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Words of Wisdom, The Unreturning Four
 

The river flows, and so the years descend, 
A silent current moving without sound. 
Time, once released, can never mend, 
It slips the grasp; no backward path is found.
A swift reply, a whisper sharp or kind, 
The echo of a moment's passionate plea. 
The impact of your Words stays on the mind, 
They fly beyond recall, forever free.
The briefest window where a path is clear, 
A sudden chance to rise above the fray. 
Missed Opportunity brings only fear, 
A shadow cast across a brighter day.
The vibrant strength that youth believe is vast, 
A careless gift we often overlook. 
Wasted Health is mortgaged to the past, 
A chapter sealed within life’s closing book.
So guard these four with wisdom and with might, 
For once they're spent, they offer no reprieve. 
There is no plea, no magic, day or night, 
To make the lost Time, Words, Chance, or Health retrieve.
​Introduction

It is the year 2038. Dr. Anthony Olivani has just closed a chapter on a legendary 38-year career at Beta-Lab, a highly secretive chemical research facility nestled in the hills of California. He barely has time to enjoy his first morning of retirement before an urgent summons calls him back.

Earth is already a fractured world. Decades of devastating religious and political conflicts have dangerously depleted global resources and pushed humanity toward the brink of self-destruction. However, a far greater, existential threat has arrived: an Extraterrestrial invasion.

This invasion is not a simple war; it is a parasitic infiltration. The true enemy—the Intruders—possess a sophisticated method of conquest, utilizing a subtle bioweapon that is rapidly infecting global populations.

However, in a shocking twist, another powerful alien race, the Anunnaki, has made contact. They claim to be ancient protectors of humanity and offer a desperate alliance, providing Anthony and Beta-Lab with the technological key to defeating the Intruders: an instant-testing strip and a specialized supplement. 

Tony's unique expertise as Beta-Lab's former Chief Chemist makes him the only person capable of understanding and mass-producing this alien countermeasure. His mission is not just scientific, but diplomatic: he must become the unifier.

Anthony must travel the globe, convincing the leaders of warring nations—from fractured governments to the most entrenched religious factions—to immediately set aside their generations of animosity. They must unite as a single global authority and implement the NWC (New World Coalition) or face certain annihilation.

With the fate of all life resting on a handshake between ancient enemies and a single scientist's conviction, will Anthony Reyes be able to rewrite the history of our planet before the Intruders achieve total dominion?
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Monday, May 10, 2038

It was a morning like any other in my life. The only difference was that I did not have to go to work. Today was the first day of retirement!

I was a top researcher in Anaheim Hills, California. I researched various viruses and their effects on human DNA following prolonged exposure. 

From today on, I need to adjust my morning routine since I no longer have to go to work.

My coffee maker is programmed to brew the coffee at 4:00 am every morning. Today, I woke up very early, as usual, and smelled the aroma of freshly brewed arabica coffee. I rose and had my cup of coffee. My German Shepard, Moka, was still asleep, but when she heard noises, she came into the kitchen and jumped on me, giving me a warm welcome and her love. While enjoying my hot American coffee, I asked Alexia, “Alexia, turn on the TV and switch to my favorite News Channel.”

I live in a single-story house in the eastern Canyon at the edge of Orange County. 

It is Monday, May 10, 2038. The news channel is replaying the rally in Las Vegas yesterday by second-term president Ivana Ramp. 

The US economy has been robust since the Republican Party took over the presidency, except for a brief period during the COVID-19 pandemic.

Since my divorce, I had lived alone with my two cats, Kiki and Pakalika, and my dog Moka in this small but comfortable house a few years ago. 

Both cats are straight cats coming from the Orange County Animal Shelter. Kiki is a Maine Coon-Tabby male, and Pakalika is just a big black male with a small white dot under his neck.

The house has two master bedrooms, a large kitchen, a dining room, a family room, and three full bathrooms. It also has another small area connected to my master bedroom, which I use as my office. The house has a nice backyard with a small swimming pool, a jacuzzi, and a garden area where I enjoy planting herbs and fresh vegetables. There is also a large Haas avocado tree, as well as one Eureka and one Meyer lemon, a Mexican lime, Washington Navel oranges, Caracara oranges, Mission figs, and a Royal apricot tree. The front yard has artificial green turf and a couple of pomegranate trees. According to the season, various flowers decorate the house's entryway.

After feeding Moka, I dressed and took her for a brief morning walk. Exiting the house around 5:00 a.m., it was still dark, and Moka was excited to be outside.

We walked toward the Canyon Trail without meeting anyone. It was an unusual Californian morning, with no clouds in the sky or the “marine layer,” which is the usual morning fog. The sun was rising. I looked to the east and saw the sunlight rising behind Saddleback Mountain. A gentle breeze touched my skin during the walk, and the pepper trees and giant Eucalyptus trees swayed slowly. I could smell the spicy scent of these trees. We walked a mile along the trail; Moka grew increasingly nervous and wanted to stop. That was a sign to let me know that something unusual was ahead. I could hear voices, but I could not see anyone. Curiosity was taking over, and I needed to go farther up the trail to see what was going on, but Moka was telling me otherwise. She was steadfast and did not want to go any further. I decided to listen to Moka, and we returned home. We walked fast, and as soon as we arrived home, I told Alexia to turn on the local news channel.

My two cats were acting weird. They were looking outside through my glass kitchen door, waiting for something to happen. 

While I was sipping my second coffee cup, my phone started playing the ring tune “It’s My Life” by an old rock group from NYC. Alexia forwarded the call to my TV. I recognized the number; it was my office. 

I answered, “Hello? I am Anthony. Who is calling?”

“Good morning, Anthony; this is Thomas from the Beta Lab. We need you right away. Could you come as soon as possible? I know today is your first day of retirement, but something has happened, and you can help us, being the best of the best.

“Thomas, can you tell me a little more?”

The answer was firm, “Sorry, but I can only discuss it face to face and here in our office. It is a matter of national security.”

“OK, I will be there in a few minutes.”

After I instructed Alexia to turn off the TV, I quickly hung up the phone and raced to the Beta Lab. I set up my perimeter house alarm, got into my Toyota Prius-EL3 electric car, and headed off to our Beta Lab. The traffic was light since it was early in the morning.

I reached the Beta Lab in 20 minutes, and the whole staff was surprised to see me. They teased me, thinking I had forgotten I was retired. 

“Ha-ha, why are you here.... Do you miss us?” the receptionist said.

I replied to her with a big smile, went to the conference room, and entered without being announced.

The Director, Thomas, and Joseph, the Beta-Lab laboratory manager, were waiting for me. They were seated around the big oak conference table. As soon as I got inside, they closed the door behind me, and Thomas began to brief me about what had happened early that morning.

“We believe that a large object, likely from space, hit the eastern Orange County Trail.

That was close to where Moka and I had been walking in the early morning.

Thomas added, “The local police were dispatched, but they could find nothing except some dampness on the surface when they got on site. We have already sent our team to gather any evidence they can find in the estimated impact area. Our team is still on site and will be returning soon with some samples. Since you were our best investigator and analyst, we ask you to return to work to head the investigation and research team.”

This event looked very intriguing to me; therefore, I nodded my head and said,

“I am thrilled to accept as long as I can have Thomas working as my assistant, and I will need a car and a driver to be available 24/7.”

The director agreed and told Thomas to head the investigation with me. He got on the phone and arranged the car, and Thomas and I traveled to the scene, deciding to wear full Haz-Mat gear. The police secured the entire area, and only authorized personnel were allowed to enter or exit the zone. After we parked the car, put on the protective suit, and walked about 300 meters along the trail toward the impacted area.

Currently, there was only the local police team to protect the area, and half a dozen Beta-Lab employees trying to collect samples. I looked at the policeman who was there guarding the impact area and said,

”We need to see the full report from the teams that reached the area first and need to interview them. Are they here?”

“No, they are not here, but if I call them, they will arrive in a few minutes.”

Within five minutes, two police cars arrived, each with two people on board. They were the two teams to reach the site first.

As they approached us, I asked, “Which team was here first? And how long did it take to arrive after the dispatch provided directions? Have you already filed a full report?”

One person from the first team said, “Our team approached the impacted area within 10 minutes of the dispatcher’s call. The area was about 12 meters by 12 meters. Upon arrival, we noticed moisture everywhere in the area. We noticed that something had pushed all the plants down. There was no sign of fire or burned vegetation. That seemed strange since an object falling from the sky should leave burnt material around the impact area. Given the moisture, we thought the object was likely composed of ice that melted on impact. Nobody else was there, and about 2 minutes later, I saw the second team of two policemen arriving at the trail. It is all in our report.”

I asked him, “Are you sure nobody else, other than the four of you, was on the trail this morning? Did you hear anyone talking or making noises?

“No one else was here when we arrived, and we did not hear other voices or noises.”

While talking to these first responders, I felt a sense of unease about them. While everyone else was excited about the findings, they seemed apathetic, showing no emotion.

After we interviewed them, I dismissed the two teams and asked them to email me a copy of their full report. We proceed to the impact area. While walking toward it, I shared my feelings about the four officers with Thomas. I also mentioned that we should monitor them for the next two weeks.

At the point of impact, several agents from the Beta-Lab were present. They were busy checking the soil, taking plant samples, and looking for other possible clues.

We inspected the site. As we returned to the Beta-Lab, we noticed steam rising from the ground across the affected area.

I asked, “Who is the researcher in charge?”

“I am, sir, and my name is Mark Smith. I have been with the Beta-Lab for five years already.”

“Great Job, Mark. I am Anthony. It is nice having you on my team. I would like to have all the samples you guys collected from this area analyzed as quickly as possible. We need to handle this matter with extreme priority. See you guys at the office later.”

Thomas and I returned to the car, removed the protective gear, and drove back to the Beta-Lab. As soon as we arrived at the office, everyone wanted to know what was happening. Outside, there were various mobile news vehicles and reporters.

The news reporters surrounded us as we walked by to get to the Beta-Lab entrance. Everyone was guessing that we were the people heading this investigation.

We informed the reporters that we would hold a news briefing at approximately 12:30 pm. It was already past 10:00 a.m., and we began writing our report for full disclosure to the director.

Meanwhile, our discovery team returned to the Beta Lab and analyzed the samples. A complete report on the samples' content would take one or two weeks. After Thomas and I finished our statement, we called a meeting with the director and presented our findings.

It was almost lunchtime, and a press briefing was scheduled soon.

The director said, “Thomas and Anthony, you will face the press. Thomas, you will release an outline of all events today. Anthony, you will ask a few questions, but provide very generic answers. Tell them that we will be more specific as soon as we have finished analyzing the samples.”

At 12:30 pm.. Thomas and I went outside to face these hungry reporters.

Thomas said, “Good Morning, my name is Thomas White. I am the Vice President of Beta-Lab. The local authorities requested that Beta-Lab oversee the investigation and analyze all the evidence. On my side is Anthony Olivani, a long-time associate and well-known DNA researcher. He has worked here for over 38 years. He is the head investigator and analyst for this case. I will bring you up to date, and then Anthony will answer a few questions. I want to inform you that we are currently unable to answer any specific questions, as the investigation and analysis have just begun. Here is your first briefing.

This morning, just before 5:00 am, we believe something fell from the sky and struck the Eastern Orange Canyon Trail. We do not know the composition of this object, and, to the best of our knowledge, no one witnessed the impact. Some neighbors called the police after hearing a squishing noise. Nobody saw any lights or flames coming from the impact area. This morning, the impact area has been closed to anyone without this Beta-Lab authorization or ID. We encourage any eyewitness to call our office to report what they saw or heard. We will write our phone number on TV and in the papers so everyone can contact us. I have no further news to release at this time, so I ask Anthony to come to the microphone and answer some questions. Thank you, here is Anthony.”

I stood on the podium and was immediately hit with a million questions.

I said,” Stop for a minute, please. I will take only a few questions at a time. Let us start with you!”

“Thank you. My name is Frank, and I represent the Sun, a local web news channel. Can we access the area to take a few pictures?”

“Frank, right now, the impact area is completely sealed to anyone but the investigators and researchers on this team. We will provide you with more information once we have completed the analysis. Inform the media when you can visit the impacted area and take pictures. OK, now you're on the second row.”

“Hello, I am Harold, representing the Sunday Times news. I want to know what you saw when surveilling the impact area?”

“Thank you, Harold; this is an excellent question. However, I cannot go into details. Something must have pushed down all vegetation, but we did not notice signs of fire or burned shrubs. That seemed weird since an object falling from the sky should leave burnt signs around the impact area. The only other finding was moisture around and inside the impact area. Possibly, the object was composed of ice that melted on impact. We cannot be certain until we complete all investigations, in my opinion. I will take the last question from you by the left aisle, three rows back.”

“Hi, my name is John from One American News. I would like to know the timeframe for the investigation. How long would it take to get all the evidence analyzed and the resulting publicity?”

“John, from my favorite news channel. I don’t have a crystal ball. However, getting the first reports under normal circumstances would take a few weeks. So, I don't have an answer, but I have a guess. Thank you, everybody, for being here. We will notify you of the time for the next briefing. Again, thank you all.”

After the briefing, Thomas and I decided to grab lunch at Franky Hamburgers nearby. It is my favorite fast-food place. I ordered a New Mexico Chicken Special with French fries and an Arnold Palmer black iced tea with lemonade. Thomas has a double cheeseburger and a Coke. During lunch, I told Thomas what had happened to me near the impact area that morning. I also mentioned to him that when I was nearby, Moka stopped walking, and I heard voices coming from that site. I could not understand what they were saying, but I thought they spoke differently. I couldn’t tell if they were male or female because of the distance, but clearly, I could hear them talking.

We returned to the office and wrote a to-do list for the next two weeks.

We ordered the four police officers to be spied on. We also instructed them not to disclose anything about what happened, even to their families.

We posted a notice around the impact area to find out who else may have been on the Canyon Trail that morning. We were very interested in interviewing these people.

Many new constructions, tract homes, and custom houses surround this Eastern Orange Canyon Trail. Many neighbors walk early in the morning before sunrise because the temperature is still comfortable for exercising, running, or walking a dog.

After checking with our analysis team, we called it a day and left for home. It was already 5:00 p.m. That was a full working day—not too bad for the first day of my retirement! We left instructions for our team so that if there were any sudden changes or breaking news, they could contact us at any time.

Finally, I jumped into my car and drove home.

I stopped by the local market to purchase my favorite Chocolate chip biscotti, a box of Muesli for breakfast, and some treats for Moka and the cats. I got home, checked my mailbox, turned off the alarm, and entered the house through the garage door. Moka was behind the door, greeting me as usual, jumping and very festive.

But what about the cats? Where were they? I entered the kitchen, started to call, and opened a can of cat food. After a while, I thought they had locked themselves inside one of the bedrooms, so I inspected both rooms and found nothing. I started to become nervous. Was it possible that they had somehow managed to escape?

I went to my master bedroom and changed into more comfortable clothes. While changing, I saw both cats looking at me in one corner of the closet. They seemed very scared, and I picked both up and comforted them. I carried them to the kitchen, where I had their food and water, and they finally ate. Too bad they could not talk; it would have been interesting to know what had caused their fear.

We all settled in the studio, where I turned on the TV and watched the news. I sat in my comfortable La-Z-Boy chair in front of the TV, with Moka and the two cats lying on the floor next to me, sleeping.

I switched channels until I found a movie channel and began watching a classic, “The Godfather,” with Marlon Brandon. I was tired and comfortable and fell asleep in the middle of the movie. Moka woke me up to show me she wanted to go outside. After letting her out, we went back into the house. I set the alarm and went to bed. Before closing my eyes, I checked my Messenger and saw that one of my daughters had seen me on TV and wanted to know more about what had happened. It was too late, so I contacted her in the morning. 
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Tuesday, May 11, 2038

As usual, I woke early, showered, dressed, had some coffee, fed the animals, and then took Moka for her morning walk. We went on the same trail as yesterday, but she seemed scared and reluctant to continue. I decided to change the route, walk around the block, and stop at the local shopping center.

I arrived at the local coffee shop, where I ordered a freshly made Orange-Cranberry scone, freshly brewed Arabica coffee, and milk. After I paid, I waited for my order to arrive. Once it arrived, I went outside and sat at a small table. Moka lay beside me, and I overheard people talking about the previous day's events.

An attractive lady, wearing a gym outfit and sporting long pants, light brown hair in a ponytail, was sitting near my table. She was wearing a red baseball cap. She seems to be about forty-five years old. She looked at me and, with an inquisitive expression on her face, asked me: “Aren’t you Anthony that was on the news briefing yesterday?”

I nodded, and then she politely asked, " Would you mind if I sat by you at your table?”

“Sure, come over and sit with me.” I agree because I was curious about why she wanted to join me. She noticed my dog and caressed Moka to ensure she was friendly.

She sat to my right and introduced herself, “Good morning again. My name is Elizabeth, but everyone calls me Lisa. I saw the briefing last night, and I must tell you that what happened yesterday morning was very unusual. A loud squishing noise awakened me before sunrise. I live near the Canyon Trail, where the impact happened, but I saw no flash, lights, or flames. My house is approximately 350 yards from the impact area, located on the other side of the Canyon. I got up and looked outside my backyard, facing the trail. It was still dark, and I could not see anything. I did, however, hear the voices of people around the area speaking in a different language. I got dressed right away and wanted to look at the impact area, but I heard the sirens of the police cars and decided to stay home and wait for the news on TV to tell me what happened.”

Lisa lived in this area in eastern Orange County for many years. She was vigilant and knew most people who moved in or out of the zone. I had learned about her and seen her many times, but this was the first time we sat beside each other and acted friendly. I listened to her talk, and the bit of information she said confirmed my observation from my walk yesterday morning. There must be more people who saw firsthand what happened during the impact. I was now more motivated to keep talking to her.

“Are you a native of California?” I asked her.

She said, “My family was from New Mexico. We used to vacation here in Newport Beach every year. I met my late husband in the summer of 2010 on a trip to the beautiful beaches of Southern California. I got married a few years later and moved to Newport Beach. When we got enough money to buy a house, we elected to move away from the congestion. We searched for a small home by Orange Canyon, with few homes or people at that time. We purchased the Canyon home in 2016, when the real estate market was down and prices were low, creating a buyer’s market.

I told her,” I graduated from Florence University, Italy, with exceptionally high grades in 1999. My family and I were living in Florence. After graduation, I received an offer I couldn't pass up. I was hired by a secret beta lab in Orange County, California, as a top researcher. I was only twenty-seven years old. It was, for me, a great challenge and a dream come true. I moved to a different country with a foreign language, culture, and food. I am an adventurous person, so I accepted the position. My family was sad that I would leave them. My brother tried to make me change my mind, but unsuccessfully. My mother was unhappy, and I could see the pain in her eyes. She did not want me to leave her. After all, I had been living with her since birth. The change was difficult: no friends, unfamiliar places, or food. It took me six months to finally settle in and start meeting people. I met my ex-wife casually at a dance club in Costa Mesa in 2001; a year later, I had moved to Orange County. She worked as a secretary in a Funeral Home in Santa Ana owned by her dad. Soon, we were in love and planned to visit my country and family during my first vacation. We also decided to inform her family that we planned to get married the following year. We married and had three beautiful girls. After 32 years of marriage, we decided to divorce since we have both grown in different directions. I purchased a new home in East Canyon a year ago, before my retirement. By the way, yesterday was supposed to be my first day of retirement.”

I looked at my watch and told her I had to leave; however, we exchanged phone numbers before we parted. We were determined to discuss the event and our lives further. I told her I would cook her an excellent Italian dinner, accompanied by a glass or two of red Italian Chianti. We both left and walked our way.

I reached home and called Thomas, “Thomas, this morning I sat at a coffee shop by my house and met Lisa. She told me she could not see anything but heard people talking in a different language. Thomas, we must look for the people around the area during that morning's impact. It will not be easy since we have little to go on. I am coming to the Beta-Lab as soon as I get ready.”

I got dressed and headed for the office. I asked Thomas to return to the impact area with four other research team members to expand the search area. We put on our hazardous gear and went to the impact area.

The local police were guarding the site and informed us that a few people were attempting to enter, but they were unable to stop them. We directed our research team to the impact area. We searched in all directions, extending 25 meters back from the site, looking for clues such as hair, pieces of material, or other findings. Thomas and I began walking further away from the impact zone, especially along the trail leading to my home. We stopped and found a handkerchief, a red baseball hat, and a half-full bottle of mineral water. Using sterilized plastic gloves, we put the evidence in three separate plastic bags and carefully sealed them. We identified them with the time and approximate place where they were found. We also found a keychain containing six keys, which appeared to be house and car keys. Again, we placed them in the plastic bag and tagged them. I noticed that the impact area was still not thoroughly dried. The strange thing I saw today in the soil was some tiny white, reflective crystals that looked like small diamonds reflecting the sunlight.

“Look at this, Thomas; the soil has many glistening stars.”

“Yeah, the sunlight is reflecting on the soil. It looks like a night sky, with a thousand bright little stars. I will take a few samples.”

Thomas and I walked to the Beta-Lab vehicle, where we removed our hazardous gear and waited for our team to finish their survey. While waiting, we asked one of the officers about the four police officers who were first responders. He told us he knew them, and since the day of the impact, they had kept to themselves and acted strangely, showing no emotion at all.

My gut feeling about them was confirmed.

Thirty minutes later, our team arrived with many bags containing various samples. We left the area and headed back to the office. It was almost lunchtime, and the reporters were waiting for the 12:30 pm briefing.

As soon as we arrived, we went inside for a brief meeting with the directors, then went outside to speak with the reporters. Thomas started: “Hi everybody, I am Thomas. We are still terribly busy recreating the events of yesterday. Today, I have no new updates to share from yesterday. We are still in the initial stage of the research, and we do not expect to have any news for another few days. Anthony and I are gathering more samples and finding eyewitnesses to the event. I believe that there were people in the impact area. These people will tell us what they saw. If you find an eyewitness, please notify us immediately. Sorry, today Anthony will not take any questions.”

After the briefing, Thomas left to meet his wife, and I opted for Mexican food. In Southern California, we have many authentic Mexican restaurants. Around the Anaheim area, I like Mama Maria. It is close to Yorba Linda on the main boulevard. I arrived and sat at a small table facing the bar. A petite young girl immediately brought me a plate of warm corn chips, along with a mild homemade Pico de Gallo sauce made from chopped tomatoes, onions, Serrano peppers, salt, cumin, lime juice, and cilantro. I ordered a Dos Equis XX Amber beer with lime wedges and two shredded beef tacos in a soft shell. To finish, I ordered one of my favorite desserts, a flan.

After I finished lunch, I returned to the Beta Lab. I sat at my desk, and my computer still had my old password. I felt at home again! I began writing the day's reports and findings.

Then, I headed to our research laboratory and asked if they had finished analyzing samples from the first day. The head researcher assured me that he would have a few answers tomorrow evening. He also explained that a complete set of reports would take up to two full weeks. It was about 16:00, and I filed my field reports with the director and left for home. Again, I reminded all office staff to contact me immediately if any significant new findings came to light.

I drove home and, since it was still early, decided to take Moka to the dog park, about a 3-minute drive away. We played catch for about 20 minutes with a tennis ball that I found in the back seat of my car. We returned home. I took a shower and changed into more comfortable clothes.

I decided to call my daughter rather than message her. She was happy I remembered to call her this time, as I often forgot to return phone calls. We had a friendly chat, and I told her there was nothing to worry about yesterday and to be cautious and alert. I would keep her and all the family if any problems arose.

After the call, I turned on my Samsung notepad. I texted her via WhatsApp, a more stable and secure communication medium, because I had forgotten to tell her how much I missed and loved her. She was happy and texted, “I love you too, Dad.”

Today, my cats were friendlier than last night. They came around wanting me to play with them. I went to my studio and played with them while Moka lay down on my La-Z-Boy armchair. I lay on the couch. I ordered Alexia to turn on my TV and set up my perimeter Alarm system. I knew I would soon fall asleep after the TV was on. A few hours later, I woke up, drank a hot ginger lemon tea, turned off the TV, and went to bed. Moka and the two cats followed me. Moka was lying on the floor beside my bed. The two cats jumped on top of the bed, Kiki near my feet and Pakalika close to my head, and it looked like he wanted to make sure nothing could happen to me while asleep.

Wednesday, May 12, 2038

I was awakened by an early phone call from Thomas, who asked me to meet him as soon as possible. After turning on the security perimeter alarm, I jumped in the shower, fed the animals, and left the house. In no time, I was at the office.

He sat down and showed me the first analysis report from the Beta Lab. One bizarre thing was that the white crystals were of an unknown organic substance, resembling a fungus. Right away, we decided to interview the first four response policemen. Thomas and I were in total agreement that these guys were acting strangely and could be hiding something from us. Thomas called the Orange Police Department and scheduled a private interview.

We left the office at 10:30 and drove to the 91 freeway, heading west to the Police station. We took the #55 freeway south toward Newport Beach and continued to the Katella exit. We turned west onto Katella and then left onto Batavia to reach the newly built Orange Police Headquarters. It was my first time entering this office.

The building's entrance was massive and tall, enclosed in smoked glass windows. We registered at the welcome desk. They knew we were coming and showed us to the meeting room assigned for our interviews. The police chief introduced himself, holding all the files concerning these four policemen.

We told him that we would interview each other separately to recall what happened that morning and the impact. We wanted to ensure that they were all telling the same story. When we were ready, we asked the first policeman to come to the conference room, and we interviewed them one by one.

However, the story was the same, and they were in harmony, saying the same thing. The only question that the policemen were hesitating over was:

“Did you see anyone at the site or leaving the moment you arrived?” We knew then they were lying or protecting something or someone. We were concerned about the way these four policemen were acting.

We called the Police Chief and recommended that he conduct a comprehensive medical evaluation for all four, including a second interview, but this time with a polygraph test. We also suggested that he reassign them to office work for a while until we could be sure everything was OK with them. In a few days, we will contact them to inform them of their evaluation location. We shook hands and returned to the Beta-Lab.

After we entered our office, I saw Joseph, the laboratory manager. I asked, “Hi Joseph, do you have any more news for us?”

“Yes, I am concerned about the first results of the DNA of these white specs. This substance appears to be closely related to DNA in animals at first glance. The substance is not toxic. We are now conducting a more detailed analysis of all white substance components. That is all for now.”

“Thank you, Joseph informs us. Is there any other analysis-ready yet?”

“No, Anthony, I am still waiting for all the reports to come back to me to prove them and release them to you. I will send another team tomorrow, first thing in the morning, to get more samples of this white matter.”

“OK, maybe I will meet them there.”

I filed all the required paperwork to request the evaluation of the four policemen. I left the request at the director’s office. I called a meeting with him and Thomas for the following morning. I also wrote him a note saying I was going to the impact area again before coming to the office. Thomas and I decided to go home because it was already dinnertime and meet again early in the morning. After I return from tomorrow's site survey, we will meet with the directors.

As I was driving back home, I decided to call Lisa.

She answered her phone. “Hi Anthony, how are you? I am glad you called me.”

I asked, “Have you already had dinner?”

She said, “No, not yet.”

“I know of an excellent small Italian restaurant not too far away from where we met the first time. Meet me there in twenty minutes.

“I will be happy to meet you, but where?”

I replied, “The restaurant's name is “Trattoria Francesca,” around the corner from the coffee shop. I knew the original owner; her name was Francesca. She was from Sicily, an island located in the Mediterranean Sea, off the coast of Italy. Her daughter now runs the place, and it still has the same good Italian food. OK then, see you soon.”

I arrived first and sat down at a table close to the main window entrance. The waiter recognized me. Right away, he brought a glass of their red house wine, “Chianti,” a plate of homemade bread, and a dish of olive oil with balsamic vinegar and garlic.

As I sipped the wine, Lisa entered the Trattoria looking to spot me. She was still a good-looking woman, considering her age. Lisa was very well-dressed, had long, thin brown hair, and knew how to take care of herself. She sat across the table and ordered a glass of white wine. We ordered our food and spent much of the time talking about our past lives, laughing, and we had a great time. I ordered penne with a gorgonzola cheese sauce, and Lisa a traditional spaghetti carbonara. We both had a small tossed salad with Italian house dressing before the pasta. I ordered the Sicilian cannoli for dessert, home-made from an original recipe, and Lisa requested a piece of the ricotta cheesecake. We decided to split the desserts so we could taste both dishes. I had a cup of espresso and a small glass of homemade limoncello to finish.

I paid the bill and told her that I enjoyed her company

Before leaving, I told her, “I will call you again soon for dinner at my house.”

She seems happy and agrees to my invitation, but she didn't answer; instead, she gave me a big smile.

We left the restaurant and went our way. As I parked the car inside the garage, I heard Moka barking loudly. I disarmed the house's perimeter and entered the house through the garage door, which led to the laundry room and the kitchen. Moka was there jumping all over me, and her tail was swinging left to right fast. The cats were in the kitchen waiting for me. I fed them, then went to the bedroom, turned on the perimeter alarm, and went to sleep.
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Thursday, May 13, 2038

I met Thomas at 6:30 am at the office, where we got our hazardous gear and drove to the impact area.

It was a typical California morning with coastal fog slowly lifting. We reached the destination where we met the police guarding the site.

“Nothing unusual to report,” they said to us after we flashed our ID card.

We put on our protective gear and move to the impact area. As soon as we arrived, we noticed that the small white reflecting particles had grown overnight into a white stem with no branches, but a button-like top. It somehow resembles a mushroom with a white lace flowing from the top. They were about two inches tall, and the whole area was packed. We rounded up a few samples with roots and bare soil, put them in the plastic bags, and decided to return to the Beta-Lab.

We immediately gave the samples to our laboratory personnel and asked them to conduct a detailed analysis. We requested that these samples be treated as a high priority and that we receive the results before the end of the day. We also inquired whether any other analyses were complete and ready for our review.

At the Beta-Lab office, Joseph told us, “After lunch, I will have some reports ready for you, Anthony, including the mushrooms you gave us today.”

It was lunchtime, so Thomas and I went to a small sushi place owned by a Korean lady in Anaheim Hills. We sat by the counter to watch them prepare the food. We share four different rolls and drink some hot green tea.

We then return to the Beta-Lab. We were greeted right away by Joseph, who was holding some folders containing lab analysis results. He was overly excited and told us to follow him to the conference room. We asked the director to join us. I felt that Joseph was anxious to start the meeting, so we sat down, and he began to talk.

“I have fascinating news to report about the substance we analyzed today.” Joseph opens his sentence with this phrase and then adds, “There is nothing like this that we know here in our world. We had to compare this to our mushrooms, but the composition of this mushroom is different. We are calling this Beta-M. Beta-M has more mineral and antioxidant power from this first analysis than any plant on earth. Not even the Acai berry, which is so far the most antioxidant fruit on earth, can get close to this fungus's power. We cannot measure it because it is so high, and it exceeds our measuring chart. It has double the amount of vitamin C, D & all the B vitamins. Potassium and many other minerals are also present in greater amounts. It could be the perfect food for any diet.”

After these words, we were all left amazed.

I did right away ask, “Joseph, yesterday you mentioned picking up some low-grade radiation. Are you still confirming this funding?”

He answered me, “Within these samples of today, there are no signs of radiation nor any signs of toxic substances. As I mentioned earlier, this Beta-M could be the perfect food solution. The DNA had some share parts with most animals, showing that a million years ago, they were closely related. This Beta-M also shows that it is related to the human DNA.”

“Human DNA? Are you sure, Joseph?”

He answered me, “Yes, please, Anthony, I would like your help in this analysis to be certain of what I just said.”

“I will be glad to help in double-checking your work.”

“Thanks, Anthony; I know all the achievements you had during your career here. I remember two. During the H1N1 Swine Flu epidemic, where 11,500 Americans died, you discovered the vaccine and saved many lives worldwide. The second one was during the COVID-19 pandemic, you reworked the RNA and came out with a cure. Within 5 days, you create a 3-day pill therapy that kills the virus and confers immunity. Once again, you have saved many lives worldwide. You traveled to Italy, China, and other countries affected by this virus to share your formula for curing it. That was during Mr. Ramp's presidency. If I recall correctly, it was the year 2020. For that discovery, you earned the Presidential Medal of Freedom for science. I remember I saw you on TV when President Donald Ramp gave you the top honor. You always stay humble and stay focus on your job.”

“Thank Joseph. What you said is true, but it is in the past. Now, let us focus on the Beta-M research. Let me know when you are ready to spend some time with me.”

Joseph said, “I will for sure let you know in the next few days. Thank you for the opportunity to cooperate with you. Other analyses revealed DNA traces and fingerprints on the water bottle. Also, we could not identify some substances from the soil samples from the impact area.”

I said, “We completely closed the impact area, and we need to transplant all the Beta-M back in a surveillance compound and keep it in total secrecy for now.”

We all agreed that it would be in our country's best interest to keep it a top secret. The director ordered us to find a nearby location to transplant the soil and Beta-M from the impact area. We also wanted to have 24-hour camera surveillance and armed guards. The extraction and move of Beta-M had to happen the next day. We felt outstanding about the results. We knew we were on the verge of a phenomenal discovery for mankind. At the end of our meeting, we also decided not to disclose the Beta-M findings to anyone for now. After the meeting, we look for a place to store and grow Beta-M. We made our recommendations to the Directors and left for home. He had to decide on the proper site and arrange the move for the next morning.

Around 20:30, I received a call from the director, “Anthony, this is Alex, the director. I just wanted to confirm that I booked all the crew for tomorrow. You have to meet the crew at the impact area around 6:00 tomorrow morning to supervise the move. Thomas would be waiting for the transport at the selected place, in a secluded hill site by the Olinda Landfill in Brea, about 15 Km from the Anaheim Hills Beta-Lab.”

“It sounds like a good plan. I will be there. Thank you, Alex.”

Everything at home looked good, and when it was time to go to sleep, I set up the perimeter alarm and switched off all the lights except the kitchen light. Moka was beside the bed, and the two cats were on the beds.

Friday, May 14, 2038
After getting my usual cup of arabica coffee with evaporated milk and sugar, I listened to the news on the TV while getting ready to go to the impact site. I fed the animals, let Moka out for a few minutes, and left. I arrived at the site at 5:50, a little early. I brought the guards up to speed on what was happening soon. The crew and trucks arrived on time and began working in the area. We instructed our team to dig approximately 25 inches deep and remove the soil, including all vegetation. Of course, I was there to make sure they followed the orders correctly. It took approximately 2 hours to remove the soil in this area. The size was 15 meters by 15 meters. The work was slow, but they worked incredibly carefully so as not to kill any vegetation.

We tried to rebuild the same environment and landscape. Before the crew started working, I picked up my cell phone and took many pictures of the site. I forward them to Thomas. He was waiting at the chosen place. While we were transferring to the new site, a camera crew installed a 24-hour surveillance system that we can view from anywhere in the world via VPN. There was also an armed security guard put in place. Several police cars escorted the moving trucks. They reached Brea around 10:30 am.

Thomas was ready to receive them. They started planting all vegetation as close as possible to the original position. I drove to the secret site, it was not far away, maybe 15 Kilometers. A tall wall surrounded the entire building, approximately 3 meters high. I could see the security cameras every 15 meters. There was an on-site guard checking whether I was on the list of authorized individuals to enter. I showed my security ID card, and he let me in, giving me directions to the growing site on building “S.” I arrived and joined Thomas.

The greenhouse we selected had dark glass at the bottom and a regular clear glass ceiling. It was a perfect environment for controlling the water and temperature. This greenhouse also features a removable rooftop for shading, protecting the plants from excessive sunlight. The working crew did an exceptional job. It appears that the
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