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I believe life is a series of events, one leading into the next, and I believe the paths we choose later in life are influenced by those events we face earlier.  What I mean is, I don’t think our lives are random happenstance.  I don’t believe we go through life, not a one of us, with no direction or destiny.

I also believe that all of our lives are connected, and that to remove even one piece of that puzzle would change the course for everyone around that one missing person, like dams diverting the path of a river.

For years I traced the defining moment of my life back to the death of my father who fell to heat stroke and a life spent working a farm.  He shouldn’t have been out there that day.  It was too hot, but my father insisted the work needed to be done.  I wanted to help, but I was laid up with a broken leg because my friend Alan had wanted to play a game in the barn and, because I had finished my chores early, I had time to kill.  Alan had come over that day because his parents had gone visiting a friend whose wife had died, so Alan had been left alone.

All these things fell into place in the perfect order, at the perfect time, all leading up to one scorching day as my father worked away, desperate to finish his work because the bank wanted their money and the work had to get done if he was going to be able to pay them, and I wasn’t able to help because I’d broken my leg because Alan had wanted to play because he was left alone because his parents had gone out because a friend’s wife was dead.

You see, you take any one of those variables out and my father may have had help, may not have worked himself until he dropped dead.

But then, if not for my father’s death, I probably would have carried on in his path, worked a farm, led a simple life, died a simple death.

But a simple death was not my path, and seeing my father dead that day changed me in ways I wouldn’t come to understand for a long time.  I did know certain things that day, though.  I knew I would never be in debt to anyone to the point I killed myself in an effort to repay them.  I knew death was an emptiness I never wanted to face.

The first problem was solved with a little persistence and hard work and by the time I graduated college, with honors, I was already, as we used to say, doing well.  My interests were varied, my reach long, and I was soon a very rich man.

As to the second problem, I spent many years and an ungodly amount of money in search of answers.  I traveled, I communed, I tested, I experimented.  I read books and explored unexplained mysteries in search of answers, but no matter my efforts, I knew one day I was destined to die.  And as anyone who has put on a few years since their childhood can tell you, time does not slow for the aging.  Quite the opposite.  So time was not on my side as I had my adventures.

But it was, as I’ve said, one thing leading to another, and those things led me, one stifling summer afternoon, to a bar in Argentina of all places, where I overheard a man telling another man a rumor.

I knew this man to be a compulsive liar, but the story he told drew me in and filled my heart with a hope I hadn’t felt in years.  He told the man about a place that was said not to exist, nestled beneath a mountain no one had ever seen, surrounded by a jungle no one had ever braved, in the middle of a sea no one had ever crossed.  Well, not successfully, anyway.  Buried beneath a tomb, this liar continued, monument to a king history had never named, there lay a treasure the worth of which exceeded the last number ever counted.  And amid these treasures was the object I sought.

He didn’t tell this story to me, but the man he told his tale to never made it out of that bar alive, I saw to that.

I spent more of my fortune than I had even been aware I possessed at the time in search of information about these places, this uncharted sea, this jungle, this temple.  I pieced it together over the next several years until finally I arrived at the edge of this sea.  I hired a boat that was lost along the way, surviving only with two other men in the lifeboat as we followed the course.  After weeks at sea, we washed ashore on this island and while my companions wanted to set up camp, I had what supplies I had been able to save when the boat went down, and I headed into the jungle.

They argued with me to rest, to regain my strength and then we could begin to figure out our rescue.  Rescue? I said.  Are you joking?  Why would I seek rescue when I was exactly where I wanted to be?  I had seen the top of the mountain towering over the trees as we washed ashore, and I headed toward it.

They thought I was delirious from the heat and hunger, but I didn’t get to where I was by lying down when things got tough.  I wasn’t about to do so now.

The jungle was so thick I could barely breathe.  The heat threatened to cook me, but I felt it in my bones; I was on the right path, almost as if the thing were calling me to find it.  For the first time in all my journeys, I truly felt my goal was within reach.

The jungle took days to cross, but there was fruit and insects, so I ate well enough.  Just as I was about to collapse from dehydration, I discovered a spring of fresh water.  This was no accident, I told myself.

When I reached the foot of the mountain, I smiled.  Not because I had finally reached the mountain, but because I had not reached the tomb.  Did I think it would be so easy, that I come ashore and head in a straight line directly for it?  I chose a direction, the right, and started circling the mountain.  Another two days passed before I found the entrance, hidden beneath a waterfall.

I dove into the water and headed straight down, knowing not how far I’d have to go, only that this was the only way in, and if what I wanted was there, it would all be worth it, no matter how much punishment my body had to face.

The well went down at least fifty feet, maybe more, then went ninety degrees into a three-foot-wide tunnel that stretched another fifty feet before coming to a small cavern where I was able to breathe and feel along in the dark for my next path.  I found it, took a breath, and dove again, this time pulling myself along the rocks jutting out from the walls around me.  An inferno raged in my lungs and my head
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