PROLOGUE


It was a little after midnight.  Outside the Monahan residence, the dark streets were quiet except for the occasional dog barking or car driving by.  Earlier toward mid afternoon and into the night a gusty thunderstorm had swept through the area, causing branches to crash to the ground.  During the intermittent outages and heavy rains, the four-unit family had a good bonding time.  They had enjoyed lighting candles, drinking hot cocoa and playing board games.  Now the rain beat softly at the windows as the wind pushed the storm further west.  Alex and Mona had just gone to bed.  Their son George was working on his homework, while in the next room, his younger sister was tucked in her crib hours earlier, sleeping peacefully.  


The patter of rain on the roof worked against the concentration George was trying to apply to his French assignment.  Lulled into complacency by the rain and the subject, George decided to finish his assignment the next day.  Dozing off, George heard a noise.  He thought he dreamt it.  Suddenly he jerked up hearing it again.  He sat on his bed listening.  There it was again coming from the next room.  He thought it was the cat trying to get out of his sister’s room.  He thought about letting the cat, Esquire the Third, out before it woke his sister.  The cat on occasion would sneak into her room and sleep under her crib.  He knew their feline wouldn’t harm the sleeping baby.  The next thing he heard was his sister crying.  He sat up and turned on his lamp, but there was no power.  There must have been a power outage.  Angry at the cat and himself, he quickly donned his robe, pulled out a flashlight and went to check on his sister.  As he entered the dark hall he switched on his flashlight.  As he quietly opened her door he had a strange feeling, as if he were in a surreal nightmare.  His adrenaline came with a rush as he noticed his sister’s crib was empty.  In the same moment his peripheral vision caught a dark movement at the window as a shadow blocked out the dim light of the street lamp.  He finally connected the empty crib with the dark figure.  Lunging towards the window he grabbed out at the intruder.  Entangling his fingers around something on the kidnapper’s neck, George felt it break lose – and then the dark figure was gone.  “George wake up, George!”  He awoke suddenly–his secretary gently shaking his shoulder.  His heart was racing and he was cool with sweat.  He was shaken with the memory.  The last thing that George remembered was his mother crying at the loss of her baby.  He knew he was in his office, but he still felt that he was caught between the dream world and reality.  

His secretary said, “Are you alright?”  


George pushed himself up from his black leather couch rubbing his blue-green eyes, which were blood shot at the moment, and he then massaged his temples with his thumbs; his head throbbed.  He usually had headaches after the dream in which he tried to save his sister.  He moaned as a headache began to set in.  He stretched his arms over his head and gave her a weak smile, “Yeah, I’m okay Martha.”  


“You told me to wake you when that call came in.”


Martha was an African-American with a light complexion.  She looked younger than her mid-thirties and belayed the few extra pounds she carried with a proud posture and quick, efficient movements.  She had aptly organized the office over the past five years and George considered her irreplaceable.  Still trying to shake the oppressive mood the dream had left, George said, “Tell Howard I’ll be with him in a few minutes.”


After she had left his office, George stood up and grasped the charm around his neck.  This was the same charm that the kidnapper had worn the night his sister was taken away some twenty years ago.  George had found it a couple days later in the bushes beneath the window and remembered that he had seized something of the intruder’s.  It was flat, platinum in color, and similar in size and shape to a half-dollar.  There was an unusual design on the charm - a pair of meticulously etched wings.  He remembered that night so vividly.  It was October 13th, the year 2000.     


George walked across the light brown carpet to his desk and turned on the computer to the Web News.  He heard a woman commentator, “…the ground breaking ceremony of the new Capitol Building and White House has been rescheduled due to threats of terrorism…” Not caring, he looked at his desk and smiled.  He had always wanted a large, expensive, mahogany desk, and this one was just exactly what he had imagined.  As he picked up the phone he reached for an old picture with all of them together, one of the only surviving pictures with the whole family.  

George asked his Aussie agent, “Did you catch him?”


“Oh, it was easy, mate.  I caught up to the bloke at a shonky hotel on the West Side.  Must have really hit the Turps, if you know what I mean, mate.  Found him almost buried under a slab of beer cans.”  George could hear Howard chuckling to himself on the other end.  “Nope.  No trouble at all.”


“You did well Howard,” George said, “Why don’t you take a few days off.  I’ll see you on Monday.”


George Monahan combed his fingers through his short, jet-black hair.  He walked around his desk and reached for a glass from the cabinet and filled it with spring water from the bar.  He rarely drank alcohol, but kept it on hand for his clientele that did.  Thinking that he had not been to the club to work out for over a week, George decided that he was too tired to exercise and could put it off for another day.  After all, he had never had to work hard to maintain his five foot, seven, 165-pound frame.  

His office was approximately thirty feet square with maple paneling covering the lower half of three of the walls, with the fourth consisting of two frosted glass panels flanking a frosted glass door, that led to the reception area.  Above the bar was a picture featuring a colorful, blocky fish by a well-known Australian artist, Leonard French.  George liked the simple, abstract style of French and had two limited edition prints by the same artist.  As he looked at the print, he got an idea.  Thinking it over, he walked to the window behind his desk and drew back the vertical blinds.  He gazed down ten floors to see the rush hour traffic of downtown Brisbane.  The sun was just starting to change color down near the horizon and he imagined himself fishing off his sailing yacht in a nice quiet cove.  

Winston Brady had an overwhelming desire to see the Outback.  He was just a young kid right out of college, an American always looking for adventure.  Well, he had to finish up his schooling in Australia because three years ago in Los Angeles they shut down the University because of gangs and rioters who forced many citizens from the area.  His father, a renowned movie director, had given him money and shipped his son to Australia.  Winston was eighteen at the time.  In college he majored in the creative arts, with hopes of following his father’s foot steps.  Someone had just given him a job on the East Coast of Australia, as an intern director’s assistant’s, assistant.  He was given two weeks to get to his assignment, so he decided to drive from Perth to the state of Queensland.  

He had been on one of the main dirt roads for four days traveling east, to a city called, Surfers Paradise on the Gold Coast.  He was ready for some surfing or perhaps some snorkeling in The Great Barrier Reef.  Somehow during the night he had gone off course and was heading in a northerly direction instead of due east.  When he saw a sign “Entering Marla” and a mountain in the background, he knew he wasn’t on his way towards Adelaide, so he decided to check the map.  He found out that he was in the State of South Australia heading to the Northern Territory.  The mountain he saw was Mount Woodroffe; it was the highest point on his map, 4,724 feet above sea level.  As he turned around in his newly purchased Hum-V, to head back south, something in the distance caught his eye, it sparkled out into the desert.  He thought it was nothing but a mirage, his mind was playing tricks on him.  Starting back and looking where he saw the inquisitive glitter—it was real, not his imagination.  His curiosity got the best of him and he turned off the main road.  He traveled a couple of miles on this road and as he was admiring the beauty of the desert—suddenly he slammed on the brakes.  When the dust cleared he looked out his side window and saw a kangaroo hopping by.  Being curious he pulled off the road and parked next to a eucalyptus tree.  There was an old rustic house standing there.  It didn’t look like there was anybody home.  

From a distance the object looked like a diamond in the rough.  He reached in the back seat and grabbed his binoculars.  To him it looked like some city under a dome.  Scientists perhaps?  He couldn’t really tell.  But, it seemed serious and mysterious.  

There was something odd about the tree that was near his vehicle.  A strange hollowed noise came emanating behind the eucalyptus tree.  It sounded as if someone was playing a woodwind instrument.  He remembered that same noise.  While Winston was waiting for the final paperwork at the Hum-V dealership, he decided to take a walk.  He heard an unusual noise from across the street.  An aboriginal man was playing on a long wooden tube instrument of some kind.  Winston asked the man what it was.  The musician told him the instrument was called a didgeridoo.  The man tried to show how it was played.  He was told to do the raspberries with his lips.  

The enchanting music stopped, bringing Winston back.  An old man’s voice from the other side of the tree said, “G’day mate.  You’re a traveler with many questions.”

Winston found an old Aboriginal man sitting on a blanket on the ground, holding a didgeridoo in his lap.  He bent down swirling his finger in the sands.  He asked, “How do you know I have questions old man?”

“You want to know what’s out there.”  The man pointed to the diamond.

“What is it?”  Winston shooed flies away from his face.

“Bigger than your mind could comprehend.  I have prophesized the chaos within.”

“What do you mean?”  

Before the old man could answer, he lay on a blanket and fell into slumber, leaving Winston with more questions than answers.

Major Daniels couldn’t sleep after a military exercise.  He was concerned about his men’s health and the hazards of their environment.  After months in space he wondered why they were there, and what was their task suppose to be?  Were they to look for UFO’s or target shoot space debris, whatever, it was lonely miles above the Earth.

He decided not to twist and turn in bed, so he took a walk to the observation deck.  Good, he thought as he entered the room, no one around.  The observation deck was a series of rooms on both sides of the space station.  He left the lights out and looked out the window, down to the Earth and solid ground.  Someone startled him.  

“Quite a sight Major, huh.”  A large man stepped out of the shadows.

“Sorry General, I didn’t know anyone was in this room.”

“That’s okay Daniels.  Couldn’t sleep too I see.”

“Yes, I know I keep asking this, but what are we waiting for up here?  How much longer do we have to train?”

“The mission will start in about two months, that is as much I can say since it is classified.  Now I’ve read the reports, you have done a fine job with the men.  We haven’t lost anyone in space.  Your performance as leader is exceptional.”

The General patted Major Daniels on the shoulder and before he left he said, “I’m leaving you in charge while I’m away.  There’s one more thing.”

The major nodded.

“Two space vehicles will be arriving tomorrow.  They are our new orbiters.”

“Sir, are you leaving now?”  The General nodded.

“Have a good flight home or should I say, have a nice reentry.”

The General laughed, “I needed that.”

Robert Daniels looked down onto the continent of Australia.

Chapter I

By the age of fourteen George had graduated valedictorian from his high school.  He had a strong appetite for history and science and attended college with the ultimate goal of a career in law enforcement.  Upon graduating three years later from Duke with a degree in Criminal Justice and a minor in Political Science, he wanted to see some of the world.  He backpacked through Europe for nearly sixteen months, working at odd jobs to support himself, learning French and enough German to get by.  Europe changed his perspective into a more global paradigm; he renewed his studies at the University of Hamburg in Political Science.  While he was there, civil conflicts arose in the U.S., which disrupted local, and even national governments from being able to maintain basic civil structures.  It was known that terrorists supplied and aided some street gangs, creating disruption and violence.  People called that time the Chaotic Wars.  Though he longed to return to the United States and join in the cause, travel to the States was perilous and expensive, and he knew he was gaining knowledge that would some day make a greater difference.  While living in Germany, he got an opportunity to enlist in the World Police Force.  There he trained in martial arts, firearms, and security management systems.  

He quickly rose through the ranks, and despite his age, was promoted to the rank of lieutenant captain.  After a short, yet illustrious career he nonetheless decided to leave the force.  He wanted to get away from the politics and stifling structure inherent in the militant system, so he decided to start his own security agency – one where he could initiate new non-lethal techniques in place of the standard strong-armed approach.  But he needed to test his theories in real life situations before the military community would consider that an option.  Lacking the funds to make the transition, he enlisted the aide of a former superior officer, Tully Valesquez, who in himself already had a successful security firm. 

In ten years, George had managed to build up a moderately successful international security agency in Brisbane, Australia.  His agency specialized in setting up and maintaining large-scale security systems that coordinated with local agencies.  Through the many human contacts George had made all over the world, he knew someone in almost every field and occupation.  With the living database, he could also provide a variety of informational and advisory services.  He also occasionally subcontracted out a handful of trusted specialists from forensics experts to helicopter pilots.  

