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Chapter 1
 
 
 
“Henry, this is Oscar. He’s a priest at Sacred Heart Church—a Peruvian priest.”  Henry could see the excitement in Helena’s eyes.  They’ve been traveling around the world searching for proof of the existence of a higher power.  They’ve been subjected to occult “magic” in almost every continent painted on a globe. They debunked claims of spiritual magic performed by the most prestigious showmen in every country, and they’ve witnessed feats of impossible acts by Fakirs in India and Chaldean Priests in Egypt. They arrived in South America just a few months ago to explore the mysteries of the indigenous peoples in this region.  Peru was their first stop, and finding a citizen of Peru who doesn’t identify as a Mestizo —a mix of European and Peruvian — was going to be a daunting task.  Yet this daunting task was accomplished on a sunny afternoon while strolling through the marketplace.
 
Helena had just finished paying for her maize when she turned abruptly and knocked down an innocent bystander named Oscar. "¡Lo siento, señor!"
 
“It’s okay, I’m alright,” replied Oscar in Russian.
 
“Oh, you speak Russian?”
 
"Not very well. I haven't practiced since I left the seminary in Russia, but I took a guess from that heavy accent of yours and thought you might be a native speaker from Saint Petersburg."
 
“I knocked down a priest? Oh, this is so embarrassing. “
 
“All is forgiven,” he chuckled, which in turn became infectious as Helena smiled and let out a little chortle of her own.
 
“What is your name, father?”
 
“I am Oscar. What is yours?”
 
“I am Helena, Helena Blavatsky.” She said with the hubris of someone who thinks they are famous, despite having only notoriety in their hometown.
 
“Perhaps you can help me father, my traveling companion and I are searching for  people who can trace their lineage back to the Incas.  Without any European  influence in their ancestry.”
 
“That’s an unusual request. Why are you searching for Incan descendants?”
 
“I’m writing a book about the history of the world.  I’d like to get the perspective of someone whose ancestry isn’t tainted by “outside” influences.  I was hoping to find someone whose family has kept an oral history of what it was like to be Incan before and during the Spanish occupation.  I know it’s a long shot, but I really want to tell the true story rather than the story of the victors.  History is always written by those who have dominated over the oppressed.  I thought there might be a chance that we might find a true Incan whose family has kept the truth alive by passing it down from generation to generation.”
 
“Your assumption is valid,  my parents often told me and my siblings stories passed down from their parents. It is essential to keep the bloodline pure, which made dating hard as a teenager.  Thankfully, God had a different path for me.  Perhaps you are a part of that path. “
 
“This is amazing and unexpected. Would you come with me to meet my friend Henry?  We’re staying at a friend's house not too far away.”
 
“Walk with me to my church. I need to get these groceries to the church.  Then I will meet your friend.”
 
 

Chapter 2
 
Oscar and Helena began their brisk walk from the Church of the Sacred Heart to the house where she was staying.  The roads were barely identifiable as roads. Peru in 1866 was a nation at a crossroads. Despite winning their independence in 1821, the country had been in an unspoken civil war between two factions: the warmongers and the peacemakers.  This constant bickering between citizens made creating a stable government an impossible task. Which is why everyone walked rather than subject their horses or carts to the punishment of uneven roads.  For an agrarian society, getting crops out for export meant life and death for the farmers who had to use these roads; so they only used their horse-drawn carts as a matter of necessity, or else the wear and tear on the streets would destroy their only means of transportation faster than necessary.
 
“Tell me, Helena, which other languages do you speak?”
 
“I’ve studied a few. I’m very fluent in English; my Spanish is improving the longer I stay here. My Hindi and Bengali are excellent; I have also picked up a few other languages along the way. Many times, though, I have to hire a local interpreter when I travel to new countries.”
 
 
“Would you mind if we switched to Spanish? My Russian is not as strong as I pretend it to be.”
 
"¡Claro que sí!" Of course, she said as they made their way towards the house, switching their vernacular to the local customs.
 
They arrived at the house and entered.  Henry could see that Helena was about to burst with excitement.  That sheepish grin of hers was a dead giveaway.
 
“Henry, this is Oscar, he’s a priest at the church. A Peruvian priest at Sacred Heart church.”
 
"Nice to meet you, Father," said Henry.
 
“Please, sit down. Can I get you some coffee?” Said Helena.
 
“Growing up here in Peru, I’ve had enough coffee to last me a lifetime.  I’ll have water or tea”
 
Now that the ice had been broken, the three of them sat around in the main room after Helena returned with some Earl Grey tea. 
 
“Let me retrieve my notepad. I’ll be right back.”  Helena rushed out of the room and returned with just as much urgency.
 
“Henry will interview you, while I take notes.”
 
“I am ready, ask away.”
 
"Before we begin, there is a memory exercise Helena and I have used many times during our travels. It often helps people recall stories exactly as they were first told."
 
“Please, go right ahead. If it can help me recollect my parents' stories with greater clarity, I would be most grateful.”
 
 
After five minutes of painting a mental picture in the Priest’s mind that he was walking down a long dark hallway full of doors, he asked the priest to open one of the doors and recite the story that was hiding behind that door.
 
“There is a great flood. It came upon my ancestors with minimal warning. The city had ships, but not enough to evacuate everyone.  The town also had airships, but they could only accommodate a limited number of people.   It was called THE CITY OF THE GOLDEN GATES.  It was the capital city of my ancestors' empire.  The empire was so encompassing that very few had ever traveled from one end to the other.
 
They said that the city was built beneath a mountain fed by a freshwater spring. A palace stood upon the highest ground at the city's center, surrounded by three concentric moats. Aqueducts carried water to the palace, from which it flowed downhill through each moat in turn, the outer rings lying slightly lower than the ones before them. Thus, fresh water was distributed throughout the city before spilling beyond its walls.
 
“The ones who chose to escape by airship were never seen again. Only one percent of the population actually survived.  Our ancestors landed here in what is now known as Peru. Other refugees also landed here from different parts of the empire.  The Mayans and Aztecs also escaped to this continent.  “
 
“Unfortunately, the society from which they had to abandon was so advanced that only 1% of the population were scientists and engineers.  When a society achieves a level of advancement that allows its citizens creature comforts never before seen or even imagined, then ignorance becomes a luxury that everyone indulges in.  The refugees from this empire could barely make fire.  They knew what was possible, but not the means to make it possible.  There were a few engineers and scientists who were able to pass on their knowledge and help create pyramids, cities, and roads that led to other cities. Still, they never achieved the level of sophistication that their ancestors had 11,000 years ago.”
 
 
 

Chapter 3
 
“Oscar?”
 
“Yes?”
 
“I want you to come back into the hallway. Can you do that for me?”
 
“Yes.”
 
“Okay, I want you to keep walking and find the door that tells the story of the lost city of Incan Gold.”
 
“I found the door.”
 
“ Open the door and tell me the tale exactly as your parents told you.”
 
 
 
“Pizarro had laid siege to our shores. He pillaged our towns on his way to our capital city of Cuzco. Once there, he kidnapped our Emperor Atahualpa.  Our queen was devastated. She offered Pizarro a room full of riches. From the floor up to the ceiling, as high up as his conqueror could reach before the sun set on the third day. She kept her promise, but Pizarro broke his word.”
 
“He marveled at the display of wealth presented in front of him. He declared that he would murder the Emperor if she did not reveal the location of the Incan treasure. The Queen, Mama Ocllo Huaco, begged for a delay and went to consult the oracles.  The chief-priest consulted the Black Mirror after performing a ritual sacrifice and showed the queen a vision of Pizarro killing her beloved husband, even if she did reveal the secret to him.
 
“The queen gave the order to close the entrance, which was a door cut in the rocky wall of a chasm. Under the direction of the priest and magicians, the Incas filled the chasm to the top with vast masses of rock, and the surface was covered over to conceal the work. The Emperor was murdered, and his unfortunate queen committed suicide. The secret of the location of the Incan Gold lies with a few faithful Descendants.
“There is a point near Arica at sunset, the appearance of an enormous rock, which is nearly perpendicular, standing in mournful solitude on the shore, apart from the range of the Andes. This is the tomb of the Incas. As the last rays of the setting sun strike the face of the rock, one can make out, with an ordinary opera-glass, some curious hieroglyphics inscribed on the volcanic surface.
“When Cusco was the capital of Peru, it contained a temple of the sun, famed far and near for its magnificence. It was roofed with thick plates of gold, and the walls were covered with the same precious metal; the eave-troughs were also of solid gold. On the west wall, the architects had contrived an aperture in such a way that when the sunbeams reached it, they focused them inside the building. Stretching like a golden chain from one sparkling point to another, they encircled the walls, illuminating the grim idols and disclosing sure mystic signs that were otherwise invisible. It was only by understanding these hieroglyphics—identical with those which may be seen to this day on the tomb of the Incas—that one could learn the secret of the tunnel and its approaches.
 
 
“Another marker containing hieroglyphs is in the neighborhood of Cusco. This marker leads directly into an immense tunnel which runs from Cusco to Lima, and then, turning southward, extends into Bolivia. At a certain point, it is intersected by a royal tomb. Inside this sepulchral chamber are cunningly arranged two doors, or, rather, two enormous slabs that turn upon pivots and close so tightly as to be only distinguishable from the other portions of the sculptured walls by secret signs, whose key is in the possession of the faithful custodians. One of these turning slabs covers the southern mouth of the Liman tunnel—the other, the northern one of the Bolivian corridor. The latter, running southward, passes through Trapaca and Cobijo, as Arica is not far from the little river called Pay’quina, which marks the boundary between Peru and Bolivia.
“Not far from this spot stand three separate peaks which form a curious triangle; they are included in the chain of the Andes. According to tradition, the only practicable entrance to the corridor leading northward is in one of these peaks; but without the secret of its landmarks, a regiment of Titans might rend the rocks in vain in the attempt to find it. But even were someone to gain an entrance and find his way as far as the turning slab in the wall of the sepulchre, and attempt to blast it out, the superincumbent rocks are so disposed to bury the tomb, its treasures, and “a thousand warriors” in one common ruin. There is no other access to the Arica chamber but through the door in the mountain near Pay’quina. Along the entire length of the corridor, from Bolivia to Lima and Cusco, are smaller hiding places filled with treasures of gold and precious stones, the accumulations of many generations of our ancestors, the aggregate value of which is incalculable. There, however, the treasure lies, and there the tradition says it will lie till the last vestige of Spanish rule disappears from the whole of North and South America.”
“Oscar, who has the keys to open the door in the secret tunnel?”  
“Only the steadfast disciples of our Queen carry the key.”
“How many keys are there?”
“As many keys as there are disciples.”
“Every disciple has a key?”
“Every disciple is a key.”
 
“Oscar, how was the vault sealed? How was it sealed before they brought the rocks down in the tunnel and hid it from foreign invaders?”
“Blood magic. Our chief priest sealed it with blood magic.”
“How much blood is required to open the doors?”
“An entire disciple.”
 
 

Chapter 4
“Henry!” Helena gasped as she tried to find her voice again after hearing that heart-wrenching revelation.
“He can never know that he told us that story.  Make it so he never knows that he revealed it to us.”
“Why?”
“If he tells the other “devoted” disciples, we will never leave Peru alive.  This is a secret that is only meant for the descendants of the Incan population, and if they find out that we know, they will never stop hunting us to ensure the secret dies with us.”
“Of course. I’ll have him reveal more stories so that he can have a recollection of stories that he revealed to us without putting him on suspicion.”
***************
“Count backward from 10.  As you approach one, you will feel more connected to the conscious world, and you will only remember what I’ve instructed you to remember.  Start counting back. Now.”
“Ten... nine... eight... 7... 6... 5... 4... 3... 2... 1...  Wow, I feel so rejuvenated.  I remember those stories much more clearly now than I ever have before.  Thank you for this.”
“You're welcome, Father.  May I walk you home?  It’s getting dark, and I want to make sure you get home safe.”
“No need, child.  I’ll be fine.  Have a good night.”
“Good night.”
 
Oscar stepped through the door and made his way home.  They waited 5 minutes before saying anything to each other.
“Well, what do you think?” Said Henry.
She looked at him with a disheartening look, “Are you seriously thinking about sacrificing a ‘disciple’?”
"No, of course not. But think about what we've just heard. If even half of it is true, we've stumbled onto one of the most remarkable traditions either of us has ever encountered."
She smiled in agreement. “You know, even if we didn’t need a ‘key’ to open the vault, this whole region is about to go to war soon if tensions continue to grow between Chile, Peru, and Bolivia on the Pacific coast. The Peruvian government has never been stable enough to organize a defense, and even with Bolivia as an ally, it’s unlikely that they would be able to hold off on Chile’s advances to annex the coast.  We would need the cooperation of both the Bolivian and Peruvian governments to pursue such an endeavor on that scale.  Once we do start on that adventure, we would never be able to hide our intentions from the indigenous Incan. They would hunt us down the minute they find out we are looking for their treasure.”
 
“Yes, but maybe we should write it down anyway, who knows, maybe one of our future descendants will be able to find it and open the door without spilling the blood of any of the Queen's most loyal disciples.”
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