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Introduction

Buried deep in Greek mythology the scholar and poet Hesiod, a contemporary of Homer, gave an account of the successive ages of humanity. He theorised that there had been five main stages of human existence on the Earth in which humans were beset by innumerable pains and evils, symbolically referred to as metals of successively decreasing value.
Theses ages were the gold, silver, bronze, heroic and iron, although some have also included the latter Lead Age.

The Golden Age is the only age that fell within the rule of the first generation of Titans, where peace and harmony prevailed.  People lived in abundance and to a very old age, and their spirits were said to live on as benevolent guardians.

Unfortunately, this utopia was shattered by a war in the heavens, and the Titans rule was brought to an end by an enemy who used weapons of unimaginable power. The victors then declared themselves Gods, whilst the vanquished retreated to the otherworld.
During the following Silver Age, those who were left rebelled and time passed on to the Bronze Age, where men were created to do the god’s bidding. The Titans then returned in what was know as the Heroic Age, where the gods were eventually overthrown, in a mighty battle that resulted in a catastrophic flood which decimated the planet.

The survivors toiled in the misery of the Iron Age, and aeons passed until mankind eventually flourished. However, the evil that once was, one day was set to return…
One

Rays of sunlight glistened off a piece of steel which revolved aimlessly, turning over and over slowly along with countless others. Scorch marks scarred the surface and the edges which were jagged and uneven. The only indications of its origin were the stray bits of paintwork, which stubbornly clung on to the surface. Once, it had formed part of a section of the hull of the Secret Space Fleet’s flagship, but now it was nothing more than space junk.

The debris field stretched out as far as the eye could see, turning and twisting in the gravity less void of space. There were also bodies, equipment and everything else associated with a battle that had been more like a rout. The technological advancement that had been viewed with such pride now left a very bitter taste in the mouth.
The pictures being transmitted via satellite were like nothing anyone had ever seen before, and yet they paled in comparison to the ones that had been viewed earlier that day.

“Well, that went well!”

A very deep sigh left the broad chest of General Swartz, who felt as though his life’s work counted for nothing. Being in charge of a top-secret facility that had tested every one of the designs which should have protected this planet now lay in ruins.

“God help us all!”

God, or the gods, as it happened, were on their way, and there now seemed nothing that could be done to stop them.
He looked around at all of the stunned faces wishing that he had retired years ago. He could have been relaxing with his wife Miriam, enjoying her company instead of standing here in the midst of this calamity. Over 7 billion people lived in almost total ignorance, and today he wished that he was one of them.

What would happen to them now?

Death and slavery awaited, mass destruction on an unprecedented scale, which would make the battle in space seem nothing more than a mere skirmish. There was hope, there was always hope, but what could they do against such overwhelming odds?

A hand reached into an inside pocket of his uniform, where it searched for a customary cigar, but there was nothing there. A deep frown creased the General’s face, and he greeted this development far worse than the hopelessness of the situation.

It truly was the end of his world!

The humble Havana had been his comforter for longer than he cared to admit, the empty pocket, where he had been hoping for salvation, created a void greater than the depths of space. The cavalry was supposed to arrive in the form of the Titans, sounding the charge at the last minute, but there was nothing apart from devastation.

The British had usurped them all, although he could not really blame them. He would have done exactly the same in their position, even though it felt as though he had been made to look foolish. The General was not the only one, as the President had been so enraged, that he had thrown his paperweight at a priceless piece of his countries history. Somehow, one of his security team happened to have been quite a baseball player in his youth, and had performed an unbelievable catch. His dive and resulting summersault had been spectacular, although there seemed little point in trying to save anything when they faced almost total annihilation…

What faith he had left had been placed in Edward Buck Rogers, who as far as he knew, had made it to the Moon. His star fighter had been just as big a shock as everything else, and how he wished that he had hangers full of them at his disposal. It had been quite a display that it had given in battling the alien satellite, but it now looked as though it was another piece of space junk, floating aimlessly along with everything else.

The General gave another deep sigh, which seemed to reverberate out of Edwards Air Force Base, and 238,855 miles to the surface of the Moon.

Jennifer Harris almost sensed it, as a shiver rolled down her spine. She had been equally shocked by what she had seen on the display screen, and looked in vain at the man who had brought her here.

Edward was still fiddling with the Sputnik, a large round object with four aerials which protruded from its surface. She did not have the first idea of what he was doing, although whatever it was seemed to be a waste of time as the battle had already been lost.

“Finished!”

Edward gave out a sigh of his own, as he placed the covering panel back in place.

“Finished what?”

Agent Harris watched as he got back to his feet, looking tired.

“The data transfer device, I had to reprogram it.”

If that was supposed to be their way of calling for help, then she doubted that it would arrive in time to save the Earth…

Two

Pulses of light continued to sweep along the strands of synaptic pathway, like a super highway of endless roads traversing countless junctions. It was a never ending journey, and one in which Virtual Edward appeared to be making very little progress. He had stopped for a moment at the visual cortex, before journeying on to wherever the synapses took him.
It was fair to say that he was well and truly lost, as he desperately searched for a way out. One minute he had been trapped inside the servers of the holographic brain that house his new form, and the next, he had somehow entered the brain of the man in charge. His mode of transport was the organic virus which had been transmitted from the beautiful alien woman who had had such a dramatic effect upon him earlier.
Human brains were extraordinary things, capable of performing feats of great memory, astounding mathematical calculations, and works of great art and music. Edward felt as though his was not even capable of following simple directions. All he wanted to do was to go home, but home was a very, very long way away…

“So, what happens next then?”

Jennifer Harris looked into the eyes of Organic Edward, the man whose memories had been duplicated and stored in the holographic matrix along with those of the alien woman.

“We call for help!”

That seemed pointless now, as the Secret Space Fleet already lay in ruins, as the alien armada had made quick work of it, and there seemed as though nothing could now stop it as the odd looking craft headed in the direction of the Earth, which would surely suffer a similar fate…
“So, how do we do that then?”

Agent Harris had thoughts of launching the Sputnik and using it to bounce a signal to who knew where.

“We have to convince the Aesir that we are worth saving.”
She lifted her eyebrows, a little confused.

“I thought that we had to raise the Titans!”

Edward walked towards her, and then slowly guided her towards a seat.
“It’s a long story…”

For the other man at the centre of all this, an explanation for what had, and was about to take place, was going to prove equally as difficult. Fortunately for him, it was not going to involve facing the public. That was a role for the President, and General Swartz could not help thinking about the Brookings Report.
He had read that in one of the Above Top Secret files stored in a safe in his office, and what it contained was now permanently etched onto his mind.
There is the extremely grave potential for cultural shock and social disorientation, if artefacts are found by NASA on the Moon or Mars, and if they point to the existence of a superior civilization the social impact is unpredictable.

Various negative social consequences, including the rise in religious fundamentalism and the complete disintegration of society are a distinct possibility. The 1938 Orson Welles War of the Worlds broadcast provides a prime example and serious consideration should be given to withholding such information from the public.

NASA’s founding charter was one of a defence agency of the United States, and it has therefore consistently, consciously, and deliberately hidden such events for decades, not only from the American people, but the people of the entire world…

“NASA – Never A Straight Answer!”
The General spoke aloud, causing a few heads to turn.

What he, or the others in the room would have made of what Edward Rogers was about to say, would have shattered all of their understandings and beliefs.
Talk about a smoking gun…

Edward took a deep breath.

“What defines humanity more than anything else is its faith.”
Jennifer Harris looked at him, with a very confused look on her face.

Was he about to give some sort of a sermon?

“All humans believe in something, and even those who think they believe in nothing, call upon someone to help them in times of dire need.”

It was quite clear that every human needed help from somewhere right now!

“There is some truth in the stories about human origin, and there is a special something that resides in each and every one of us.”

He was about to give a sermon!

“Do you mean our souls?”
Edward nodded.

“Precisely!”

This was not quite what she had been expecting!

“In the end, we all have only our faith to guide us, and that faith consists of believing that there is a father somewhere who loves us.”
Jennifer Harris knew that he was not referring to her natural father, who was probably at home with her mother right now totally unaware of what was about to happen.

“The Annunaki combined their DNA with that of prehistoric apes, and the creatures they produced were used as slaves to mine Earth’s natural resources, and to worship them.”
That statement brought up so many theological questions, and would cause consternation and despair amongst so many people, which was what was bothering General Swartz at the moment.

There was a whole host of evidence including Sumerian pictographs which reveal that mining metals was part of their daily life, as well as a great deal of evidence of prehistoric mines in South Africa, which even today were still a major source of gold.
“The word extraterrestrial actually means not of this earth.”
Agent Harris smiled to herself, as she thought about the Steven Spielberg film ET. These space pirates were a great deal more hostile than that friendly little creature, and they were certainly not going to ride harmlessly through the air on bicycles!
“To those of us who used to live on the planet you refer to as Mars, our father was Tyr the Sky God. He looked after us, and we had total faith in him. However, there is an even greater power, a power of which he was a part, and that greater power is the Aesir.”
Edward pointed upwards.

“…and above them we believe in one divine being, a universal soul if you like.”

Jennifer Harris nodded.

“So then gods and God!”

Edward nodded, pointed to the Sputnik, which had something painted onto its side.

“The Aesir have a symbol which is referred to as the Valknot.”

Jennifer Harris had not noticed it before, as the symbol lay on the panel he had removed. Now that it had been replaced she could clearly see the three interlocking triangles.
“That is the ancient sacred symbol associated with Odin, the leader and king of the Aesir. It is known as the knot of the slain, which symbolises the coming together of the powers from the nine worlds of the universe.”

Jennifer Harris was not that familiar with Norse Mythology, although she recognised the name.

“It is the symbol of Odin, showing his power to bind or loosen the minds and souls of man, subtly affecting the knotted web of fate.”

It certainly was a knotted web, and the spider that had spun it was rapidly racing towards its prey as he spoke...

Three
The knotted web of light continued to pulse, as Virtual Edward raced along the endless strands of synaptic pathway. To him it also felt like a spider’s web, only this one was located deep inside General Swartz’s brain.

It felt more like a never ending journey than it had done before, and he began to wonder if he was experiencing some type of digital dream. Then all of a sudden, he emerged into a simulation of a small cavern.
Virtual Edward had now returned to a virtual world, and he could once again see himself standing there in his organic body. This time, instead of the laboratory, he found himself in what appeared to be the Bat Cave.

Strange looking equipment lay about combined with what looked like a star fighter. If that was not strange enough, then who should be standing there but Princess Ardala.

There definitely was a very striking resemblance to the actress Pamela Hensley, who played the part in the Buck Rogers 1970’s television series.

Virtual Edward gasped, as she was not only more beautiful than he remembered, but for the fact that she was still wearing the silver bikini. The piece of pink silk draped at the front looked even smaller than before, and he hardly noticed that it matched the cape draped over her shoulders or the silver crown she wore upon her head.

“Welcome back Buck!”

She smiled alluringly at him.
“I need you to do a little something for me.”

Looking like that, how could he refuse!

Princess Ardala put her hands on her hips, sticking out her rather impressive bosom, and glided seductively towards him, and then gently rubbed a hand over his hairy torso. Edward was still wearing the gold leatherette bomber jacket which was open at the front, and the matching gold leatherette trousers and boots. He really did look just like Gill Gerard who had played the lead role in the series.

“Can you fly your ship on a little mission for me?”

She then leant forward and kissed him passionately on his virtual lips.

Once again, Edward thought that he was about to faint!

He just stood there like putty in her proverbial hands.

“I need you to convince the President to let me coordinate the planet’s defences.”

Virtual Edward’s defences had well and truly been breached, and he was powerless to resist!

Princess Ardala kissed him again, and then backed away leaving him stunned and intoxicated, so much so that he hardly noticed himself moving towards his craft.

Information then rippled through his mind, and before he knew it, Edward was sitting in the familiar pilot’s seat. He looked out at the twin sharp nosed prongs, which swept all the way back towards the engines which were positioned at the rear. The main body consisted of a flat oblong section that fitted between the prongs, with triangular winglets that swept out on either side. The fighter's cockpit sat in the middle as a raised section, with enough room for a passenger, although on this particular occasion he would be journeying alone.

Everything felt so familiar, even down to the eight laser cannons which were mounted near the front of the star fighter, where the prongs or spines extend from the rest of its body, and underneath there were two anti-ship missiles mounted on the underbelly.

Virtual Edward doubted whether he would need these armaments, as the onboard advanced computer system called out to him. It was as though it was already merging with his nervous systems, although being virtual he did not have one. Everything was so real, apart from the fact that he was not wearing a flight suit as he had done when flying his Tornado fighter bomber.

Instinctively, his hand traced the helm control, which consisted of a joystick, with various attachments placed onto it. Everything was identical to the experience Organic Edward had received hours previously, even down to the soft whine of the seat mechanism which moulded itself to his body.

The onboard computer then started go through the pre-flight check, as a rapid sequence of runic characters followed across his eyes.

The main engines then fired and the star fighter began to lift off slowly from the floor, and as he looked out of the cockpit window, Princess Ardala blew him a kiss which made him feel a little faint...
Virtual Edward was not the only one, as General Swartz felt light headed as something appeared to be flowing through his brain. Reaching up, he gently rubbed a section of his skull just above the headset which he was wearing, as a sharp pain erupted from his ear. That caused him to flinch, as he thought that it was the signal for the onset of one of his migraines…

