and forth. A serious expression emerged across his face. Looking straight across the table, he glared back and forth at the two first-year residents. “What a motley appearing group we have at this table. I hope you all brought your questions for this important staff meeting. I wouldn’t want to expel anyone from the residency program.”

The first-year residents looked at each other baffled by Adam’s austere statement. “No one told us about having questions to ask,” said one of them. “What were we…?”

“Loosen up,” interrupted Adam. “I’m kidding.” 

The other residents laughed, causing the two, naive, first-year residents to roll their eyes upward in embarrassment.

The meeting lasted about an hour. Adam pushed his chair back, stood up and said in a firm, authoritative voice, “Our monthly medical meeting is now adjourned.”

His cell phone went off, indicating there was a text message He removed the cell phone from a holster attached to his belt. Adam retrieved the message.

URGENT...REGARDS TO ARIUS TURNER...DR. WALKER.

Dr. Walker was the hospital’s chief hematologist.

Adam told Scott to start the pediatric rounds with the residents and that he’d catch up with them later.

Adam walked into the hematology lab. His vision encountered several apparatuses. Some of them were blinking an array of white, green and red lights, other computer machines displayed a series of changing numbers. Several monitors displayed wavy or pointed lines in a graphic pattern. Lab technicians sat in front of sterile-white countertops with their eyes pressed against the lens of a microscope. In his mind, Adam visualized the technicians were viewing a world of bizarre looking microscopic organisms and structures. The sounds heard inside the room were the mixture of various hums and whining sounds coming from the laboratory apparatuses. Turning his head to the left he saw Dr. Walker, who was about twenty feet away, standing next to a blood analysis machine. The machine had three small computer screens; the screens were about six inches square and displayed a series of constant changing numbers. The middle-aged hematologist was wearing a long, white lab coat, the coat hung neatly on his short and overweight stature. His sideward profile accentuated a long, broad nose and an extra fold of skin below his chin. Streaks of grey hair highlighted his temples, as a six-inch ponytail hung down passed his shoulders.

“Good morning, Dr. Walker.”

“Dr. Stafford. I’m glad you received my message. There’s something astonishing I found on your patient, Arius Turner. Something unheard of in medical science.” There was excitement in his voice. “This young boy has immunity to HIV. His CD4 count is twenty-two hundred. Normal high is fifteen hundred. His HIV viral load is undetectable. He either has natural immunity or received a vaccine. But that’s not all. He has immunity to Hepatitis C. His viral load is undetectable and there isn’t evidence of any active disease. So, Arius Turner either has natural immunity or was given a vaccine. I also did an assay on several other deadly diseases and found the patient had an immunity to each of the diseases. All this indicates our patient has a supercharged immune system. From what I can see from all of this, he’d be able to resist any deadly virulent viral, fungal and bacterial pathogens.”

Adam stood there in complete awe. He felt like his body had walked out of a walk-in freezer. He reached up and rubbed the back of his neck, bringing warmth back into his psychologically frozen body. “Are you sure of the results? Maybe there was an error in your blood analysis?”

“I’ve rechecked every test, making make sure there wasn’t an error in the technique. There are no doubts in the results of the blood tests.”

“How can his immune system resist all of those devastating pathogens?”

“We may be seeing a genetic aberration. I can’t say with any certainty this is what we’re seeing with your patient. We’ll need to look at his DNA for the possible answer to his unnatural immunity.”

“I’ll call Dr. Frank in the genetics department,” said Adam.

“If you like. You can use the phone in my office to call him?”

“Thank you very much. But I don’t want to take you away from what you were doing.”

“No problem. I’m anxious to know what this twelve-year-old boy’s genetic make-up is all about.”

Adam followed Dr. Walker into his office and called Dr. Sidney Frank. Adam gave the geneticist a detailed scenario of Arius Turner and the results of his lab test.

 “Yes, Dr. Frank, I can have his chart sent up to you with all the blood results.” He looked at his watch. “That’ll be okay with me. I’ll see you round three o’clock.” Adam hung up the phone.

“It’ll be important to check the parents’ blood,” said Dr. Walker. “They also may have a similar immunity system?”

“I’ll be sure to discuss this matter with them today.” He shook Dr. Walker’s hand, then walked briskly out of the department.

Adam glanced down at his watch: 11:30 A.M. It was almost lunchtime for the patients on the pediatric floor. Howard and Patricia Turner will probably be in Arius’s room. This would be the ideal time to question them.

As the elevated reached the sixth floor, he heard muffled voices. The elevator door opened.

No one was there.


Chapter Two

Standing majestic beyond two Sycamore trees, about thirty yards from a blacktop road, stood a two-story Victorian-styled house with pointed gables and an elaborate frieze. An uneven, concrete sidewalk ran in front of the house.

Projecting out from the facing of the house was four ornate window casing and trim with two on the second-floor level and two on the lower level. Between the lower windows was a roofed front porch, large enough to hold four people and protect an eight-foot dark mahogany wooden front door. Leading up to the porch are three dark green, marble-like steps.

There was movement coming from a curtain inside the lower left window of the house. Standing behind the curtain was a woman of medium height and weight. Her light ash hair, pulled back into a ponytail, hung below shoulder level. The hairstyle accentuated her oval-shaped face, deep brown eyes, slightly broad nose, and medium size lips. She appeared to be in her early forties.

She walked over to a cherry wood desk, a desk with elegant swirl carvings and handcrafted beadlike patterns. The desk, positioned in the center of a room, faced an open door. Near the top front-edge of the desk was a gold colored nameplate.

 

LISA DOUGLAS, PH.D.

ARCHAEOLOGIST

 

Lisa walked around the desk and sat on a leather high back chair. In front of her sat a stack of computer printout papers. They contained fifteen years of her research writings on ancient Indian civilizations of Mexico. Eight-foot high bookcases against three of the walls surrounded her. The wall to her right contained the sole window in the room. Many of the shelves contained books, other shelves contained ancient artifacts she’d collected from her many expeditions of ancient ruins in Mexico, Central America and South America. The books and artifacts were organized in a meticulous manner.

Lisa looked up from the notes and stared down to her left on the desk at a green, marble-like photograph frame. Inside the frame was a picture of her late husband, Stanley Douglas. Thoughts of him created a warm rush to every sensory nerve ending of her skin. “Why did you leave me so soon?” Lisa whispered. I’ve missed your strong hands massaging my aching neck and back muscles after a long weary day. I miss your laughter when I need cheering-up. A tearful glaze covered her saddened eyes.

In the picture, her husband was standing on the lower steps of a Mayan temple located in the Yucatan Peninsula of Mexico. The Mayan temple was their last expedition together. Shortly afterwards he died of a massive heart attack at age forty-two. The eternal separation from her best friend, lover, and companion had caused her to retire from exploring ancient ruins in Mexico, Central America or South America.

The forty-year-old archaeologist now spent her time reorganizing notes on ancient artifacts and hieroglyphs discovered during her expeditions. In addition, she taught Ancient Civilizations of Mexico and South America at the University of Florida.

A Queen Anne-styled telephone on the desk to her right rang. She reached over and picked up the receiver. “Hello, Dr. Douglas.”

“This is Harold Cartwright. I’m the curator at the Gainesville Museum of Arts and Science. A colleague of yours, Roger Melbourne, referred me to you. He said you were an authority on ancient Mexico civilizations. And if anyone could help me with my problem, you could.”

She was surprised by his comment. She hadn’t talked with Roger Melbourne for over a year, mainly due to their disagreement on most issues dealing with the ancient civilizations of Mexico, Central and South America. “I’m flattered by your confidence in me. But my days of traveling to archeological sites ended over a year ago.”

“Oh, no. I don’t want you to go on an expedition. I need you to interpret some artifacts that may be of ancient Mayan origin. We’re baffled by a bluish urn with peculiar designs and a large woven tapestry containing many unfamiliar hieroglyphs. No one here seems to know what the hieroglyphs means. I was hoping you could figure out their meanings.” An obvious plea projected in his voice.

“Where and when were these artifacts found?” Lisa asked.

“About four weeks ago. The artifacts were discovered in a cavern near Palenque, Mexico. You probably heard the news report on TV. The Gainesville Sun will be coming out with an article about the discovery in today’s newspaper.”

“I don’t watch television, except for a few programs. And I don’t receive any of the local newspapers. I find them to have too much depressing news about all the violence and corruption in the world.”

“You make a very good point. To get back to why I called you. If you accept my request, I’ll fill you in on information not released to the public or to the news media.” There was a momentary muffling sound as if he had put his hand over the receiver. “Can you hold for a moment, one of my assistants needs to ask me something?”

While the curator was talking with an assistant, Lisa pondered over in her mind if she should accept his offer. Deciphering the hieroglyphs would be a challenge and something taking her away from the boredom of organizing her old data.

“Sorry for the interruption.”

“No problem.”

“Have you thought about my offer?”

“I accept your offer,” Lisa said.

“Great.”

“But under one circumstance.”

“What’s that?”

“I want to examine the artifacts in my research laboratory I have here at the house.” Lisa knew if she went to the museum, there would be to many distractions. She preferred the peace and quiet of her personal research laboratory.

“I have to say, this is a quite unusual request. Would they be safe?”

“Yes, completely safe.”

“I’d be jeopardizing my position at the museum if something happened to the artifacts.”

“I have the latest high-tech security system installed at my house. There have been many other occasions where I’ve studied and researched ancient relics at my house.” 

Lisa waited anxiously for an answer from the curator. She then heard a screechy sound at the curator’s end of the telephone. He had likely pushed his chair back over a wooden floor.

“I’ll bring the artifacts to your house around two-thirty this afternoon. Will this be okay with you?”

“Two-thirty will be ideal.”

“I’ll be looking forward to meeting you,” said the curator.

“And likewise, Mr. Cartwright.” Lisa reached to her left, placing the telephone receiver back on its base. Lisa hurriedly gathered up the papers on the desk, placing them into a large drawer to her left. She walked out of the den into the foyer.

Straight in front of her, about ten feet, stood a door leading into the archaeological research laboratory. Prior to ten years ago, the room was a den. A one-inch steel panel laid over the lab-side of the solid oak door. An intruder standing in the foyer would see the elegance of an ornate wood door, unaware a sophisticated laboratory was on the other side.

Lisa walked over to the right of the lab door and to a large, square excess-code-panel on the foyer wall. At the top of the panel was the lens of an iris identification scanner. She pushed the numbers four, five, eight, nine on the panel and positioned her left eye in front of the scanner’s lens. A vertical beam of light, about an inch in width, projected from the lens and moved from right-to-left across her left eye. A moment later an electronically produced male voice, announced: “Good afternoon, Dr. Douglas the door is now unlocked. Please wait until the door has completely opened.”

“Thank you,” Lisa replied. She sometimes responded to the human-like voice produced by the voice synthesizer as if “he” was a real person.

The door slowly opened. Lisa entered the room. A rectangular, fluorescent light fixture hanging end to end from the ceiling had automatically gone on when access to the room was authorized. A climate control unit maintained a constant temperature of seventy degrees Fahrenheit and a humidity of forty percent. Her lab room was the ideal condition environmentally to protect and preserve the fragile integrity of antiquities studied and analyzed by the renowned archaeologist.

The latest state-of-the-art motion detectors, mounted in each corner of the ceiling, sensed any movement of a person anywhere in the room, including the minuscule movement of a mouse. Lisa knew a mouse could do irreparable damage to an artifact made of fabric or wood. Next to two of the motion detectors was a surveillance camera, the camera surveyed the research room twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. She had also installed surveillance cameras in the front vestibule and outside the house. Each surveillance camera had its own CD recorder inconspicuously hidden in a small, windowless room next to the den.

In the center of room stood a stainless-steel table, about ten-foot wide by four-foot high. Across from the metal table, against the wall, was a white, laminated vinyl counter running the full length of the room. The lab contained a variety of electronic and computerized archaeological equipment, including a carbon dating machine. In the middle of the counter were two computers next to each other. The first computer contained a specialized program used for the analysis of specific data. The second computer, connected to the Internet, contained all her personal archeological data.

Lisa walked around the metal table to the back counter and turned all the equipment on, including the two computers. Then after making sure all the equipment was working properly, she sat on a bar-type, cushioned stool in front of a computer containing data and statistics on ancient artifacts, cultures, and civilizations of the Aztec, Mayans, Incas, and American Indians. The computer data base also included fifteen years of information she’d obtained during her expeditions in Mexico, Central America, South America, and a few expeditions in North America.

Using the computer’s mouse, she brought up a data file named: MYSTERIES OF ANCIENT CIVILIZATIONS.

She began to read:

 

WAS THERE A COMMON DENOMINATOR EXISTING BETWEEN THE AZTECS, MAYANS, INCAS, AND THE SUDANIANS AND EGYPTIANS REGARDING THE PYRAMIDAL STRUCTURES? THE EGYPTIANS HAD TO HAVE ADVANCED ENGINEERING TECHNOLOGY TO BUILD THE GREAT PYRAMID AT GIZA BETWEEN 2589 B.C. AND 2504 B.C. WITH SUCH MATHEMATICAL PRECISION THE PYRAMID’S BASE AND TRIANGULAR SIDES WERE ALMOST PERFECTLY PROPORTIONED. THE REST OF THE ANCIENT WORLD CIVILIZATIONS’ KNOWLEDGE OF ENGINEERING MATHEMATICS OVER FOUR AND A HALF THOUSAND YEARS AGO WAS IN THE EMBRYO STAGE OF DEVELOPMENT OR NON-EXISTENT.

 

Lisa stopped reading, leaned back, and closed her eyes. Had the Aztecs, Mayans, Incas, and other ancient Indian civilizations copied the pyramids of Egypt, but to a smaller scale she thought? Or were the pyramids in all these civilizations coincidental? Maybe these recently discovered artifacts with the mysterious inscriptions Harold Cartwright wanted her to decipher would reveal answers to some of these questions.

Then again, maybe she’d discover something never heard of before.


Chapter Three

Adam turned right as he stepped off the elevator and headed toward Arius Turner’s room. He had only taken a few steps when the unit secretary, Ms. Sanchez, at the nursing station said, “Dr. Stafford. I have a message for you from Arius Turner’s parents.”

“Have they left already?” Adam said, walking up to the counter.

“No. They never came in. About an hour ago, Mrs. Turner talked with me on the telephone.” She reached down on the counter, picked up a piece of paper and handed the paper to Adam. “I wrote down this message from her.”

The message read:

 

WE ARE UNABLE TO COME TO THE HOSPITAL TODAY. SOMETHING CAME UP UNEXPECTEDLY THAT MUST BE TAKEN CARE OF RIGHT AWAY. WE KNOW YOU AND YOUR STAFF MEMBERS ARE DOING EVERYTHING YOU CAN FOR ARIUS.

 

Adam folded the note, then slipped it into the right-side pocket of his knee-length, white lab coat. He glanced down at his watch: 11:45 A.M. He was getting hungry. “I’m going to the cafeteria,” he said to the nurse.

Adam walked through the cafeteria doorway. He glanced down and to the right at the headlines on the Gainesville Sun newspaper behind the glass front of a vending machine. The headlines read:

 

ANCIENT ARTIFACTS DISCOVERED IN MEXICO.

 

He put quarters in the coin slot, pulled the metal handle down, and retrieved a newspaper from inside the bin.

Adam enjoyed reading articles and watching cable television programs about ancient cultures and civilizations. He stood and began to read the article. 

“Dr. Stafford, over here,” yelled someone inside the cafeteria. 

He looked up toward a crowded cafeteria and saw Scott Templeton waving his arms. Five of the pediatric residents were sitting at a table with him. The cafeteria was a large, square room with over forty rectangular tables. There appeared to be a few tables available for occupancy. He waved back at Scott, acknowledging him.

It took less than three minutes for him to get his lunch. He placed his tray next to Scott and sat down. Everyone at the table where talking amongst themselves. Adam looked down at his food and started to eat. There was complete silence at the table. He looked up from his tray and noticed everyone at the table was looking at him. He figured food was hanging from his chin. Adam reached up with his napkin and wiped his mouth and chin. Nothing was on the napkin.

Scott spoke up, piercing the invisible, silent sphere surrounding their lunch table: “What can you tell us about Arius Turner’s medical revelation?”

“How did you find out so fast?” Adam shook his head. “I only found out about twenty minutes ago, about the child’s immune system.”

“Word travels fast. Especially this type of news,” said Templeton, removing his eyeglasses and wiping the lenses with a napkin.

Adam sat back in his chair. “I don’t have any reasonable or logical answers, yet.”

“Do you think his persistent fever has anything to do with his immunity?” asked one of the residents.

“Not sure. Still overwhelmed by what was discovered.”

“What did his parents have to say about his immune system?”

“The Turners didn’t come to the hospital today,” said Adam. “At this point, there are more unanswered questions then there are answers.” Adam was frustrated. 

He was an intelligent and knowledgeable physician, but couldn’t solve or understand Arius’s medical condition, a condition that didn’t have any known scientific existence.

They didn’t discuss Arius the rest of the lunch hour. The time was nearing one o’clock. Adam had to talk with the hospital administrator and the head of security. They needed to be aware of the hospital’s twelve-year-old patient with an unprecedented medical aberration. Once the news media heard about Arius, the pediatric ward would be turned into a chaotic arena of reporters wanting to interview the miracle child. He turned toward Templeton. “I’d like you and the residents to make afternoon medical rounds on the North Wing. I’ll try to catch up with you if I can. There’s something I have to do first.”

Scott nodded, acknowledging Adam’s request. “I’ll take care of everything. No problem.”

Adam stood up from the table and left the cafeteria in a brisk pace.

 

~ * ~

 

About forty minutes later, Scott and the residents had made their way to the end of the pediatric corridor of the North Wing. Most of the children they’d examined had either inoperable cancers, acute lymphocytic leukemia, sarcomas, or other serious diseases. Each resident had a respiratory mask hanging from their neck. They had worn them when they entered a patient’s room. A common cold virus could be a death sentence to a child with a compromised immune system.

They formed an elliptical line, expanding the width of the North Wing corridor. Scott stood facing them, his back was a couple of feet away from the corridor’s window. Before they completed their medical rounds of the remaining patients on the other side of the corridor, Scott said, “Deaths caused by some cancers, especially Acute Lymphocytic Leukemia, have declined. ALL’s cure rates and remissions have increased due to chemotherapy, bone marrow transplant, and other treatment modalities.” Silence lingered in the air for several seconds. He continued: “What percentage of Acute Lymphocytic Leukemia now achieves long-term disease-free survival?”

Glancing at each resident, he waited for an answer from someone in the group. But before one of the residents could answer, a child’s voice from behind them pierced the silence with the words, “Ninety percent.”

The residents turned around in unison, creating an opening in the center of the line. Arius Turner stood there with a stoic expression.

“You’re correct.” Scott finally agreed. “Just a select group of medical personnel would have knowledge to this fact. How did you know the answer?”

Arius directed his piercing, hazel colored eyes toward Scott. “I must have overheard somebody talking about a patient with leukemia.” His head bowed momentarily. “It’s a shame there’s so many sick children even with all the advances in medical science. And most of these children will not grow up to be adults. They’ll be deprived from being future managers of department stores, respected schoolteachers, or loving parents and spouses. Many of them wouldn’t be celebrating their next birthdays.”

How could a twelve-year-old have so much mature insight and sincere sympathy? One of the resident’s watch “beeped,” interrupting their mesmerized state of mind. “Arius, you shouldn’t be here on the North Wing,” said Scott. “There are patients in these rooms with serious illnesses. They may catch the ‘bug’ that’s possibly causing your fever. You wouldn’t want any of them to become sicker than what they are now. Do you?”

Arius stood there for a moment, not saying a word. His stoical expression was unchanged. Then in a military-styled maneuver, he pivoted one hundred and eighty degrees on his left foot. His abrupt action had the appearance of a military cadet trying to impress an upper classmate and walked briskly up the corridor toward the nursing station.

Scott and the residents couldn’t help from noticing his stature and gait: erect with his head and neck perfectly balanced between his shoulders, along with a rhythmic gait. His stature and gait had the appearance of him walking to the cadence of a military band. Silence filled the North Wing corridor.

When Arius reached the end of the corridor, he turned and looked back at Scott Templeton and the residents. They stood too far away to notice a slight grin appeared on his face. Was this twelve-year-old boy a celestial messenger of God, a genetic aberration of chromosomes that developed into a one-out-of-a-trillion homo sapiens, or was he an offspring of stealthy evilness?

Once Arius disappeared around the corner, Scott interrupted the sullen silence with a question. “Who has the chart on the patient in room sixty-four?”

“I have the chart, Mr. Templeton,” answered a tall and overweight first-year male resident. The resident was wearing a white lab coat with sleeves ending about three inches from his wrist.

“What can you tell me about this child’s condition?” Before the resident could answer, a woman with a monotone voice announced over the corridor’s speaker:

 

SCOTT TEMPLETON...PLEASE CALL EXTENSION THREE-THREE-TWO

SCOTT TEMPLETON...PLEASE CALL EXTENSION THREE-THREE-TWO

 

Scott asked one of the third-year residents to continue the rounds. He then went to answer his page. A few moments later, he stood inside the nursing station. He reached down, picked up a telephone receiver and pushed the number three-three-two, an unfamiliar extension number.

On the second ring, a pleasant and articulate woman said, “Mr. Simmons’ office. Can I help you?”

“This is Scott Templeton. I was paged to this extension.”

“Can you hold please?”

A moment later: “Hey, Scott. This is Adam.”

“I wasn’t expecting you to be calling from Mr. Simmons’ office.”

“I had to let Mr. Simmons and the head of hospital security know about our ‘special’ patient, and the possible consequence we could have from the news media when they find out about him. Unfortunately, the news media had already called Mr. Simmons inquiring about a child at our hospital with an alleged super immune system. Thank goodness, Mr. Simmons told them he didn’t have knowledge of any patient the reporter was describing, which of course at that time, he didn’t. We need to keep Arius Turner in his room. We don’t want him to be roaming the corridors in case a reporter sneaked onto the pediatric floor.”

He thought about Arius interrupting medical rounds on the North Wing. Scott decided he wouldn’t tell Adam about the enlightened, almost mystic, experience with the twelve-year-old patient, at least not right now. “I’ll make sure he stays in his room.”

“I’d appreciate it,” said Adam. “If the Turners get in touch with you or the nursing staff, don’t tell them anything about what we found out about his immune system. Try to keep the Turners on the telephone until you can get in touch with me. My cell phone will be the fastest way to get in contact with me.”

“Should we question Arius about his immune system? Maybe he already knows about his medical aberration?”

“I don’t think he’d comprehend such an advanced subject matter.”

“I guess you’re right. Arius wouldn’t understand the human immune system.”

“By the way,” said Adam, “I won’t be able to go with you and the residents on the medical rounds. I have another appointment coming up soon.”

“No problem, Chief. I can handle the pediatric rounds.”

He heard Adam chuckle as he hung up the phone. Adam at the beginning of their working relationship told Scott not to call him “Chief.” He wasn’t a fire chief or Indian chief but the head of the pediatric department. Eventually he gave in to Scott’s title of him, but under the stipulation no one else was present when he called him chief. This reflected their camaraderie.

Suddenly the small hairs on the back of his neck stood out like tiny icicles, as Scott sensed someone was staring at him. He quickly glanced around. Ms. Sanchez, the unit secretary, peered down at a patient’s chart, placing a laboratory report inside of it.

He didn’t see anyone else.


Chapter Four

Lisa was sitting at the café table in her kitchen drinking a cup of tea, tea containing a teaspoon of honey in it. The clock on the kitchen wall displayed quarter after two. The curator should be arriving at any time now.

After putting the cup into the dishwasher, she walked toward the hallway leading from the kitchen to the front vestibule of the house. Once in the hallway she gazed around at late nineteenth century architecture and décor, the overwhelming height of the hallway’s ten-foot-high ceiling, the majestic hand-carved cornices between the ceiling and the walls, and the wide, dark mahogany door frames and floor moldings with hand-crafted scrollwork. Reaching out to her right, she touched the deep burgundy, velveteen wallpaper with a nineteenth century floral motif, the wallpaper’s elegant texture pleased her sense of touch.

She now stopped at the arched entryway to her right, the entryway led into the living room. Slowly moving her head back and forth, she gazed at the room’s late nineteenth century Victorian setting: A Chippendale china cabinet, a Queen Anne couch with matching chairs, and a detailed hand-crafted mahogany wood hutch. Lying in the center of the room, surrounded by a well-polished oak floor, was an expensive and imported oriental rug displaying an array of unique patterns and vivid colors. On the walls, there were paintings done by renowned nineteenth century artists. Completing the room’s accessories were a selection of detailed English porcelain figurines, intricately painted china plates, cups and saucers displayed in a large cabinet. Finally, prestigious Louis C. Tiffany lamps of the late nineteenth century completed the room’s decor.

She smiled. The living room still made her feel proud. Taking a step back, she turned to her left and walked down the remainder of the hallway and into the foyer. She walked over to the security control panel next to the lab door and disengaged the alarm system. A few moments later the lab door slowly opened. Walking over to her database computer, she began reviewing data from her previous expeditions.

In less than ten minutes, she heard the familiar two rapid chimes from the doorbell speaker above the lab door. She also had speakers placed above the door in her den, kitchen, living room, and bedroom. Therefore, the position of the speakers would be almost impossible not to hear at least one of them and be alerted of a visitor at the front door. The digital clock on the wall near the door displayed two-thirty. The person pushing the front doorbell had to be the curator from the museum.

She slid off the stool and walked over to the right of the lab door. On the wall was a communication panel with a small, square video screen, the screen was about a six-inch square. Reaching out, she pushed the ‘video’ button. The screen displayed a man who appeared to be in his mid-fifties; he was wearing a three-piece gray suit, the suit fit perfectly on his slender, medium height frame. His bushy, brown mustache and well-trimmed medium length brown hair didn’t have any signs of graying. Was the hair his natural color or he had obtained his hair color artificially from a bottle?

The curator’s facial features were ordinary and unobtrusive. He would be inconspicuous, unnoticed amongst a large gathering of people at a social function. She saw he was about to ring the doorbell again. She pushed the “audio” button. In a firm tone of voice, she announced, “This is Dr. Douglas, can I help you?”

Her voice blared out of a small, round speaker to the left of the front door. The curator jerked back apparently startled by Lisa’s voice coming through the speaker. A smile appeared, as he regained his composure. “Good afternoon, Dr. Douglas. This is Harold Cartwright.”

“I’ll be right with you,” she said.

It took her less than thirty seconds to exit the lab and walk across the foyer to the front door. She turned the knob and opened the door. Mr. Cartwright stood there with an amiable smile. Lisa reached out and shook the curator’s hand. His handshake was firm, and his hand was dry with a soft palm, void of calluses. His hands reflected a sedentary lifestyle, she thought. “It’s a pleasure meeting you, Mr. Cartwright.”

Withdrawing his hand, he methodically bowed his head. “The pleasure is all mine.” He raised his head and said with a complimentary tone of voice, “By the way, you appear much younger than what I expected.”

Lisa was caught off guard by the curator’s flirtatious comment. His remark had caused a warm sensation to wrap around her face. And for a moment, a de’ ja vu flashed through her mind, of when she had first encountered her late husband, Stanley Douglas. They were both graduate students at the University of Florida, and she was standing in the doorway of the Anthropology lecture room when Stanley had first approached her and made a flirtatious comment about her appearance and age. This was a memory in her life she’d always cherished. She refocused her attention toward the curator. “Thank you for the compliment. Will you please come in?”

“If you don’t mind, Dr. Douglas, I’d like my men to start bringing in the artifacts from the van into the house?”

“Of course,” she answered, as she peered over his right shoulder toward the street out front. She saw two young men who appeared to be in their early twenties. The men were standing next to an unmarked white paneled van parked at the curb. Lisa concluded the van was probably unmarked due to security reasons. The museum didn’t want unscrupulous individuals to know the van was carrying rare, priceless works of art or valuable relics.

Harold Cartwright turned around and waved at the two young men. After the two museum workers waved back, the curator turned back around and stepped into the vestibule.

Lisa showed the curator part of the logistics to her security system, a system designed to protect the ancient artifacts. And of course, he’d been impressed by the sophisticated and state-of-the-arts security equipment.

Fifteen minutes had elapsed as they stood next to the long metal table in the lab. The two museum workers had placed the last relic on the table. Harold Cartwright instructed his two assistants to wait in the van, and that he’d be with them shortly. After they left, the curator turned toward Lisa. “I want to show you the hieroglyphs befuddling me and my associates at the museum.”

Turning toward the metal table, the curator pointed toward a blue urn. The urn measured about two feet high by one foot in diameter. On the ancient vase was a circular form with a smaller circle inside the larger one and positioned at ten o’clock. Jutting outward from the outer circle’s rim were spike-like projections. He then turned the vase about one-hundred eighty degrees on its base until a two-circled figuration with spike-like projections came into view. Positioned within the inner circle at about two o’clock was a hieroglyph resembling a black and white striped snake. The snake wore a yellow, crown appearing headpiece. “This is one of the hieroglyphs puzzling us.”

Lisa peered at the urn, then said with an overwhelmed tone of voice: “I don’t believe I’ve ever seen anything like this in my fifteen years of studying ancient antiquities.”

The curator’s bewildered stare at the urn confirmed Lisa’s observation. “It’s puzzling to us also. It’s not the typical sun symbol we’ve seen in the Maya, Aztec, Incas or any other ancient cultures. We’ve speculated on what the symbol may represent, but we don’t have any concrete evidence to prove it.”

“Do you mind sharing your speculation with me?” Lisa asked as she crossed her arms in front of her, peering down at the urn.

The curator rubbed his chin, thought for a moment. “The two-circled symbol may represent the sun with a planet circling it. As you know, the inscribers of ancient Mayan hieroglyphs and pictorial symbols were nobles and priests. They also understood the movement of the planets, including Venus and Jupiter. They also understood the phases of the Moon. And as for the crowned serpent, it may represent a previous ruling king who had died and ascended into the heavens as a serpent god, and the serpent god may be keeping watch over the world from the heavens. This theory would coincide with and support what we already know about the Maya’s beliefs of life after death. Their rulers and kings may take on the appearance and role of gods after death.”

“This theory sounds very feasible to me,” she agreed. “Although, as we both know, in ancient Mayan history the serpent was depicted as a god representing life, not death. Also, the snake or serpent represented different things to other ancient civilizations throughout the world.”

“I agree. But there’s something else I need to show you,” he said excitedly. 

Taking a few steps to his left, he reached out and unrolled a large rectangular-shaped, multicolored woven tapestry across the metal table. “We did a carbon dating of the tapestry and determined the tapestry had been made between two hundred and two hundred and fifty AD.”

“It’s amazing the tapestry is still in immaculate condition.” 

Lisa noticed there were numerous, multicolored hieroglyphs positioned in horizontal rows across the tapestry. At the top of the tapestry were the two-circled design and the crowned snake. She began moving her head back and forth, her eyes scanning the hieroglyphic writing. After a few moments, she said with an inquisitive tone of voice: “What I see in this tapestry are familiar figures and hieroglyphs typical of both the Aztec and Maya cultures. But interlocked with them are unfamiliar, unrecognizable figures and hieroglyphs. I’ll do my best to figure out the origin and meaning of them.”

“I hope you can, Dr. Douglas. You’re our last resource.” The curator glanced at his watch. “I’ll leave you with these artifacts now. I must get back to the museum. As soon as you discover any information on them, please give me a call, day or night.”

“You can be assured of that, Mr. Cartwright,” Lisa answered.

Reaching inside his suit coat pocket, he pulled out a small white card and handed it to her. “Here’s my business card. If you can’t get a hold of me at the museum phone number, call me at my cell phone number.”

She looked at the card and put it in her tan, cotton slacks’ pocket. She reached out and shook the curator’s hand. “It was a pleasure meeting you.”

He smiled. “The pleasure is all mine, Dr. Douglas.”

Lisa escorted the curator to the front door. After she watched him get into the van, she locked the front door and walked back toward the lab. Her emotions and enthusiasm high for the challenge awaiting her. Once inside the lab, she decided her first task would be to photograph every square inch of the artifacts with her digital camera. Next, she’d transfer the pictures into her computer data program. Walking over to the back counter, she picked up her camera and began photographing the artifacts.

After about thirty minutes, she had transferred the last picture into her computer. “That should do it,” she said to an empty room.

Reaching to her right, she picked up a small stack of papers and a topographical map off the counter. The curator gave them to her when his workers were bringing in the artifacts from the museum van. The papers contained the description of all the artifacts found inside the cavern, along with a recent topographic map of the mountainous region of southeastern Mexico. A small area of the map had been circled with a red pencil. Lisa immediately recognized the area. The location circled was the same area from ten years ago where she’d excavated an ancient Mayan site. After reviewing the data and map she laid them back on the counter and walked over to the tapestry. She decided to analyze the tapestry first. Lisa believed the tapestry might contain the answer to what the two-circled design and the crowned serpent represented.

After turning the tapestry around so the hieroglyphs would be facing her, she reached underneath the table top and pulled out a drawer. Reaching inside the drawer she removed a reel-action, metal, tape measure. She then laid the tape on top of the tapestry and measured its length and width. She measured out six feet long by three feet wide. Even though the data sheet from the museum had the size of the tapestry written down, she still wanted to make sure of its dimension. Lisa wouldn’t take anything for granted, especially someone else’s calculations. Lisa then started to analyze the tapestry. She noticed the tapestry contained the ancient Mayan’s mathematical notation system; a system consisting of dots, bars, and pictorial heads of patron deities. The ancient Mayan’s mathematical system was as accurate as the Arabic notation zero through nine developed at least five hundred years later. The Mayans had also developed an alphabet consisting of pictorial images and elaborate geometric designs, along with a calendar as accurate as today’s Gregorian calendar. It was no wonder she enjoyed teaching the history of the ancient Mayan civilization at the University of Florida.

After about thirty minutes of tedious scrutiny of the eighteen hundred-year-old tapestry, she found hieroglyphs being used in an unusual and puzzling manner. The hieroglyphs representing the numbers three and thirteen were being repeated throughout the tapestry. These two hieroglyphs described the thirteenth day of the month and the third month of the year for 200 A.D.,220 A.D.,420 A.D.,620 A.D.,820 A.D.,1020 A.D.,1220 A.D.,1420 A.D.,1620 A.D.,1820 A.D., and 2020 A.D. She concluded the dates likely represented bicentennial Mayan events, such as rituals, offerings or deeds in the lives of nobles and dynastic rulers. During her many expeditions, she’d seen similar hieroglyphic dates inscribed and painted on the walls of ancient Mayan temples and buildings. But not the dates mentioned on this tapestry, and not in a cyclic pattern of every two hundred years.

Taking a step back from the table, she stared at the tapestry and pondered a few moments. If the dates represented some specific event, then did the event still occur in 1620, 1820 and 2020? But that would seem unlikely since the Mayans had been conquered and controlled by the Spaniards by the end of 16th Century. The Mayan people were dispersed throughout Mexico. Never again did they have a significant or influential place in history. Or did they?

Could she be on the brink of an archaeological revelation, a secret
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