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One quiet morning I sat by the fireplace enjoying a fine, dark-roasted coffee and the company of my cats when the doorbell rang. 

Outside stood two women I did not recognize. One appeared Caucasian and the other, Oriental. The Oriental woman carried a case for a laptop computer.

​They introduced themselves and then the one nearest the door continued, “We have it on good authority you are an author well-educated in mythology. Is this true?”

​I laughed aloud. “That may be overstating the case a bit, but yes. How can I help you?”

​She smiled in return. “I have a journal that you might be interested in transcribing into a novel. May we come in?”

​Having my quiet morning interrupted seemed fairly low on today’s priority list. But the woman seemed genuine and polite so I opened the door wider and stepped back. “Please, be welcome.”

​“Thank you.” The women entered quietly and closed the door.

​“Coffee?”

​“Please.”

​The Oriental woman behind her nodded and said simply, “Thank you.” Only the slightest accent could be heard in her voice.

​I poured two cups and made condiments available. Then we all sat near the fireplace.

​“So tell me about your journal,” I said. “Is it a diary? Is it political? Environmental?”

​“All of that and more.

​“Could you outline it for me, what’s the topic?

​She smiled enigmatically. “I’ve got a brief synopsis written if you would care to read it.”

​I shrugged. “Certainly.”

​The oriental woman opened the case she carried and produced a laptop...a somewhat disheveled, scratched and scraped laptop, I might add. A few moments later she spun the screen toward me with a doc file open.

​As I read the first few paragraphs, my mouth fell open. The gap between my lips grew wider over the next few seconds until the situation required a sip of coffee to return me to the present moment. In less than five minutes, I finished the synopsis.

​“Is all this true? It sounds more like fantasy.”

​“I thought you might say that. So we’ve prepared a small demonstration.”

​Even though I pride myself on my vocabulary, what they showed me seemed to defy description. We sat in silence for at least a full minute afterward.

​Finally, I found my voice. “Show me the journal.”

​The oriental woman spun the computer, hit a few keys and spun it back to me.

​For another minute or so, I scrolled through the pages, then made up my mind.

​“Very well, you’ve convinced me. What’s the contract?”

​The first woman shook her head. “No contract. Write it and have it published. You keep the money.”

​“You don’t want to be paid for your story?”

​“Nope. Where we’re from, money is obsolete.”

​I stared at her a few moments. Eventually, a relevant question came to mind. “Why are you choosing me for this?”

​She smiled again. “Your combination of education and meditation practice makes you the ideal candidate.”

​Again, my mouth fell open. “How do you know about my meditation practice?”

​She cocked her head and gave me a crooked smile. “Write the story. You’ll figure it out.”

​Then they rose and departed with pleasantries.

​​After they had gone, I stared at the worn laptop for a few moments, then opened the journal to page one...
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​This is a story about rebels and rule-breakers, a tale of discovery and dissent...an epic, highlighting passion and Love in its finest form and it is, beyond any doubt, a rollercoaster ride.

Our best science to date...quantum physics...tells us we create our own reality and that there is no such thing as luck. We create by the thoughts we think, the words we say, and our actions in the physical world. This story is about owning that idea and the previously-believed-impossible accomplishments of those who do.

My name is Jeanette Bradley. As this adventure begins, I am thirty-three years old, holding a PhD in Archeology and a Bachelor’s in ancient languages. Once upon a time, I married and gave birth to two daughters whom I Love beyond words. 

It should also be noted that I always avoided churches and religions in general. To my previous way of thinking, the Universe just “happened” ...though some of my colleagues told me there is good evidence for “Intelligent Design” in the structure of DNA. 

But then Creation itself revealed the Truth of the matter. 

Now, at the risk of sounding dramatic, this tale I shall relate to you, Reader, may shock you. Some may find it revolting. The self-righteous will call it abomination...that I should dare imagine committing such events to print. 

With deeply graphic and intimate detail I shall describe the social customs of an enshrouded past and plumb the depths of Illumined lifetimes, the knowledge of which will tolerate no remaining doubt enduring within your psyche that we are yet evolutionary wraiths.

I hold Gratitude that a precious few will find these words a boon beyond hope, perhaps even using them to forge an escape from gray mediocrity enshrouding our world, to repair the mortal wounding of the biosphere, and sidestep the permanent enslavement of the ensorcelled legions of humanity. 

But all these rumors and conspiracy theories grow passé and whether you ignore or propagate them, no doubt, our world teeters on the brink of some great revealing. The question we must answer is will it reveal a tyrannically imposed enslavement? Genocide? Perhaps even the destruction of all life on this planet for the sake of profit?

Or...

...will it unveil our deepest and most pure selves? ...the wisdom to conceive and construct a new Age of Enlightenment, where the rights of the individual and the quality of life for all creatures are treasured a thousand-fold over the collection of wealth...an era where creativity is encouraged, nurtured, Blessed as a gift beyond price.

If these words of mine offend you then I beg you to close this book now and give it to someone you DO NOT like.

Yet, Reader, if you have the courage to explore new ideas, testing them with your heart and intellect to see if you might draw conclusions not previously deduced by our illustrious writers of history or the pandering proprietors of technology, then I adjure you to continue your journey with me...to explore the words and deeds of our deep ancestry and discover if they might hold an answer for our darkening times.

The last Golden Age rose from a society like ours, warmongering and barbarous, yet the rota history’ runs ever over the same ground. Meanwhile, our tiny egos cling to the illusion that it has always been a slow, inexorable climb up from lessor primates. 

We fail (some intentionally so) to see the Yin-Yang stamped in stone and myth and currently hail ourselves as evolved beyond all previous cultures. 

The gods chortle at us, “Vanity breeds disaster” ...but who is listening?

Yet, our ancestors passed this test for their equivalent of this period, moving forward to build the greatest civilization history has ever forgotten; a Golden Age, the apex of social, mental, and Spiritual development during that human epoch.

Indeed, history repeats itself, not solely because we fail to learn from it, but more because that is the nature of the events we call evolution: Two steps forward, one step back...which may be more accurately described as evolution followed by involution. Yet it remains an ever-climbing spiral.

If we can but rekindle a bit of our predecessors’ wisdom and empathy it may still be possible to avoid the trap which the society of greed and control is creating, their end game being to destroy the concept of freewill and turn humanity into little more than a hive of bees...or perhaps a better analogy is the ant-hill. Bees actually make something useful and harmonious.

So, might you be willing to emulate a society which has soared past Plato’s naïve Utopian musings, one free of drudgery, liberated from bureaucratic disrespect of the individual, and the intentional perpetuation of Spiritual bankruptcy?  Then depart...or continue...and join me as I step us through the doorway to a distant past from which almost no tale has come. Let us explore this place intimately in philosophy, science, work, Love, play, and Spirit, embracing our ancestors as sisters and mentors.

Are our willpower and wisdom up to the task, Reader, of giving up what we think we know...that we might embody everything imaginable?

For Kayli Jade


​Prologue: 
Sangamonian
Ice Age

Circa 122,000 BCE:
Somewhere on the 
Yucatan Peninsula
*
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The blizzard bombarded the landscape with snowflakes the size of sand-dollars. Visibility fell to zero as a gale swept down from the north and the temperature plummeted far into negative double-digits.

​Only a few meters below ground, a scientist poured over a set of calculations, giving them one final assessment before making a declaration. His hands shook with excitement as he once again came to the same conclusion. 

​A scaly, green head lifted from peering downward onto the computations. The slitted pupils of lidless eyes came to rest on another figure sitting nearby.

​“It can be done, brother.”

​The other being rose.

​“You are certain?”

​“Assuredly. I have worked the equations many times and compensated for all conceivable variables.”

​“How did you overcome their empathetic predisposition?”

​“The descendants of the slaves we created from the genetic codes of the primitive primates must be perverted. We shall appeal to their greed, their dark lusts...to spark and seduce their primal brains with the taste for blood and that which their mammalian minds would otherwise consider...abominations. When they surrender to these baser instincts repeatedly, their flesh will become compatible with our spirits.”

​“And then we will be able to possess them? Inhabit their bodies?... Be able to displace their very souls?”

​“We shall.”

​“And you are certain the slaves will survive this unending winter?”

​“Their mammalian bodies maintain heat as ours cannot. While fatal to us, the long winter will prove little more than an inconvenience for them.”

​“But our lesser kindred will survive this age of the world, will they not? They will be able to find shelter. Why cannot we do the same?”

​The scientist nodded. “Pockets of warmth will remain near hot springs and geothermal vents, and perhaps in small equatorial regions. However, these are not large enough to sustain a significant quantity of our people. Though certainly, our intrepid band of survivors outlived the allotted time for our race, these frozen years will be our people’s epitaph for many long ages. But despite this preordained demise, brother, you and I share a more...meritorious destiny.”

​The other shook his head in resignation. “After ruling this world for eons, and then the survivors of the Cataclysm living successfully in exile for countless ages of the world while the apes thrive, our race has fallen prey to its only physical inadequacy. Our requirement for external heat puts us at a disadvantage. But tell me again how a time will come when the sun warms this planet back to temperatures our people can tolerate. And tell me how that, when it does, we will be able use all your knowledge to reclaim what is rightfully ours.”

​“With all certitude, this ice-age will pass and we shall again fruitfully multiply.”

​“And how long will this frigid nightmare last?”

​“Patience, brother. It will be many millennia before the green returns to this world in sufficient quantities for our race to flourish. But you and I shall bide our time patiently since we are able to depart our physical bodies at will. Then can we use our long residence in the etheric realm to our advantage.”

​“Tell me again how this will occur.”

​“Firstly, we may use our nearly limitless time in the other dimension to rehearse and evolve all the skills the priests taught us...to perfect those arcane abilities until they are a second nature to us. With so much time, it should be possible to make ourselves invincible against the mortal humans and their pathetic weapons of war, so that when we once again take on physical bodies, we shall be as gods to them.

​“Secondly, we must insure they never discover the great power of divinity residing within them... so we shall show ourselves in etheric form to the more sensitive descendants of the slaves we created...reveal ourselves to them as demons and demagogues... unveil our mastery of great knowledge and secrets. In such form we may nurture superstitions in their minds, vivify false gods before their eyes, and inspire them to vainly worship idols. 

​“Eventually, this will beget confusion and polarity among their masses, a polarity we may employ against them...a polarity we will highlight and magnify to keep them warring amongst themselves until our plans come to fruition. And all the while we shall tutor them slowly in a few occulted secrets of our technology in order to speed the process along. 

​“Then when their comprehension reaches adequate proficiency, we will utilize its applications to resurrect our own physical bodies from our genetic codes. But even so, it will be many millennia after the planet warms again before they develop sufficient capabilities.”

​The other returned to his seat disgustedly. “So we must content ourselves with a body-less existence for countless ages more before we can feel the sun on our flesh again.”

​The scientist’s tone took on a timbre of reprimand. “We are the saviors of our race, brother. Is it such an impossible toll to demand that we hold patience for the accomplishment of this task? Our names will be remembered for all of eternity and our faces sketched into the very constellations of the night sky. If we grow weary of enduring our long etheric exile, we must meditate on this.”

​“But what if the humans grow wise in their learned science, will they not discover the history of our race and begin to question their own origins?” 

​“No doubt they will build great empires as our ancestors did, discover the use of the invisible energy of the Universe, reveal the time-warping power of the pyramid. But if we bide those ages carefully, they will never suspect that it is we who created their race. Is it not our tradition to obliterate the very bones of our dead and spread that dust far and wide? They will find no trace of our bodies. And also, time itself will become our ally, rendering the remains of our constructions...the stone and metal edifices that were our dwellings and temples...render them little more than coincidental patterns deep within the Earth. Their best science will never descry our civilization...never uncover the decrepit bones of our society...not once suspect that their nature originated with anything other than natural evolution. 

“And then, as demons and demagogues, we shall be able to make this a certainty by implementing certain anathemaic prohibitions. So by the time they are capable of contemplating the design of devices that can peer into the past or fathom possible futures, it will be too late for them. We will have already pirated their science and redirected it to our own ends.”

​“You speak with certainty, brother. But I am the elder and the rightful ruler of this world. Convince me there is no other path to restore our race than the one you envision.”

​The scientist shook his head sadly. “Though we are a long-lived people, I fear that not enough years lie before us that I might instruct you in the finer points of genetic manipulation...an instruction by which your fears might be allayed, elder brother. Indeed, not enough time yet remains that I should do so before we should pass naturally from this life. 

“You were born to our father from a mother of the Warrior Caste and I to another of a more...erudite...lineage. You may wield weapons with great prowess and strategize schemes for conquering a host of wild nations. But I grasp subtleties beyond your ken...intricacies that your brute mind cannot appreciate. Thus, you must take my word or our race shall forever perish.”

​“You insult me to your hazard.”

​The scientist scoffed. “I think not. For if you slay me and my flesh rots, you will have no knowledge of how to rekindle the flame of our people.”

​The elder brother paused. “What then, must we do?”

​“We must take ourselves and these genetic samples,” the scientist said, pointing to a small cryogenically supported container, “and use the last remaining shuttle to go far into the south...seeking the very magnetic pole point of the world...a place that will remain frozen long after the planet begins to thaw...a location where the deep cold and fluctuating magnetism will preserve our genetic code for uncounted eons. 

​“Recall, that the priests taught that if the flesh is preserved adequately, seldom will the spirit of that flesh be forcibly drawn into a new vehicle. So as that cold settles over our flesh for the last time, we shall consciously bid our spirits to depart these bodies...to quit these incarnations as we were taught...depart from them before the vital organs cease to function. After which we shall abide indefinitely in the etheric realms...survive as spirits, ghosts, specters...endure as patient phantoms in the darkness among the lands of the dead. 

​“But when the time is ripe and the humans have achieved a technology near to our own...then and only then...we shall take up abode in their weak mammalian bodies by the methods I just described. It will then be possible to retrieve the genetic materials from our long-preserved flesh and reconstruct ourselves anew. Afterward, we may rebuild our race from the samples in this container and nurture them in the warmth of an untainted sun.” 

​The brothers stared at one another for a few moments.

​“Our race will flourish again?”

​“Our race shall flourish again.”

​The elder slowly nodded. “It shall be as you say, brother. You have always been my councilor, though I have not always heeded your council for often it seemed lacking in honor. But now the final darkness is nearly upon us and if our race is to have a future, it lies in your hands. I will follow your advice. If all is ready, let us go.”

​“All is ready.”

​The scientist disconnected the cryogenic container from its power supply and touched several glowing icons nearby. A red light began to flash.

​Together, the two brothers boarded a tiny transport and it lifted them up on its final flight. It rose through several feet of snow and a few seconds after they left the safety and warmth of their underground sanctuary, the shockwave of an explosion rocked the little shuttle as it climbed.

​“What did you do, brother?” asked the elder.

​“I merely set the power supply to overload and the resulting explosion erased the last vestige of our scientific prowess from this world. All the others were destroyed by the slaves or by the cold.”

​A few hours later, the shuttle touched down at the very bottom of the world. Amidst a howling maelstrom of ice and snow as well as a dazzling display of the Aurora Australis, their craft settled in a deep drift of soft powder. Within seconds, frozen precipitation buried the viewport. 

​The younger brother shut down the power system carefully so that no mishap might occur while energy remained in the shuttle’s circuits. The power core would remain energized for quite a few years, but that did not concern them.

​Soon only one emergency lamp remained lighting the tiny cockpit. 

​Then the younger brother turned to elder. “The time is come, brother. Let us leave our bodies as the priests taught us when we were children.”

The elder addressed him one last time. “You realize that you were taught that only at the behest of our royal father. It is an honored privilege reserved for the Warrior Caste.”

​“I am well aware of our traditions. That fact does not alter the task before us. Let us begin.”

​With those words, the younger switched off the emergency lamp and the last darkness engulfed their vision. Then, with intricate meditations and chanting, they coaxed their spirits to consciously depart the reptilian bodies before the shuttle’s cabin grew chill.

​As the permafrost took that flesh, time forgot them, consigned their existence to oblivion along with all their kindred.​

And for an age of the world, a great silence fell...

“The world will be saved by the Western woman.”​

14th Dalai Lama, 2009



Introduction: 
The Dig

Circa 3rd Decade of the
21st Century CE
*
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“He does not like speaking with you, Doctor Bradley” the translator said apologetically. “He says that it is improper.”

“What? Why?” I asked. “That makes no sense.” 

With a deep Arabic accent, he replied, “It is because you are a woman.”

“Because I’m...” My eyes widened sharply.

A glare of morning sunlight flashed off the spectacles of the young linguist as he sighed and looked down. After a moment, he faced me again to explain; “It is cultural. Kurdish women do not work outside the home. He does not understand why you are not attending your children.”

“I PAY someone to take care of my children...not that it’s any of his business,” I said, loudly, looking at the goat herder. “All I need to know is exactly where he found this.”

Opening my hand, I again showed the men the intricately carved heptagram, a seven-pointed star. The piece appeared to be a brooch.

As they spoke, my education in ancient languages allowed me to pull a few words out of their exchange in the Kurmanji dialect. But the Turkish goat herder kept motioning towards me in an agitated fashion and a full command of that ancient tongue proved unnecessary in order to grasp his meaning.

The translator turned back to me. “He demands that you withdraw and then perhaps he will describe the location to me.”

“Oh, of all the...” Exasperation filled my voice. “Fine!”

Some traditions just can’t be fought. 

A flush burned across my face as I turned away, heading back to the sun-bleached and weatherworn jeep that brought us to the southern end of the Pontic Mountains in eastern Turkey.

While fuming in the passenger seat, I recalled that over half of the societies on this planet still treated women as second-class citizens.

Even a woman with a PhD in Archaeology.

Within a couple of minutes, the translator returned. “It is not far. Perhaps a kilometer past the next ridge of hills and in the center of a wide valley.”

As we took the rattletrap jeep across that ridge and looked down into the valley for the first time, I saw a human figure stooped low at the base of the hill in front of us.

“Who’s that?” I said, pointing.

The translator shook his head. “The old goatherd warned of her. He said that a deranged old woman sometimes wanders this valley. The local legend has it that her husband passed away many years ago and she comes here to look for him.”

The story wrung my heart. But as we drew closer, it became obvious that the woman was not searching for someone, but rather collecting herbs from the dry and rocky soil. I saw her bend and neatly cut the stem of a plant a couple of inches above the ground with a curved blade. She did not seem to be aware of the approaching jeep.

I tapped the translator on the shoulder. “Stop...stop.”

“She is just a crazy old woman.”

“Perhaps. But it’s already hot today and even crazy old women need water.”

The translator stopped the jeep a dozen meters away from her and killed the engine. I heard the woman mumbling to herself as she bent to harvest another plant. A small leather bag hung from her shoulder by a long strap. The ends of plants protruded from the top of it. She carried no water bottle. 

I grabbed my canteen from the floor of the jeep and jumped out, then used one of the few words I knew in the Kurmanji dialect.

“Avê? ...Avê?”

Water.

From a short distance away, I held the canteen out.

The woman stood up with an annoyed look. But as she turned, I noted that despite the olive complexion, bright blue irises highlighted her rheumy eyes. Strangely, a moment after she saw me, her expression suddenly changed to one of recognition.

In an instant, she threw her arms around my back in a familiar embrace and said,

“Pesnê mezin a mezin!”

Then she kept repeating,

“Hûn vegeriyan! ...Hûn vegeriyan!”

I glanced at my translator. “What did she say?”

He smiled with pity in his eyes. “She says, ‘Praise the Great Mother. You have come back’.”

“Come back? I’ve never been here before. Does she think I’m her husband?”

The old woman pulled away and looked into my eyes. 

“Tu ji aliyê Xwedê ve pîroz be be... hûn ê rêbazên kevir bibînin û hemûyan xilas bike!”

“No,” replied the translator. “...not her husband. Now she says, ‘You are blessed by the Goddess. You will discover the old ways and save your sisters’.”

Blessed by the...?

Now the young Arabian man spoke with disdain. “Jinek pîr bêdeng bimînin an Allah dê te bişkîne!”

The woman turned to him with acid in her voice. “Dînê! Wexta Xwedayê we şer qediya! Wext dem bidawî ye! Hûn û hemî wek we we! Temenê xwedêgiravî vedigere!

The translator began to retort, but the woman turned back to me and pointed toward the valley where we were going. “Herin, ew li deryayê li hêviya te bimîne!”

“What’s she saying now?”

“She says, ‘She waits for you in the valley’.”

“She? She who?”

The young man shrugged and shook his head.

“Zû, zûze, şer tê tê!”

“Now she says, ‘Hurry, hurry, the war is coming’.”

“The war?”

“Zu!”

The woman returned to her herb cutting, ignoring the canteen in my hand.

“Don’t be frightened, “said the translator. “The goat herder said she was deranged.”

“You will save your sisters”?

What’s that supposed to mean? I don’t have any sisters.

I shook my head and left the woman to her mumbling and herbs.

Gazing over the valley for a moment, I climbed back in the jeep and said, “Well then, let’s go see if your goat herder knew what he was talking about.”

A few weeks ago, this Turkish man stumbled across a handful of artifacts...artifacts which indicated a civilization of unprecedented advancement for the era from which they came; a post-monolithic culture, well before Sumerian...even before pre-pre-Sumerian. Ornate works of ceramic with inlaid filigrees of metal, ivory sculptures...even glass, the first datings indicated an age of roughly twelve-thousand years.  

When the initial analysis came back, I felt certain someone made a mistake...

Twelve-thousand years? That's almost eight-thousand years before the accepted dating for the Great Pyramid of Giza or almost nine-thousand years before Moses purportedly wrote the Old Testament.

The standard historical model claimed that human beings at that time were nothing more than primitive hominids without a written language or art...wild hunter/gatherers with little or no organization to their tribes.

So I asked for a second analysis. The results came back nearly identical to the first. 

Then I made the phone call. 

A small, independent interest from England funded us; The Luna Foundation.

“You are certain of the time frame, Doctor Bradley?” asked a faceless voice at the offices of our sponsors.

“Thermoluminescence dating on ceramics has proven as accurate as radiocarbon dating on organics,” I replied.

After a few moments of silence, the voice continued. “Then we will proceed with the application.”

The dating apparently raised some eyebrows at the Turkish Ministry of Antiquities and inspired a lengthy debate about foreign archaeologists laying bare the prehistory of that country. But the mystery of the time frame eventually tipped the scales in our favor and despite worrisome tensions on the nearby border with Syria, the government of Turkey eventually granted us a permit to excavate the area where the artifacts were found. Skirmishes and border raids between those two countries implied that a lack of funds for historical studies due to military expenditures also played a major role in that decision.

When the rest of the team arrived in the Turkish desert, we began as all good archeologists do: with utmost care and tight lips. If we tried to push the anomaly of this dating into mainstream history, we would most likely be shut down and the entire site bulldozed that the historical status-quo should not be disturbed. 

Hand shovels, sifting screens, and dust brushes, we began our work. In a year, we revealed a good portion of a small artisan community. In two years, we found evidence of running water...aqueducts which rivaled the Romans’ in complexity, if not size.

In year three it got strange. We discovered devices of agriculture that required some form of fuel to operate, a source of energy we could not identify. In my experience and under the accepted precedents of archeology, agricultural tools from that period should have been nothing more than human powered sticks and stones. 

“Not so,” said Jack Rousso, the best mind for physics among us. “This is a tiny turbine...and this is part of a fuel tank. It’s meant to be operated by one person walking behind it...What’s it made of? Damned if I know. Some fusion of stone and metal. Had to be made with heat from something like a high-powered laser. Not gonna get this out of a wood-fired forge, or even coal fired...Hell, not even from an oxy/acetylene rig.” Jack frequently dotted his language with vivid expletives.

He found several of these artifacts and eventually reconstructed one, except for the broken fuel tank which was either made of glass or some type of crystal. We sent a piece of the clear substance to be analyzed. 

When the analysis came back, Jack tore open the envelope and studied the results in silence for several minutes. Then his eyebrows went up. “DAMN!” he almost shouted, still staring at the results as if he misread it. “Crystallized silica, grown in a lab...artificial quartz.”

“Isn’t that just glass?” I asked.

"No, " he replied, "glass is amorphous. The molecular structure is random. In a crystal, there is organization...a pattern. The alignment of the molecules is what differentiates glass from a crystal. Quartz is a crystal."

"Okay," I continued, " then how can you tell it’s artificial?”

“Natural quartz always has inclusions of some other substance," he explained. “As quartz forms in nature, any other mineral that’s nearby acts as a contaminant. Artificial quartz is pure...no inclusions. And there’s almost always fractures or flaws in natural quartz. No flaws or inclusions in this stuff...definitely artificial."

Twelve-thousand-year-old artificial quartz? 

When word of this particular discovery, this ancient artificial quartz, reached headquarters, The Luna Foundation reduced the size of the workforce to protect the integrity of the project. Officially they cited financial concerns as the reason for downsizing. Our group now consisted of only three PhDs and one grad student. Occasionally, we had the capital to hire a few local strong-backs.

What we uncovered in the fourth year, we dubbed “The Grand Palace”, though it seemed more of a community center. It stood two stories above ground with several levels below. Even as I relate this story, the depths of that structure have yet to be explored, though I am more or less certain of what we would have found.

Our PhD in charge of surveying, Carlotta Finnegan, made continual observations as we unearthed The Palace and after a few days’ work declared, “It seems they intentionally buried this place. There is too little substrating of the sands and stones for this to have occurred naturally.” 

“Why would they do that,” our grad student/intern asked.

“Can’t say for sure Bran.” Carlotta shook her head. “Most likely they wanted to hide or preserve it.”

Shortly after that, I came down into the newly excavated hallway and found Jack wandering around with a peculiar device in his hand. He walked slowly along one wall raising and lowering the device, keeping it in contact with the stone.

My professional curiosity aroused, I moved closer and asked, “What in the world are you doing,” 

“Playing with my favorite toy,” he replied with his eyes focused on the readout, a smug grin spreading over his face.

“What does it do?” I pressed, moving in for a closer look.

“It's a sonar unit,” he said. “It’ll tell me if there is an echo of a room behind these walls.”

“Oooh...secret passages and treasure troves,” I teased him. “You ever find anything with that, Indiana?”

He spared me a sidelong glance. “Very funny. I'll be sure to remember that remark when I locate the Ark of the Covenant.”

“You haven't heard?” I said with a chuckle.  “A tiny church in Ethiopia claims to have the Ark safely in its care...The Church of Our Lady Mary of Zion.”

“That one's a decoy,” he said, disinterested. “If anyone really holds the Ark, they wouldn't be advertising.” 

“Ya think?” I continued conversationally. “Then why do the priests who guard it keep dying of strange maladies?”

He squinted at the device. “PR,” he said slowly. “That sort of rumor draws people from all over the world...a boost for tourism.”

“Hmm.”

“Interesting thing about the Ark though,” Jack continued, with his attention still focused on the sonar device.

“Oh? What’s that?”

He glanced at me. “If you read in the Old Testament on how God told the Israelites to build the Ark, you will see that it’s obviously an electrical capacitor.”

“Really.”

He continued scanning without looking up. “Mmm-hmm. Layers of conductors separated by layers of electrical insulation. It’s the textbook definition of a capacitor.”

“Never knew that.”

Jack bumped into me as he continued to scan the wall. “Um, 'scuse me, tryin’ to work here.”

"Seriously, do you really think...” I began, but a rude beep from the device interrupted me.

“What the..." Jack said, squinting again at the LCD readout in the dim light.

My interest piqued. “You've got something?”

“Definitely an echo right here.”

I observed the wall, but nothing revealed itself.

Jack slid the sonar device back and forth a few times. Enthusiasm came to his voice. “Right freakin’ there!” he said, louder than necessary.

“Where?” I asked, still unable to see anything.

“There's open area behind this wall,” he answered, not looking up from the readouts. “The stone is thinner from here...” He slid the device to the right a couple of meters.

“...to right here. It looks like a door.” he finished. He switched off the device and moved toward the stairs.

“What are you doing now?” I asked, my gaze following him.

“Wishing for dynamite,” he said with a laugh and taking the stairs two at time. “But since we don't have any I'm gonna find a hammer and chisel.” He disappeared into the daylight above with these last words.

Knowing the room existed, Jack’s curiosity took precedence over archeological protocols and he would have the door open by latch...or blast. It turned out that the hammer and chisel did most of the job. The rest of the team joined us in the hallway, drawn by the sound of Jack's hammering. But when he saw the latch for the door, he stopped and began to curse.

“I’m gonna need the damn diamond saw,” he said disgustedly “This material is the same stuff they made the agricultural implements out of. It’s harder than steel and made to last for freaking ever.”

After a half an hour's work with the diamond saw, the door swung open with a whoosh of air. Breathing became difficult for a short while. The air tasted thick and stale, like it could never have supported life.

Despite the foul air, four flashlights came on instantly and beams of white light penetrated the ancient darkness. A moment later, Jack expressed all of our thoughts eloquently:​​

“Gawwwd-effing-damn!”
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The whole game changed instantly: Sheets upon sheets of tablets with an unknown pre-cuneiform archived by some means that, even after twelve millennia, they remained almost pristine. And even I, the linguist, could not hazard an educated guess about the origin of this language. 

Further, the archivists chose not to use cumbersome stone or crumbling clay as the medium to withstand the ravages of time, but rather, a finely crafted metal only marginally thicker than an average sheet of printer paper...just thick enough to be rigid and engraved by a skilled artisan into such intricate traceries as to inspire breathlessness.

In general, the hieroglyphs appeared more oriental than Sumerian, rows and columns of circular characters. A dozen jagged spokes radiated from the center of each. Even a casual observer would note their priceless value...and thousands of them sat neatly on stone shelves. The word “humbling” failed to describe our directionlessness for quite some time.

“It may not be the Ark of the Covenant,” Jack crowed with a broad grin. “But SWEET JESUS...WHAT A FIND! How’s that for ‘secret passageways and treasure troves’, Bradley?”

I wanted to answer with a quip, but he gigged me in the shoulder, grinning. So with a nod, I let him have his moment. It really was one hell of a find.

Wide-eyed and slack-jawed, we hardly dared think of touching them, but it had to be done.

But search as I might, the Rosetta Stone for this lot eluded me. They left no other written language for comparison, no pictograms, only glyphs of an unmatched artistry...no latch, no key, just enigma.

There’s hardly even any dust.

Jack put his hand on my shoulder in friendly fashion now and said, “I guess it’s up to our linguist now. Here’s your new assignment, Jean.”

So, as I pondered possibly the most ancient riddle on the planet, the rest of the team slowly returned to their specialties on the dig and left me in a blissful solitude of silence. The library sat on the first level below ground. Sounds from the rest of the world did not penetrate.

A couple of days went by with no breakthrough. Sadly, I considered calling for assistance. That might have been the end of our anonymity right there. 

We purposely maintained net-silence on this dig, no information in archeological chat. We weren’t even allowed to use social media at all on the authority of our financiers at the Luna Foundation. In fact, after discovery of the library, they went so far as to disable our ability to send emails or upload files to the internet in any way. We could surf, just not send. They wanted no leaks whatsoever. The satellite-phone became our only means of communication and Jack kept that in his tent. Even communications with our families had to be done on the sat-phone.

Carefully crating-up a dozen of the tablets, we sent them back to the Luna Foundation. But I never saw announcements in archeological circles. 

Photographing, cataloging with many an hour of furrowed brows brought me no closer to a cipher. However, with my focus on the tablets, I neglected the architecture of the room. A small alcove sat at the back of the Library at the center of the rear wall. The shelves of tablets parted to make way at the stone arch. I wondered distantly why this escaped my study.  Consciously, I knew I had seen it dozens, if not hundreds of times. I always supposed it to be a reading area...or maybe a place for the engraving instrument.

“Now what went on in here?”

I put down my digi-cam and approached it slowly, almost cautiously, seeking any hint of its usage that might aid my dilemma. Perhaps a meter deep, a small stool sat before a flat sheet of stone like a desk, unadorned and instrument-less. A crystalline disc hung on the wall directly in front of the stool at about eye-level when seated. 

“Maybe it originally supported some decoration or the instrument used for engraving the tablets.”

But then why remove the tool...?

After a moment of study, I sat on the stool...or attempted it. Designed by someone to be ergonomic, it took a couple of tries to discover the necessary position for comfort and utility. 

First, I squatted and placed my feet to either side of the central support, then lowered myself onto the seat. From there, I managed to slide my ankles into cupped devices suspended beside the support structure. I could sit with my lower legs straight back or cross my legs at the ankles behind me...even reverse them without much trouble. 

“This simple little mechanism is still functional after twelve-thousand years?” 

That’s worth a moment’s pause to reflect...

I stood up and turned to look at it more closely. The support shaft sank into the living rock and the material bore the same mottled color as the agricultural implements Jack discovered. 

Ankle rests attached to offset cantilevers hung to either side, connected by a braided cable. They constructed the cantilevers, supports, and pulleys of the same implement material, but the cable... The cable appeared to be made of braided gold, the only metal that could resist corrosion and remain flexible for twelve-thousand years. 

“Someone designed this stool to last a LONG time, which implies they intended someone far in their future to be able to use it.” 

Why? 

A hint of excited nausea filled my midriff and suddenly I became keenly aware of the necessity to relieve my bladder.

Walking with all the dispatch I could muster without breaking into a run for the latrine, my mind soared in such a frenzied state that I made the trip on autopilot.  

It works! The thing still works! 

How in the...

After exiting the latrine, I started to jog back, but suddenly realized that my level of focus had driven me to distraction. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath. 

For a few moments, I stood in the desert sun to savor this moment of which all archeologists dream, yet for which none dare to hope: 

The discovery of a functional artifact...of impossible antiquity...intentionally preserved in order to demonstrate the technical prowess of the era from which it came; “Staggering” failed to do justice to the implications of this.

With a Herculean effort of will, I forced my legs to hold my pace to a mere brisk walk for the return trip.

Arriving somewhat winded, I studied the stool again. It drew my gaze and filled my mind with renewed awe.

“What are you telling me? What do you want me to see?” Fingers on my chin, I held myself as if in fear of the answer. 

Alternately, I turned to the crystal disc on the wall and tapped it a few times with a finger-nail. “Made of the same stuff as Jack’s ‘fuel tank’?” I puzzled aloud again.

I studied the disk a long moment in reverential contemplation. 

“A reflector for a reading lamp?” I continued to speak to myself, unconcerned about being overheard. Then I grasped one of the battery powered work lights and moved it near the crystal. The glare of the LED reflected sharply in the ancient artificial quartz, but created no special effect as I moved the lamp around the alcove. For a moment, I brought it to hover directly in front of the disc. 

Nada. 

Setting the lamp down to my right, I dug the jeweler’s loupe out of my backpack and observed the crystal more closely. 

Clear quartz, neatly circular, about twelve centimeters in diameter and perhaps three centimeters thick, a flawless crystalline disc with a polished lapidary facet...even a macro-lens magnifier showed no signs of tooling.

“What’s the message?” I whispered, looking at it out of the corner of my eye, as if an acute angle of vision could vivify its long-embalmed secrets.

Again, I studied the alcove and its contents. Staring for a long while, no evidence of its original nature or purpose made itself manifest whether I looked closely or from an all-encompassing distance. 

I sighed deeply and hung my head.

“Well...nice of ‘em to leave me a handy workspace,” I muttered. With another heavy sigh, I put my notebook and digi-cam on the stone desktop. A pair of blue nitrile gloves snapped around my wrists. Disappointedly, I went to select a few tablets to catalog. 

Returning with the tablets, I placed them carefully next to my gear, then positioned myself on the ancient stool. But now the seat itself drew my attention. The shape fit the roundness of my backside snugly as if designed specifically for a woman’s body. Though constructed of a substance like hard stone, someone crafted it cunningly to perfectly support a healthy female posterior and other...anatomy. 

Standing up again, I stared, open-mouthed. As I observed the contour of the seat, it became obvious that the stool’s architect intended it for use by a woman.

“What?” I nearly shouted, but whether from excitement or exasperation escaped my notice.

A twelve-thousand-year-old message addressed specifically to a woman? 

My stomach knotted and I began to sweat in the still air.

I bent over and brought my face close.

“WHAT?” I shouted directly at it this time, nearly snarling, 

Nothing.

I shook my head. 

“Oh, for the love of God,” 

Still muttering, I repositioned myself on the stool.

A moment later, I adjusted my legs comfortably in the cantilevered ankle rests and accepted the fact that the contour of the seat strongly suggested a feminine recipient for whatever message the builders of this place intended, then attempted to return to the task of cataloging tablets. But as I reached for the digi-cam, a movement in the disc caught my eye and drew my gaze to the crystal once more.

Under the glare of LED work light, it proved to be merely my own reflection in the disc. When my heart resumed beating again, I laughed at my own impossible expectations. Then, to establish beyond any uncertainty that it was no more than an apparition of myself in the disc, I sat up a little straighter which enabled me to see the reflection of my eyes.

I looked deeper and discovered two reflections...one off of the front face of the disc and a somewhat dimmer one off of the inside of the rear surface. 

Playfully, I aligned my eyes directly with both sets of reflections.

The glare from the worklight exploded into a blinding conflagration...like an entire galaxy of stars simultaneously going supernova. Its vividity filled my vision with an inescapable silver-white...then darkness.

A sensation like a magnetic field suddenly pulsed around my head. It held me upright, but moved with me as I tried to shake the visions away. Then I noticed that a disharmonious buzzing hiss accompanied the experience. The sound reminded me of a poorly tuned AM radio receiver.

My heart began to pound as a ghostly figure appeared in the void. Translucent at first, but within a few seconds it solidified into the body of a tallish girl verging on womanhood. She wore a simple white smock and a modest crystal tiara.

That proved to be too much. Hoping that I still sat on the strangely crafted stool in the ancient library, I yanked my head to the side and pulled away from that point of hypnotic focus.

The imagery melted back into gray stone and artificial light as the magnetic sensation around my head evaporated with a snap. 

Instantly, a piercing ache tried to split my skull open. Dizziness overcame me as I stood and I leaned heavily against the stone desktop for support.

When the room stopped whirling, I fled the ghost and the library as quickly as my quivering leg muscles would move. 

At the top of the stairs, I stopped. The midday sun shone brightly. My breath came in ragged gasps. Glancing around to see if anyone noticed me in this condition, the partially excavated courtyard of The Palace stood empty. Embarrassment overcame anxiety and I placed my forehead in my hand to ease the painful tension between my eyes.

Catching my breath, I headed for my tent and the aspirin bottle...and my dwindling supply of Canadian whiskey. By the time I downed the aspirin and whiskey, the vision replayed itself a score of times, but no path to resolution or explanation revealed itself.

I lay down on the cot with a hand over my eyes.

“Not possible. A dream. Hallucination. Bad air below ground. That explains it. Foul air induced some kind of hallucination. Had to be.”

Why did it stop when I turned away from the disc?

My scientific mind remained highly inquisitive, but my body still recoiled from the imagery, leaving a gap between...a kind of informational purgatory.

The headache slowly faded, and at least half an hour remained before lunch. 

“Take a breather, kiddo,” I said aloud.

The lunch bell bought me back to consciousness.

Food sounds good.

As I approached the picnic table, a typical argument had already begun.

“How in the name of heaven did you ever earn a PhD?” Carlotta barked. “You’ve got the finesse of a bulldozer.”

She had Jack on the run this time seemingly, as he replied, “It’s not like I could break one of the things, old woman.”

“Old woman? You’re older than I am, you sorry piece of...” 

I grabbed a sandwich and soup from Bran, our new intern. She noticed something in my mood.

“You alright, Jean?” she asked. “You look beat.”

“Mmm...headache,” I mumbled.

After lunch, the possibility of a return to my tent seemed inviting, but loitering for a while in the noon day sun and pleasant breeze swept away the vertiginous fears which hovered near the stairwell...the stairwell back to the lower level and the Library.

I needed to go back. My equipment remained down there, the digi-cam and notebook, the lights left on. The batteries would be dead before midnight. Blushing, I felt the silliness of post-paranoia. 

There can't be a ghost...just imagination and my own reflection in the disc.

Silently, I rose and walked toward The Palace. A little spark of anger burned inside. 

How could I be so childish?

Almost leaping down the stairs, I stood before the library door in a dozen heartbeats. 

All the gear remained exactly as I left it; the backpack, the digi-cam on the desk surface; notebook and tablets undisturbed.

“Ridiculous” I said aloud, walking toward the alcove.

As I took in the scene, my unwilling eye roved to the disc. The scientist in me wanted to do an experiment, disprove the reality of the experience. 

After a deep breath, I perched myself on the stool and looked at the desktop, my equipment, and the tablets...as if declaring them to be anchors to reality before my gaze returned to the crystal disc. As I did, the reflection of my eyes off the outer surface of the quartz showed plainly. Carefully I shifted to where I could see the reflection in the rear face as well, then slammed my eyes shut.

A one-eyed peek revealed no ghosts or exploding stars. 

“OK, last test,” I said aloud.

Carefully, I adjusted my position to align the reflections of my eyes with each other in my line of sight.

It happened again. A vivid starburst faded into darkness and the discordant hiss filled my ears as the same ghostly figure began to coalesce into a swirling solidification.

“ILLUSION! ILLUSION!” I shouted, determined to win a battle of wills to the death.

The figure morphed into the same girl with the same simple white smock and tiara.

WHAT THE...?

She smiled and a moment later began to speak.  Her chin and lips annunciated words with immense care. But behind the dissonant hiss, I heard only gibberish, empty syllables.  She paused as if waiting for a reply, then smiled and began the gibberish again. 

Then suddenly, clearly, the word “wait” came through, more gibberish, then the word “mapping”. 

The magnetic sensation around my head slowly stabilized, centering itself between my eyes. At the same time, the magnetic pulsation mitigated somewhat and the discordant hiss quieted a few decibels.

Again, she began the litany of gibberish, punctuated by the words, “wait,” “mapping,” and then “understand”.

“Understand?” I repeated to the apparition.

The hiss fluctuated in a battle of frequency interference with itself. The apparition started the gibberish again, but after a couple of words, grammar emerged, “...wait...are mapping...understand...declare...comprehend my...”

More frequency interference followed. Suddenly, the hiss dropped to a nearly inaudible level. Then I heard clearly:

“Please wait. We are mapping the vocabulary center of your brain. I need to know when you can understand me. Declare yourself when you comprehend my words.”

My head throbbed, but I managed, “I can understand you now”.

Again, the apparition smiled...warmly, openly. “Hello,” she said, “My name is Shay-nah. Welcome to the past.”
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Shay-nah
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She put the accent on the second syllable of her name. For some reason, this struck me as odd.

With an aching head and a jolting heart, the muscles in my legs felt like warm butter, but the magnetic field upheld me, helping to keep a cognitive focus on events.

Shay-nah continued enthusiastically, “The discomfort will pass shortly. We continue to map your vocabulary...learning your language as you learn ours. Can I answer any questions for you?”

Trapped by an inescapable cliché, I asked, “What happened?”

“Ah,” she laughed quietly and somehow the honesty in her humor put me at ease. “That is an easy question to answer. You have looked into a Dreamer’s Eye.” 

“Dreamer’s...Eye?” I repeated back to her through my fading headache. “Now you know I will have to ask, ‘What is that?’”

Her eyes widened slightly, “No, I did not know you would have to ask. It is the mechanism by which we are communicating. Do you not have such devices in your time?”

“Nothing even remotely similar,” my head felt better and the magnetic field seemed to be dissipating. 

“I would think that exceedingly strange,” she continued with perplexity. “Your comprehension of such things should greatly exceed ours if you live after our time. How is this possible?”

“You tell me, sweetie” I said with a touch of sarcasm, but then sobered a bit and tried to look around. Only darkness made itself apparent. 

“What is this place?” The words were not really addressed to anyone in particular. I tried to compose my thoughts but lack of a reference point compounded the confusion into a near-stupor.

But Shay-nah took this opportunity to explain: “I speak to you from the Sanctum of the Goddess Temple in Valdivia...outpost of Atlantea.”

That snapped me out of the reverie. “...outpost of Atlantea...Atlantea? You mean Atlantis? The fabled city of Atlantis?”

Shay-nah shook her head slowly. “It is the city of Atlantis, but we name the great city ‘Atlantea’. Our village, Valdivia, is a fiefdom of the island Theopolis.”

Theopolis?

I wanted to question her further on this topic but another thought intruded on my stream of consciousness. “You said this is the past?” I asked, trying to rub my forehead, but unable to tell if I succeeded. Then I almost asked her the date, but realized her answer would mean nothing. So I dodged the conundrum and asked the next logical question. “What is your method of time keeping?” How do you track and communicate the days and years?”

She answered slowly, “The Crones teach of a great cycle which consists of twelve segments. Each segment is over two-thousand years long and marked by the constellations changing position in relation to the equinoxes. The cycle repeats like the seasons and each segment is referred to as an ‘Age’. As these, my thoughts, are recorded, it is the ninety-first year of the first century during the Age of Virgo.”

Crones...and timekeeping measured in millennia...not particularly helpful. 

The reference to the zodiac rang a bell somewhere deep in my memory, but just now did not seem like the right time to solve this riddle. Instead, I moved on to my next question and asked, “So, you are just a recording in a device?”

“Indeed,” she replied. “What you see is an image of myself, personality and memories as recorded by the Dreamer’s Eye.” Then she reiterated her earlier question, "How can it be that you do not comprehend this?"

“Well,” I said, slowly. “If I am not simply imagining you or going mad...and if what you say is true, maybe...”

She seemed taken aback by the implication that I thought her capable of falsehood and interrupted, “What I say is truth, I will never lie. The Priestesses can see when anyone speaks an untruth. They say it will hang in your aura for many moons.”

My eyebrows furrowed.

“I see. Well, we estimate your device has been buried for nearly twelve-thousand years. In that time, many things have come and gone. But I study the past and nothing I have ever seen indicates we possessed the knowledge to construct such a device.  Are you from Earth?”

Then the clarity of her amusement became obvious again. “Earth,” she echoed with a smile. “Yes, but we call it Home, third planet from an average yellow star partway out an arm of a spiral-shaped collection of stars we name Haven.”

“Haven,” I parroted, “We call it the “Milky Way.” 

Her eyes held a “million-mile-stare” as she spoke. “An apt name, yet I would not have conceived of it so.” 

“Uh, look,” I said, now a little frustrated at being hi-jacked into this place. “I’m not sure what happened...or why, but I need to understand it and figure out how to get home.”

The child apparently lived to express innocent humor. “Home?” she giggled. “But you are home. You sit upon the viewing seat with your eyes focused into the viewing disc. Yet you have not gone anywhere. Our conversation only takes place in your mind.” 

She paused as if she wanted to let this sink in, then continued, “Our intent is to communicate the events of our lives to future generations in the interest of preserving our knowledge for posterity. Have you no such desires in your time or devices for doing so?”

“Well, we have video that anyone may view,” I replied. “But you have to understand the language of whomever is speaking or have some type of translation. But it doesn’t take place inside your head...it’s just images displayed on a screen. A psychic connection isn’t required.”

“So, you do not get a sense of emotion with your ‘video’?”

“No.”

“What about smell? Does it let you smell what you’re seeing?” she asked hopefully.

“Nope,” I replied, “Still no ‘smell-a-vision’.”

“Not at all?” she exclaimed. “No tasting either then? How about touch? Can you touch what you see?”

“No, just see and hear. It’s pretty simple really.” Faced with a child’s incredulity, I began to feel a little ashamed of our technocrats. 

“With this device, it would be very easy to deceive you, would it not?” she asked, again with that tone of undeniable sincerity.

Now I laughed. “It has been remarked numerous times that statement is true.”

“Why not improve on it,” she asked.

“I’m sure someone is working on that. We’ve only had electrical technology for some hundred-and-fifty years,” I remarked. Then as an afterthought I wanted to confirm the compatibility our time-keeping methods:

“When you said ‘year’ earlier I assumed you mean one revolution of the planet around the sun.”

“Correct indeed,” she confirmed. 

“And during the Age of Virgo, how many times does the sun rise and set in a year?

“Three-hundred and sixty,” she replied. 

“Interesting,” I mused. “Our year has three-hundred and sixty-five days but we have to do a correction every four years and add one day to that year so that it has three-hundred and sixty-six.” 

Shay-nah looked surprised. “Some event must have occurred, or is occurring, to alter the world’s rotation,” she concluded.

I began to grasp the level of her comprehension and though she seemed little more than a child, her education and intellectual development indicated a far greater maturity than her apparent youth would support.

“How old are you, Shay-nah?” I asked intuitively. She gave every appearance of a girl on the verge of puberty, with the child-like eyes and facial features, only showing a hint of breast development. But again, she struck me as tall for that stage of life.

“I have seen nineteen mid-winters” she said with just a touch of pride or perhaps anticipation. “Soon, I will have my first Moon Blood and become a woman. Then I shall begin the task of preparation for motherhood, though I have not decided yet whether to follow the Path of the Priestess or the common path.”

Nineteen?

My mind tried to see her at that age. I would have guessed thirteen, if indeed tall. But nineteen fit her height, if not her development.

I chose my next words carefully. “The human race seems to have changed somewhat since your time. We mature much earlier now. In this century, a girl of thirteen years has usually begun her cycles.”

She smiled that smile again, so innocent, yet full of knowledge and portent, “We have discovered an herbal decoction and an accompanying set of exercises that adds many years to our lifespan.”

My eyes widened a bit at the possibility of a pseudo-Fountain-of-Youth.

But Shay-nah continued, “Many years past, we too matured so early in life. Our records tell us this restricted the amount of time available to educate a young mother. At that age we are just beginning to understand how to use our minds...and then to have Motherhood thrust upon us? It is cruel to both mother and child.

“But now, with the help of our good Herbologists and the insight of the Wise Ones, we have given our daughters more years to understand the responsibilities and requirements of motherhood...how to nurture a child and make certain the progeny is loved, educated and taught strong self-respect.”

I don’t know any other nineteen-year-olds with this much cognition...and not many forty-year-olds either.

“What? Are you taught these concepts at some special school for the advanced?” my voice said aloud before I realized.

Shay-nah did not smile as she replied, “To withhold knowledge from others reveals a lack of understanding on the part of the withholder.” It seemed she spoke it as a litany, like folk wisdom.

“Uh...I actually meant to compliment you on your understanding, I apologize if it came out as a degradation,” I stammered.

“Oh,” she smiled again, “You are my senior and obviously a mother, I thought perhaps you wished to test me.”

That one left me speechless for a bit. Finally, I managed to spit out, “Uh...no.”

After a pause I added, “How do you know I’m a mother?”

Her face grew serious. “Mostly by your eyes,” she said. Then with complete candor, her gaze dipped below my neckline as she continued, “but also, the fullness of your bosom speaks of children nursing.” The tone of her voice carried admiration and an anticipation like envy...only more pure. She clearly meant this as the sincerest of compliments.

Matching her level of openness became fairly difficult because of my own self-consciousness. My gynecologist did not speak to me that earnestly. Finally, I managed, “You speak with kindness and respect, Shay-nah. I think you will make a wonderful mother.”

She broke into a smile like sunshine, then blushed. After restoring her composure, she continued, “You show kindness as well.” A blink at the end of the sentence belied her now-buried appreciation.

An awkward silence followed, but a few moments later Shay-nah rocked from the balls of her feet onto her heels with a childish indulgence and asked, “Are there any other questions I can answer for you?”

As I considered which of the several thousand to choose, her inquiry sped my decision along. “How long does this last?” I blurted.

“You may stay as long as you like, or until the Dreamer’s Eye detects you grow weary. Then I will tell you and bring the interlude to a close,” she said matter-of-factly.

“How do I end our session?” I pursued this topic with some enthusiasm, feeling a bit out of my element and needing time to contemplate my experiences.

“If you wish to end our time together, simply say ‘hold interlude’ and the Dreamer’s Eye will disengage from your mind. It usually takes a few breaths to disconnect without discomfort. You can simply pull away from the viewing disc, but you will experience discomfiture and disorientation for several minutes. When you are ready to return, look again into the disc, align your eyes and our interlude will resume. I will retain the memories of that which we have spoken.” She gave a brief smile as she finished as if anticipating future conversations with me.

After a moment, she added “Will you depart?”

A break tempted me. My head still ached somewhat from the attunement with the Dreamer’s Eye. But now that I grasped the simplicity of ending this trip into the past, my curiosity proved to be very "up".

“Not just yet,” I replied. “I still want to know a few things.” 

“Ask,” she smiled.

“This device, this Dreamer’s Eye, how does it work?”

Shay-nah’s face drew a blank, “Though the Dreamer’s Eye is a complex device capable of many subtleties, some questions are vague enough to trigger an answer so lengthy, it would be beyond the scope of this interlude. Would you like to recompose your inquiry?”

After a moment, it dawned on me that her statement implied my question did not compute. 

Okay, limitations begin here. 

I thought for a moment longer, then asked, “How is it I am able to hold a conversation with you in a meaningful way when you have been dead for nearly twelve-thousand years?”

Presence returned to her gaze as she replied, “The Dreamer’s Eye records our thoughts, experiences and recent memories. When worn for long periods of time,” she said, indicating her tiara, “an algorithm is created to precisely mimic the natural facial expressions and tones
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