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Chapter	1
HAWAII	–	2020

Mac	Tanner	was	an	enigma.	Alternating	between	a	clever,	spoiled,	almost
nine-year-old	charmer,	and	a	quiet,	spiritual,	eager	to	learn	mini	adult;	he	had
somehow	wrapped	a	couple	of	high	achievement	replacement	parents	around
his	 stubby	 fingers	 and	 kept	 everything	 interesting	 at	 the	Estate	 in	Diamond
Head.	Even	the	aloof	and	often	spiritually	engaged,	Kahuna	Max,	had	fallen
under	the	spell	of	the	young	aborigine,	who,	as	a	child,	had	survived	a	FEMA
cannon	attack	at	Christmas	Island.	Makaewalani	was	more	than	a	mother	for
the	little	man.	She	was	his	savior	and	protector.	Mac	had	decided	Ho	Tanner
was	his	idol	and	tried	to	emulate	every	idiosyncrasy	he	observed.	He	ate	the
same,	talked	the	same,	even	slept	the	same	but	his	pastime,	after	gaming	and
social	media,	was	learning	from	and	tormenting	My	Max	Man.

They	had	all	grown	emotionally	because	of	the	love	of	this	little	boy.	His
infectious	humor	and	copycat	tendencies	were	endless	entertainment	and	a	lot
of	 work.	 Staying	 ahead	 of	 him	 and	 planning	 the	 next	 conquest	 was	 a
challenge	 and	 the	 cleanup	 and	 reset,	 after	 most	 “learning	 experiences”,
occupied	 considerable	 time;	 but,	 basically,	 Ho	 and	 Lonnie	 adored	 the	 little
monster.	 He	 was	 a	 bit	 of	 an	 electronics	 enthusiast.	 Virtual	 reality,	 smart
phones,	 iPads	and	video	games	were	 things	on	which	he	 loved	 to	spend	his
time.	He	always	had	 to	be	pried	 away,	or	 threatened	with	 losing	 something
else	 he	 valued	 more,	 like	 eating,	 or	 going	 with	 Papa	 Ho.	 Besides	 his	 ear
phones	 and	 any	 kind	 of	 e-device,	 Mac	 Tanner	 obsessed	 about	 the	 little
colorful	 rock	 thing	 his	 mom	 called	 a	Mer-ka-ba.	 Whenever	 he	 could,	 he
would	 sneak	 into	 the	 big	 conference	 room	 to	watch	 the	 triangular	 shape	 of
sacred	stones.	The	stones	and	 the	connecting	gold	edges	of	 the	pyramids	 lit
the	little	boy’s	curiosity.	Mac	had	a	mind	that	had	to	see	how	things	worked,
even	though	his	parents	had	put	that	room	off	limits	to	him.	Seeing	the	black
stone	tied	into	a	strip	of	rawhide,	was	fascinating	to	him.	He	knew	it	was	Papa
Ho’s	 rock	 hanging	 by	 the	 Mer-ka-ba	 and	 he	 would	 get	 into	 trouble	 for
touching	it	but	he	couldn’t	resist	putting	it	around	his	neck.	He	just	wanted	to
be	like	Dad	for	a	little	while.	He	forgot	to	put	it	back,	when	Papa	Ho	yelled.

“Hey,	Mac.	Time	for	exercise.	You	gotta	grow	strong	and	agile.”	Neither
of	 them	 ever	missed	 exercise.	 Hurrying	 down	 the	 big	 circular	 stairs	 to	 the
gym	 and	 pool	 deck,	 he	was	 eager	 to	 get	 strong.	He	was	 always	 pressed	 to
work	on	his	body	as	well	as	his	mind.

The	small	millennial	family	had	left	Christmas	Island	in	a	hurry	and	never
gone	back.	The	idea	that	someone	was	looking	for	little	Mac	never	occurred



to	them.	He	was	an	abandoned	child,	saved	from	starvation	or	worse,	by	the
sharp	eyes	of	Makaewalani;	 at	 the	worst	possible	 time	 in	 the	assault	on	 the
vile	vortices.	Almost	losing	‘Lonnie’,	his	name	for	his	wife,	when	she	had	run
to	rescue	the	little	boy,	Mac,	had	brought	the	feelings	Ho	had	kept	on	the	back
burner	 to	a	sudden	and	boiling	realization	 that	making	her	Mrs.	Tanner	was
the	only	thing	he	really	needed.	In	a	way,	he	silently	thanked	the	little	boy	for
being	 the	 catalyst	 that	 brought	 them	 to	 the	 altar	 and	 kept	 them	 tight	 as	 a
family.	Mac	ruled	them	all.

Ho	was	lying	on	his	back,	next	 to	Lonnie,	Mac	in	 the	middle;	doing	the
Wall.	Ho	was	calling	on	speaker	phone	to	Jade	and	Moose,	the	partners	who
were	attempting	to	clean	up	the	mineral	over	loaded	areas	in	the	Bahamas	and
the	 Marshalls.	 They	 were	 used	 to	 Ho	 doing	 three	 things	 at	 once—today’s
three	were	planning	company	stuff,	bonding	with	family	and	exercising.	The
Wall	was	a	series	of	20	rep	leg	and	ab	motions	that,	theoretically,	would	not
make	a	big	butt.

So,	with	four	long	bronzed	legs	and	two	short	stubby	brown	legs,	lined	up
against	the	workout	room	wall,	the	reps	began.	They	started	with	‘windshield
wiper’,	then	the	‘one	legged	bridge’	and	had	worked	their	way	to	the	‘hip	up
hiking’.	With	shoulders	on	the	floor,	and	hips	suspended	upward,	they	walked
five	 short	 steps	 up,	 held	 for	 a	 five	 count,	 and	 then	 retraced	 the	 steps	 back
down.	While	he	exercised,	Ho	got	in	a	few	business	calls.

“So,	plan	on	a	cruise	to	the	South	Pacific	next	week	starting	from	Oahu,
Sunday.	Are	you	guys	nearly	done,	Moose?”	Ho	chatted.

“Harvard	University	has	been	leasing	to	us	their	submersible	diving	unit,
ALVIN.	 The	 magnesium	 ore	 is	 recovered.	 The	 Regents	 will	 tear	 up	 the
ALVIN	 bill	 if	 they	 get	 proceeds	 from	 the	minerals.	 Can	MJD	 acquiesce	 to
those	terms?”	asked	Moose.

Ho	answered	between	puffs	of	exertion.	“Well,	it	is	ours.	We	found	it	and
dredged	it	up.	They	can	sell	it	for	free	lease	and	the	tax	credit	for	donating	to
Harvard.	Is	that	cool?”

“The	Deans	will	be	overjoyed.”

“Did	 you	 go	 down	 in	 the	 ALVIN,	 Moose?	 Seems	 as	 if	 that	 would	 be
really	neat.”	Ho	grunted,	amiably.

“Six	 shipwrecks,	 basically	 piled	 on	 top	 of	 each	 other.	 Incredible
experience	but	terrifying.	I	worried	the	vile	vortices	could	reactivate,”	Moose
admitted

Ho	agreed.	“Doctor	Drummond;	you	have	figured	out	where	to	stick	the
thermometer	to	cure	a	sick	world.”	Ho	snickered,	teasing.



“Good	 call.	 That	 trench	 is	 like	 the	 planet’s	 anus,”	 responded	 Moose,
chuckling.	 “Ho,	 you	 sound	 like	 a	 train	 climbing	 the	 Rockies,	 you	 can’t	 be
actually	working?”

“Workin’	out,”	chimed	in	Mac	but	the	call	had	ended	abruptly.	Ho	pulled	a
face	at	Moose’s	wise	crack.	The	family	of	three	were	half	way	through	‘hips’;
little	Mac’s	next	to	favorite.	Ho	hit	‘Contacts’	then	‘Jade’.

“Well,	the	top	dog	himself,”	Jade’s	voice	came	over	speaker.

“We’re	voting	you	and	Chloe	off	the	island.	In	a	week	you	need	to	be	in
Hawaii	for	the	MJD	Business	cruise.”

“Ten	minutes	of	business	and	a	week	of	goofing	off,	heard	about	it.”

“How	is	the	Lithium	recovery,	Jade?”

“Dangerous	business,	we	have	been	inside	the	Runit,	the	Concrete	Dome
at	 Eniwetok	 is	 clean.”	 Jade	 announced,	 proudly.	 “Granpasan	 told	 me,	 just
before	he	died,	he	was	glad	he	didn’t	drop	you	off	his	office	building.	You
turned	 out	 to	 be	 a	 friend.”	 Tanaka	 Enterprise	 had	 assisted	 in	 new	 electric
discoveries	 and	 had	 retro	 fit	 most	 of	 their	 huge	 country	 and	 its	 industrial
boom	with	MJD	product	and	tech.	North	Korea	never	would,	unless	someone
could	change	their	government.

“WWII	was	not	our	battle,”	Ho	agreed.

Makaewalani	chimed	 in,	“Hey,	 it	was	me	who	knocked	some	sense	 into
Mr.	Tanaka.”

Jade	 laughed.	 “You	 scared	him	pretty	good,	MK.	Uh…is	 there	 a	 reason
you	guys	are	breathing	 like	 that?	Do	you	need	me	 to	hang	up?”	He	 tried	 to
sound	uncomfortable,	he	usually	tried	for	innuendo.

Mac	piped	up,	“Gross,	Uncle	Jade,	it’s	the	Ninja	Hippie,	‘cuz	we	exercise
hips.”

Jade’s	 reply	was	with	 a	 snort	 and	 a	mocking	 comment,	 “Humph…ninja
hippie?	See	you	goof-offs	in	port,”	as	the	call	ended.

“Mom,	 teach	 me	 an	 awesome	MMA	move	 so	 I	 can	 throw	 Uncle	 Jade
across	 the	 room,	we	always	pretend	 fight	 ‘an	 I	wanna	surprise	him,”	 teased
stubby	Mac	Tanner.

“Mom	 knows	 better	 than	 to	 tangle	 with	 him.	 He	 is	 reeeeal	 good,”
wheezed	Makaewalani.	“First,	you	gotta	get	strong.”

Mac	 really	 grunted	 and	 tried	 harder	 to	 ‘hip	 hike’.	He	wanted	 to	 be	 like
Uncle	Jade,	a	ninja.



CHAPTER	2
The	Kahuna,	Max,	had	 just	keyed	 in	 the	code	 to	 the	estate	gate	pad.	As	he
drove	 through,	 a	 glance	 in	 his	mirror	 revealed	 three	 black	 vehicles	 rushing
through	 the	 slowly	closing	security	gate.	Alarmed,	he	 stopped,	blocking	 the
narrow	palm	lined	road	up	to	the	house.	Standing	in	the	roadway,	intending	to
demand	 a	 reason	 for	 the	 hasty	 entrance	 on	 his	 gate,	 he	was	 surprised	 by	 a
speaker	blaring	from	the	lead	van,	now	flashing	blue	and	red	strobe	lights.

“We	 are	 Federal	 agents.	 Stand	 where	 you	 are	 and	 make	 no	 sudden
movement.	Show	us	your	hands.”

A	 pang	 of	 fear	 sliced	 through	Max	 but	 only	 for	 a	 second.	 His	 trained
emotions	 and	 peaceful	 nature	 obeyed	 serenely.	Three	 officers	 from	 the	 first
car	and	an	official	from	the	second	van	emerged.	Frisking	him,	they	led	him
to	the	second	van.

“Am	I	under	arrest,	gentlemen?”	Max	asked,	meekly.

The	officer	 in	charge	answered	coldly.	“We	are	serving	a	warrant	on	the
occupants	of	 this	address.	You	are	hindering	a	police	action.	Sit	 in	 the	 third
van	and	wait.”

“Then	you	retain	me	against	my	will.	I	have	done	nothing	wrong	and	this
is	tantamount	to	arrest,	sir,”	protested	the	Kahuna.

“This	is	for	your	safety.	Now,	get—in—the	car,”	the	officious	policeman
ordered.	Kahuna	Max	knew	resisting	could	be	fatal	and	he	also	knew	Ho	and
his	 wife	 were	 likely	 to	 resist,	 violently,	 any	 intrusion	 into	 their	 home.
Inwardly,	he	almost	felt	sorry	for	the	cavalcade	of	Federal	agents	in	the	black
caravan.

ORAIBI

The	magical	evening	was	disturbed	by	 Irene’s	mobile	phone.	Ever	since
she	 acquired	 that	 Droid,	 the	 illusion	 of	 being	 part	 of	 nature	 is	 regularly
shattered,	thought	Smokey.	It	was	usually	one	of	their	many	church	friends	or
his	 business	 associates	 or	 the	 Tribal	 Council—always	 someone	 wanting
something.	This	time	it	 turned	out	to	be	Ho	Tanner.	He	seldom	called	them.
Probably	thinks	we	are	out	of	service	on	the	Res,	was	the	step	Dad’s	personal
conclusion.	 Communication	 from	 the	 Hawaiian	 couple	 was	 lean.	 Renie
squealed,	at	least	that	is	how	Smokey	would	embellish	it	in	the	telling.

“You	 want	 us	 to	 what?”	 asked	 Renie.	 Smokey	 was	 eavesdropping,
nonchalantly	 studying	 his	 beer	 can.	 She	 followed	 her	 question	with,	 “Well,
let’s	run	it	by	Joseph.”	She	hit	the	speaker	button.



“Who	 the	 hell	 is	 Joseph,	Mom?”	 came	 over	 the	 smart	 phone.	 “Do	 you
mean	Smokey?”

“Yes,	dear,	you	know	who	I	mean.	We	try	 to	downplay	your…uh…title.
He	 is	 kicking	 that	 disgusting	 habit.”	 	 Smokey	 Joe	 rolled	 his	 eyes	 and	 an
involuntary	 groan	 escaped	 his	 compressed	 lips.	 It	was	 true,	 all	 of	 it.	 Renie
was	trying	to	cure	him	from	tobacco	and	from	peyote.	She’d	kept	telling	him
it	was	 for	his	health	but	he	knew	 it	was	LDS	pressure,	more	mood	altering
than	LSD	or	peyote,	he	thought,	resignedly.

“Mom,	 practice	 changing	Hack’s	 kids	 and	Mac,	 if	 you	must,	 but	 could
you	 leave	 poor	 old	 Smokey	 the	 way	 he	 is?”	 A	 chuckle,	 and	 a	 muttered
“damn”,	 is	heard.	“Anyway,	 the	managers	of	MJD	Magnetics	are	requested,
next	week,	 in	 lieu	of	 the	Estate	board	meeting,	 to	 join	a	 leisure	cruise	 from
Honolulu	to	New	Zealand.”

“What	 do	 you	 think,	 honey,	 can	 we	 go?”	 Renie’s	 eyes	 were	 shining,
hoping	for	an	affirmative	answer.	Smokey	Joe	just	took	the	phone.

“Damn	 kachabas,”	 growled	 Smokey,	 more	 for	 macho	 effect	 than	 any
other	 reason.	 The	 matriarchal	 culture	 that	 governed	 Native	 Americans
domestic	behavior	sometimes	made	the	men	act	this	way.	“Ho,	do	you	really
think	 the	 South	 Pacific	 is	 something	we	 need?	 	We	 both	 been	 there…done
that.”

Ho	could	be	heard	laughing	over	 the	phone.	“…had	all	 the	paradise	you
can	handle,	huh?	The	big	difference	is	you	will	have	all	of	us	along,	instead	of
just	putting	up	with	each	other.	And	a	bigger	difference,	you	get	to	go	home
when	you	want.”

Smokey	 still	 wasn’t	 buying;	 stayin’	 home	 was	 preferable	 to	 trusting	 a
‘goin’	home’	promise.	They	heard	a	macaw’s	loud	squawk	over	the	mobile.

“Vice	 President	 Ambrose	 just	 consulted	 the	 by-laws,”	 Ho	 announced,
“and	 reports	 that	 you	 are	 both	 required,	 by	 statute,	 to	 attend.	 Meeting	 is
mandatory;	whether	you	guys	have	fun	is	elective.”

Smokey	had	to	grin,	a	self-defeating	gesture,	that	hawk-eyed	Irene	noted
with	a	sense	of	victory.	They	both	missed	the	crazy	son,	Mahonri	Tanner,	and
the	crazier	bird…heck,	the	whole	crazy	company.

“So	I	am	booking	a	balcony	suite	for	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Joooooesef,”	Smokey
groaned	again,	sagging	further	into	the	swing	cushions.	This	name	cleansing
was	not	going	to	be	easy.	Ho	continued	in	a	businesslike	manner,	“They	will
email	 you	 confirmation.	 You	 do	 have	 an	 email	 address,	 don’t	 you?”	 Ho
snickered.



“smokesignal@gmail.com,”

“No	js	or	os?”

“Mahonri,	 stop	 teasing.	 What	 is	 wrong	 with	 Joseph?”	 Irene	 chastised,
gently.

“Well,	I	don’t	know,	Mom,	you’ve	been	living	with	him	for	a	few	years.”

“Stop	it,	son.”

“Most	 women	 can	 figure	 out	 what	 is	 wrong	 with	 their	 husband	 in	 a
coupla’	weeks.”

Renie	made	a	mad	sound	that	sounded	akin	to	an	exasperated	growl.

“Really	 Smokey,	 I	 get	 you,”	 Ho	 admitted	 seriously.	 “I	 miss	 the	 high
desert.”

“It’s	called	roots.”

“I	miss	the	Rez	but	roots	can	happen	in	Hawaii,”	defended	Ho.

Smokey	 grunted	 a	 sound	 that	 might	 have	 been	 “Humph,	 Roots	 on	 a
volcano	ain’t	roots.”

“But	what	I	miss	the	most	is	I	seriously	miss	you…uh…Dad.	Make	him
come,	Mom.	See	you	next	week,	guys.	Bye.”

The	ding-ding	sound	of	a	mobile	hang	up	was	loud	in	the	soft	air.	Smokey
stared	at	a	distant	cliff,	trying	to	inject	an	aura	of	indifference	to	the	aftermath
of	the	communication.

“That	was	touching,	Joseph.	Do	you	know	how	hard	those	words	were	for
him?”	Renie	said,	softly.

Smokey	Joe	nodded,	grunted	for	effect,	being	careful	to	not	let	her	see	any
emotion	on	his	face	or	in	his	eyes,	but	his	heart	was…well;	Ho	had	called	him
Dad	and	he	liked	it.	He	guessed	they	had	to	go	cruisin’	but	only	because	of
MJD	obligations.	Damn	Kachabas.



CHAPTER	3
HAWAII	ESTATE

It	 had	 been	 a	 normal	morning…twenty	 repetitions	 of	 arm	 and	 shoulder
conditioning,	doing	pushups	with	toes	against	the	wall	and	standing	on	their
heads,	had	just	been	completed.

“What	 is	 that	 exercise	 called,	 Conqueror	 of	 the	 Islands?”	 Ho	wheezed,
rubbing	 his	 sore	 shoulders	 and	 biceps.	 Mac	 always	 smiled	 when	 Papa	 Ho
called	him	that.

“I	call	it	‘lookmanofeets’,”	Mac	answered,	with	an	impish	grin.

Swarming	 SWAT	 police	 crashed	 through	 a	 plate	 glass	wall	 overlooking
the	 infinity	pool	and	 the	ocean	beyond,	detonated	a	 flash	bang	grenade	and
poured	 down	 the	 curved	 stair	 to	 the	 walk	 out	 gym	 room,	 almost
simultaneously.	 “Freeze…All	 of	 you.”	 shouted	 the	 burly	 quasi-military
officer.	There	were	at	 least	six	automatic	weapons	pointing	straight	at	 them.
“Down	on	the	floor,	now.”

Ho,	overcoming	the	initial	shock	of	the	invasion,	did	what	Ho	usually	and
instinctively	does.	“We	are	already	on	the	floor,	dumbass.”

Makaewalani	 was	 right	 behind	 him	 with	 her	 retort,	 “Umm…did	 you
notice	 that	 we	 have	 a	 doorbell	 and	 an	 intercom	 on	 the	 porch?”	 	 She	 was
barely	controlling	her	fear	and	fury,	in	that	order.	“Wrong	house	again,	guys?”

“GPS	malfunction?”	queried	Ho,	snarkily.

“I	 work	 for	 Five-O.	 Osunolo,”	 added	Makaewalani,	 “My	 ID	 is	 in	 that
bag.”

“They	have	a	warrant	for	both	of	you,”	the	leader	stated.

“Oh,	 good,	 you	 brought	 some	 paper.	 I’ll	 write	 the	 bill	 on	 the	 back,”
growled	Ho.

A	 government	 official	 wearing	 a	 Kevlar	 vest	 on	 top	 of	 his	 expensive
Armani	three-piece	suit	walked	up	to	Ho,	waving	a	stapled	stack	of	paper.	He
had	 large,	 goofy	 looking	 front	 teeth,	 gleaming	 in	 a	 triumphant	 grin	 as	 he
announced.	 “You	 ‘ave	 an	 unauthoroized	 citizen	 of	Austroilya	 in	 this	 ‘ouse.
Oiee	assume	this	boy	is	‘ee.”

The	 hard-ass	 Five-O	 cop	 stated,	 officiously,	 “You	 are	 under	 arrest	 for
abduction,	 kidnapping	 and	 minor	 trafficking	 of	 an	 original	 aborigine	 from



their	continent,	unless	you	can	immediately	produce	adoption	papers	for	this
minor	child.”

“The	adoption	is	in	process,	we	have	an	application,”	protested	MK.

“We	 awe	 taiking	 custody	 of	 this	 illegal	 aylien,”	 continued	 the	 foreign
agent,	coldly	cutting	off	Makaewalani’s	explanation.

Ho	had	never	heard	the	sound	that	involuntarily	escaped	his	wife’s	lips.	It
was	 a	moan	 that	 elevated	 into	 a	 scream.	 “No,	 no,	 he’s	mine.	 The	 universe
brought	that	boy	to	me.	If	you	touch	Mac,	I	will	kill	you,	mister.”

Ho	muttered	lowly,	“Let	it	go,	Lonnie…by	the	book,	babe.”

She	 didn’t	 have	 to	 kill	 anyone,	 because	 two	 seconds	 later	 she	 was
writhing	 beside	 Ho,	 prostrate	 and	 helpless.	 They	 were	 shot	 simultaneously
with	Tasers	by	the	Federal	agents.	The	only	Five-O	officer	with	them	leaned
over	Makaewalani.

“Ms.	Osunolo.	You	verbally	assaulted	Federal	agents.	You	did	threaten	to
kill	them,	stay	cool.”

Mac,	lying	terrified	between	them,	could	remember	even	the	smell	of	the
cop’s	 aftershave	 as	 he	 bent	 low,	 cuffing	 them,	 and	 whispered	 “Sorry	 we
couldn’t	 warn	 you,	 you	 know	 how	 anal	 feds	 are	 and	 this	 warrant	 is
international.”



CHAPTER	4
PROVO,	UTAH

Hack	Jensen,	only	addressed	as	Lucas	by	his	wife	and	their	families,	was
managing	 the	 Board	 of	 Directors	 of	 MJD	Magnetic.	 Even	 though	 Ho	 had
convinced	 everyone	 he,	 Mahonri	 Tanner,	 was	 the	 CEO,	 along	 with	 a	 lazy
damn,	 darn,	 obnoxious	 pet	 bird,	 most	 company	 people	 knew	 the	 Jensen’s
were	 the	 glue	 that	 held	 it	 together.	 That	 was	 an	 irony,	 pouted	 Hack,	 the
Jensen’s	were	actually	 the	magnetic	 force	 keeping	Smokey,	Ho,	Moose,	 and
Jade,	in	a	sensible	and	profitable	orbit.

Ho	 Tanner	 and	 his	 family	 had	 really	 absorbed	 the	 Hawaiian	 lifestyle.
They	had	the	Kahuna	and	were	always	doing	things	with	him—had	actually
kind	of	stolen	him	from	Hack	and	Katrina.	They	were	still	making	discoveries
about	 the	Mer-ka-ba	 and	 its	 incredible	performance	ability.	They	meditated,
hung	out	with	the	Kahuna	and	studied	New	Age	things,	and	doted	on	the	cute
aborigine	child	they	had	rescued.	He	absolutely	ruled	the	Hawaiians.

According	 to	 his	 wife,	 not	 enough	mention	 was	made	 of	 Katrina	 these
days,	 showing	 the	 faith	and	pioneer	 trust	 to	employ	 the	design	and	actually
work	 the	Mer-ka-ba.	Well,	 the	Kahuna	had	helped	her	with	her	 confidence.
She	hated	anyone	 intimating	he	had	shown	her	what	Faith	and	Works	could
actually	accomplish.	They	had	saved	the	potential	catastrophe	of	attacking	the
vile	vortices,	from	a	huge	and	life	ending	adventure.	Now	the	company	was	a
leader	 in	 investigating	 wave	 function.	 Incredible	 advances	 in	 telepathy,
gravity	disruption	and	molecular	displacement	were	being	invented.	The	new
high-tech	 industry	 was	 similar	 to	 the	 Silicon	 Valley	 Revolution	 when
computer	chips	had	changed	the	world.	The	Mariachi	Miracle	changed	it	even
more	and	challenged	accepted	physics.

The	Jensen’s	were	a	typical	Utah	Mormon	family,	with	2.5	kids	(three	for
him,	he	was	above	average),	absorbed	 into	 the	LDS	Church	 routine	and	 the
Provo	 social	 and	 sports	whirl.	 It	 was	 the	 perfect	 life	Hack	 had	 envisioned,
pursued	and	discovered.	He	was	wondering	why	he	felt	so	unfulfilled.	He	had
everything	but	was	a	little	restless,	actually	he	was	bored.	His	turbo	charged,
eight	 cylinders,	 high	octane	 life,	 since	his	mission	 return,	 had	 settled	 into	 a
muffler	 silenced	 lawn	 mower.	 Probably	 just	 the	 ‘grass	 is	 always	 greener,
across	the	fence’	thing,	he	decided.	He	had	it	better	than	Smokey	and	“Aunt”
Irene.	 They	 lived	 in	 a	 mud	 hut,	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 Hopi	 and	 Navajo
Reservation;	never	did	anything,	but	they	were	happy.



Hack	was	relaxing	in	the	county	library,	being	frustrated,	and	waiting	for
Katrina’s	list	of	“Do	Today—	Don’t	Delay”	items	to	make	it	onto	the	“Maybe
Mañana	List”.	Usually	he	brought	his	laptop,	or	something	to	read.	Today,	he
was	browsing	through	a	magazine,	and	came	across	an	article	titled	The	Lost
Science—A	study	of	Ancient	Technology.	It	progressively	awakened	curiosity
then	 intrigued	 his	 intellect	 and	 ultimately	 exploded	 into	 inspiration.	 The
writer	 had	 drawn	 a	 perfect	 parallel	 between	 the	 Constellation	 Orion,	 the
distances	 between	 its	 stars	 and	 the	 apparent	 similarity	 with	 several	 of	 the
earth’s	manmade	structures.



This	writer	was	working	the	same	hypothesis	he	and	Ho	had	discovered	in	a
Motel	 Six,	 seven	 years	 before.	 He	 claimed	 they	 were	 built	 as	 energy
producing	 facilities,	 which	 could	 defeat	 gravity	 and	 enable	 instant
intercontinental	 travel,	 maybe	 even	 inter-galactic.	 The	 system	 used	 the
pyramid	design	 to	 transform,	or	boost	power,	kind	of	as	 the	current	electric
grid	but	with	built	in,	natural	energy	corridors	similar	to	Ley	Lines.	Dynomite
(Lucas’	last	nick	name)	and	Ho	had	located	seven	human	installed	generators,
matching	a	cosmic	magnetic	force,	the	Ursa	Major	layout,	in	Western	United
States	 and	 Central	 Mexico.	 The	 changes	 around	 the	 world	 had	 been
phenomenal.

This	 article,	 and	 its	 ideas,	 caused	 his	 involuntary,	 ubiquitous	 ‘fingers
touching	the	forehead	gesture’,	which	Hack	always	used	to	summon	supreme
intellectual	 concentration.	 He	 shifted	 in	 his	 chair,	 smiled	 an	 excited	 Hack
smile,	got	a	 little	more	comfortable	and	started	to	read	the	fascinating	essay
again.	 If	 a	 big,	 black	 boxing	 glove	 had	 hit	 him	 in	 the	 face	 right	 then,	 he
couldn’t	have	been	any	more	startled	than	the	words	in	front	of	his	eyes.		

“Orion,	 the	 constellation,	 shares	 a	 symbiotic	 energy	 and	magnetic	 force
with	Old	Town	Oraibi	at	Second	Mesa	in	Northern	Arizona,	the	place	many
historians	reluctantly	agree	could	be	the	origin	of	human	life	forms.	The	Hopi
legends	 of	 a	 sipapu	 and	 the	 earliest	 American	 habitants	 emerging	 from
underground,	 have	 gained	 immense	 traction	 in	 anthropological	 discussions.
The	Three	Mesas,	 rising	above	 the	Hopi	Villages,	are	 replica	dimensions	 to
the	belt	of	Orion.	This	spatial	design	 is	 repeated	at	Gisa,	at	Mexico	City,	at
the	 three	 pyramids	 in	 Xi’an,	 China,	 and	 many	 other	 locations	 around	 the
globe.	 The	 similarities	 in	 several	 isolated	 and	 distinct	 cultures	 defy	 any
chance	 of	 co-incidence	 or	 serendipity.	 All	 of	 them	 were	 copied	 from	 the
first….Oraibi.	 PERHAPS	 THE	 THREE	 MESAS	 ARE	 ANCIENT
PYRAMIDS	 COVERED	 BY	 AGES	 OF	 SILT	 AND	 SUBSEQUENT
EROSION.”

The	spatial	relationship	of	“The	Belt”	also	appears	in	the	placing	of	these
sets	of	pyramids	around	the	globe.	As	the	illustration	shows,	the	layout	from
Mexico	City	 to	Cairo	 and	 then	 on	 to	Middle	China	 is	 a	 parallel,	 obviously
much	larger,	but	still	the	same	distance	relationship	to	each	other	as	the	three
famous	 Pyramids	 at	 Giza.	 This	 relationship	 is	 a	 basic	 design	 which
incorporates	 the	 Fibonacci	 sequence.	 Ironically,	 many	 places	 on	 the	 earth
have	this	layout.	Even	the	footprints	of	the	Twin	Towers,	and	the	Building	#7
involved	 in	 the	 9-11	 terrorist	 attack	 at	New	York,	 had,	 either	 by	 design,	 or
coincidence,	 the	 same	 replica	 distance	 between	 them.	 The	many	 times	 this
design	 has	 been	 employed	 throughout	 history	 cannot	 be	 coincidence.	 This
design	of	 three	obviously	has	been	 intentionally	used	by	builders	since	man



first	recorded	his	activity.	And	the	most	amazing,	and	significant	fact,	is	that
they	all	mirror	the	stars	we	see	in	the	middle	of	the	Constellation	Orion.	

Luke’s	two	fingers	were	making	dents	in	the	temples	of	his	cranium.	This
deal	had	to	be	researched.	He	signed	out	the	book,	over	the	librarian’s	ardent
advice	 he	 should	 just	 read	 it	 there.	 His	 lost	 book	 bill	 was	 the	 highest	 in
northern	Utah.
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