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The title of the book, Ascensao, is Portuguese for the English word, ‘Ascend.’  Given the content, I believe it is a fitting title.

I dedicate this book to my children.  While I wrote it for my own entertainment, all three of them were on my mind…as they always are. Perhaps this is something to remember me by long after I’m gone; and if I flatter myself, maybe a nugget or two of advice - something to give them guidance should they ever need it.  


To that end, a special thanks is owed to my children, as well as my close friends and family, and all the acquaintances and strangers I’ve engaged with in the journey we call life - gifting me with some truly imaginative conversations, and/or the guidance I needed.


Finally, my deepest appreciation is reserved for my amazing wife Sara; who without her ongoing love and support, this book would not have been possible.

--------------------------------


How fragile is the human ego?

On the one hand convinced we are created in God’s image, while on the opposing hand assured we are an evolved outcome in a universe unfathomably vast and billions of years old.  So much dispute and disdain over these two opposing schools of thought, and yet they both proudly and perversely share the same ultimate conclusion…the assumption that we are unique, and thus far - alone.

If I dip my cup into the ocean and retrieve nothing but saltwater, am I right to conclude the ocean is empty of life?

--------------------------------





Preface

Across our planet, numerous species showcase extraordinary cognitive
abilities - dolphins that use vocal communication to jointly solve
problems, slime molds that navigate mazes, and elephants - which mourn
their dead and display empathy towards humans (among many other things).
Moreover, several species simultaneously possess remarkable dexterity
and ingenuity in combination with superior cognition - from orangutans
and cockatoos to raccoons and octopuses, to name just a few of the many
examples.

The prevalence of such intelligence across different domains,
kingdoms, and phyla suggests that humans are hardly the sole species on
planet earth with an advanced intelligence in combination with dextrous
appendages. Further, many of the creatures that possess these abilities
have existed for millions of years and maintain reasonably long life
spans - several of which maintain family bonds and group-living amongst
their species, permitting the passing of knowledge to their young.

Interestingly, several species also possess extremely large brains
with a vast amount of neuron connections; the African elephant for
example has 257 billion neurons, more than twice the human brain.
Whales, who have their own language, have 500 billion neurons, more than
five times humans.

And yet with all the aforementioned in mind, isn’t it odd that
despite the quantity of species with relatively long lives, dextrous
appendages, and comparable neuron connections (if not more in some
cases)...there exists only one species that wields such incredible
ability for creation.

Humans.

Humans can literally imagine something never seen before,
seemingly from thin air, and relative to the age of our universe hold it
in our hands moments later. This goes well beyond the act of merely
repurposing something found in the environment, a useful rock or a sharp
stick. To the contrary, human’s imaginations have proven to be limitless
- with conceivably nothing out of grasp given time.

In many ways, the Fermi Paradox is arguably in play with this
consideration, albeit on a smaller fractal variation of the universe as
a whole…but right in our earthly backyard nonetheless. The prevailing
question being, where are they?

Given the fact that so many creatures have dexterous appendages
in combination with impressive cognitive ability and reasonably
long life, shouldn’t there be evidence of something from
another species that would be indicative of creation from
imagination - the kind that leads to progress and advancement of
the species?

In other words, where are the cave paintings, the clay sculptures,
wood carvings, or descriptive marks written? Why have we not discovered
symbols from our mammalian cousins - a crude depiction of the sun, wavy
water markings, a primitive tree - something from apes, elephants,
anything intrinsic from another species in a natural environment (not
the circus tactics applied to some of these poor creatures who are
forced to memorize paintings for food)?

Where are the intrinsic artistic examples from the rest of the animal
kingdom?

After all, artistic creation is a clear indication of
imagination.

By my own definition, Art is the process of tangible
manifestation from the initially intangible curiosity in the
mind…a question - manifested into something discoverable via
our physical senses. What if: these colors are mixed together,
these ingredients are combined, these metals are heated in a fire, these
pea plants are grafted, these atoms are fused?

The ‘what if’ is the special question we ask ourselves…that is
the magic.

On the one hand, perhaps humans simply evolved their cognitive
ability first among the species. On the other hand, perhaps all species
were created.

That is a bigger debate that I fear may never end, and so in the
meantime I’ll trust we can all admit that humans are a special species
on planet earth - high above every other lifeform stretching back to the
beginning, and entirely due to our imaginative superiority,
leveraging solutions around our shortcomings and/or optimizing
our strong suits.

In doing so, I can only assume that mankind’s constant innovation is
nothing short of ‘magic’ when witnessed by our earthly neighbors -
across all kingdoms. Because if any other life here on earth has any
rudimentary cognitive ability at all, it must be convinced humans are
God-like wizards of the world. Our lights, music, and the structures we
build…it’s all magic to them - it must be.

The question then becomes, can this wizardry…this ‘magic’...be
learned by other life forms? Could we advance another entity here on
planet earth - or perhaps on another planet far away? Can the
ability to create and invent from imagination be evolved within
a creature’s brain over time, or perhaps via DNA manipulation? Can a
brain be trained, shocked, or stimulated in some way to turn this
ability ‘on?’ Or is it truly something else, something special,
something given from God?

Further, just as humans can observe the superiority of our mental
abilities over the rest of the animal kingdom in looking down,
is it not prudent to consider looking up as well? What might a
superior being possess - what would make a being God-like? To that end,
what more can our minds, our senses, and/or our abilities be capable of
in humanity’s future ascension - either in a million years of biological
evolution, or perhaps through our own manipulation (be it genetic,
technological, or artificial); or, via aid from other NHIs (non-human
intelligence) more advanced than us?

Lastly, if the mastery of ‘imagination’ is something that
can be turned on in a lesser lifeform by a more advanced one, could such
an intervention be considered God-like or divine?

It begs the question of whether any entity, in bestowing such a gift,
could be considered a deity?

--------------------------------

“The true sign of intelligence is not knowledge but imagination.
Imagination is more important than knowledge. For knowledge is limited,
whereas imagination embraces the entire world, stimulating progress,
giving birth to evolution.”

Albert Einstein

“Imagination is the beginning of creation. You imagine what you
desire, you will what you imagine and at last you create what you
will.”

George Bernard Shaw

“Imagination is the most marvelous, miraculous, inconceivably
powerful force the world has ever known.”

Napoleon Hill

“Imagination will often carry us to worlds that never were. But
without it we go nowhere.”

Carl Sagan

“To bring anything into your life, imagine that it’s already
there.”

Richard Bach

“You can’t do it unless you can imagine it.”

George Lucas

“Everything you can imagine is real.”

Pablo Picasso

“Imagination rules the world.”

Napoleon Bonaparte

“Imagination creates reality.”

Richard Wagner




*** BOOK 1 - REVOLUTION ***

“How could they see anything but the shadows if they were never allowed to move their heads?”

Plato - Allegory of the Cave

Prologue (March 1964)

It’s widely accepted that the Brazilian coup d’etat of 1964 came on
the heels of a speech by President João Goulart on March 13, in which
Goulart called for political reforms including rent control, a wealth
tax, and the nationalization of oil refineries, to name a few.

The speech he gave wasn’t exemplary, although it carried a simple yet
earth-shattering takeaway. Above all else, Goulart made it clear that he
intended to bring balance to the masses. In particular, he pledged to
strengthen the middle class and better distribute the wealth and natural
resources taken from the breast of the motherland for the betterment of
all Brazilian citizens, no longer reserved for just the fortunate few.
He emphasized that Brazilian land is owned by the people - not private
families or corporations.

As refreshing as it may have been to the masses that evening, the
ideologies presented by President Goulart posed a direct threat to the
fortunate few paying attention - powerful people capable of powerful
things, and with a different agenda.

Almost immediately public resistance to Goulart’s proposals began to
blossom inexplicably, and within days there was public pressure to
‘re-establish’ a government in greater alignment with
Christianity - suggesting his ideologies were a deviation from
God.

The new narrative swiftly took hold, and soon demonstrations against
the ‘socialist threat’ of Goulart's ‘Godless’ speech spread like
wildfire across Brazil. Many scholars were left dumbfounded as to why
the masses in Brazil would march in support of their own
oppression, openly rejecting new ideas that would reincorporate the
commoners’ fair share of the natural resources, thereby
strengthening the middle class under the premise that no one family or
corporation can own the air, the water, the timberland in our forests,
or the oil under our feet.

What the scholars didn’t know at the time, was that powerful forces
were already in motion even prior to Goulart’s speech. Driven by the
right-wing sectors of society exaggerating the threat of communism, and
buoyed by both the Brazilian military and the support of the United
States government (which provided extensive propaganda via McCarthyist
journalists such as Clarence W. Hall and CIA-funded figures such as
Father Patric Peyton) an undercurrent was well under way.

The world would soon learn US-fed propaganda proved more effective
than anyone could have guessed, and in a matter of days Brazil had
swiftly joined the global effort to maintain the United States’
archetype of capitalism as the preferred ethos to rule the masses - as
defined by those already in power.

Despite the fact that ‘communism’ was an extreme and inaccurate label
to Goulart’s proposal, it was highly effective in rallying
opposition.

Goulart had to realize the failure of his speech when the religious
right began organizing most of the significant marches against him,
despite his pleas addressing organized religion. A quote from his speech
says as much, “Christianity was never a shield for the
privileged”...later adding, “The rosaries should not be raised
against those who claim to be discriminated by land ownership, which is
in the hands of so few and in such small minority.”

Nonetheless, on March 19, just six days after his speech in Rio de
Janeiro, the culmination of the public backlash grew to approximately
500,000 - organized by Catholic women in an event known as the
Marches of the Family with God for Freedom. The sudden and
broad public outcry, in combination with the support of the United
States and the Brazilian military, was more than enough to result in a
successful coup for the country of Brazil.

Goulart was ousted on April 1, 1964, just two weeks after his
speech.

The forceful changing of the guard in Brazil looked brief and
straight-forward on the surface, a rejection of a leader accused of
pushing communist ideologies and nothing more. Little did the people of
Brazil know, that they themselves assisted in the cultivation of a new
and burgeoning police-state, bringing with it new threats its citizens
could never have believed possible just months earlier.

Undisputedly, the most impactful change of all came in the formation
of a new government-led intelligence agency, the Serviço Nacional de
Informações (National Information Service)...more commonly known as
SNI.
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Although there had been secret police in Brazil since at least the
Vargas era, the reach of the surveillance state achieved new heights
with direct military involvement, greater funding, and less
accountability.

Trained by the American CIA, SNI would serve as the backbone of the
regime's anti-communist actions and would go on to covertly authorize
dark money, harbor Nazi war criminals (knowingly or unknowingly is
debatable, but the sheer volume speaks to SNIs ineffectiveness, or
willingness to turn a blind eye), and lastly their seemingly
limitless authority to carry out any agenda the new agency deemed
worthwhile.

The very Christian values that served as the foundation of the coup
also resulted in the extreme censorship and gross human rights abuses
including torture, extrajudicial killings, and forced disappearances. In
the Christian sense, the devil was afoot and flourishing - in the
name of God.

And so the ruling few would continue to pull the strings of society,
haughtily calling the Have and Have-not culture the ‘status
quo’ and deftly keeping things exactly as they are -
merely donning a change of clothes on occasion to forever fool the
masses in a perpetual game of Red Riding Hood, with the citizens
continually unaware of the wolf in their house.

It should come as no surprise then, that once the ruling party was
firmly in control the economy improved at a staggering clip, removing
any doubt that the actions of the coup were invalid. In fact, the
booming economy following the coup was dubbed, the milagre econômico
brasileiro, otherwise known as the Brazilian Miracle.

The wolf played a good grandma in the beginning - lulling the child
close.

From the outside looking in, Brazil appeared just as rosy, with the
world seeing only an innocent Grandma. The narrative (as told by the
victors) was that the coup itself was necessary and wildly successful -
a message pushed globally by top US News sources.

Brazil’s rallying economy became the media buzz the world over, with
news organizations celebrating the financial gains while cruelly looking
past the human cost (or woefully unaware of the atrocities). On top of
it all, America and Brazil were once again in lockstep. Trade between
the two nations flourished, with the U.S. President John F. Kennedy
playing the role of world hero and staunch defender against
communism.

The optics from the outside were amazing.

From the inside however, the citizens of Brazil were
experiencing something entirely different. Upon closer examination in
the present day, we see now the coup was hardly the result of sudden and
organic public upheaval, rejecting Goulart’s policies exclusively from
within the borders of Brazil.

Instead, today’s scholars believe the catalyst to thwart Brazil's
government was put in motion years earlier - the result of a private
meeting in the United States between John F. Kennedy, Richard N.
Goodwin, and Lincoln Gordon in 1962 concerning Goulart’s
generous position toward his Brazilian countrymen - which they
deemed to “border on communism.”

In what some believe was a test of alliance during the Cuban Missile
Crisis of 1962, Kennedy sent a letter to Goulart, calling for the
participation of the Brazilian military in the possible invasion of
Cuba. In response, Goulart communicated that he opposed Kennedy’s
invasion plan, exercising his self-determination for Brazil’s best
interests.

Goulart’s reply to Kennedy stated that "we (Brazil) will never
recognize war as an instrument capable of resolving conflicts between
nations" and sent a similar letter to Fidel Castro with the same
concerns as the US government, but still stalwart against the invasion.
With Goulart's outward opposition for war (and other circumstantial
criteria), it is believed Kennedy developed a personal hostility against
Goulart and grew convinced the Brazilian president was a “…threat to
the security of the United States.”

Goulart had a vision for a nation that rejected war as a solution and
proposed 20th century optimizations to capitalism -
namely, the simple proposal to share the planet and in the process
reclaim the nation’s natural resources for the people. It was merely a
verbal proposal in a public speech. His ideas never impeded
entrepreneurism, innovation, or capitalism. Rather, he opposed war as a
solution, rejected the settler’s mentality for monopolization of natural
resources indefinitely…and placed the value of human life above the
private monetization of the nation’s land.

But his ideas were in opposition to the empire of his global
hemisphere, and he paid the price. Even today, such ideologies that may
challenge the status quo remain too taboo for society to examine - too
disastrous to even discuss openly without the label of socialism, or
worse…communism. The red scare lives on.

It’s easy to acknowledge the power dynamics of today in comparison to
ancient civilizations - because in many ways it’s all the same thing.
When it comes to civilizations, what we get from our leaders, from our
government, is truly a case of reaping what we sow. We either demand
just leaders at all costs, or in our malaise allow corruption
to take us to the brink of the poorest conditions we will
allow.

And how far can mankind slip in our imbalance of power? If history is
any indication, evidently all the way to exalted pharaohs lording over
sick and starving slaves.

Perhaps we should start asking ourselves as humans, how many world
empires, global military forces, and brutal dictators will it take for
humanity to evolve?

How much longer must we wait, until we can all stand united in
opposition to corruption on a global scale, forever ceasing the massive
imbalances of wealth and power…to collectively demand something
better, if for no other reason than to preserve the only planet we call
home?

Unfortunately, if history is any indication the human race may be
incapable of the change that is now needed before it's too late. Unlike
civilizations of the past that could weather the corruption of man, we
live in a new era in which mankind's lustful desire for power is farther
reaching and more impactful than ever before.

Humans have already proven we will hunt game to extinction, fish the
oceans empty of entire species, desertify our timberland, deploy harmful
chemicals in agriculture and war, release deadly gene-edited viruses,
spill millions of barrels of oil per day (for decades), and
threaten the use of nuclear weapons - all in the pursuit of profit
and/or power.

By now, one thing is crystal clear: nothing is too sacred to
sacrifice in humankind’s pursuit of power - not even mother
earth.

As such, we must sober up to the real possibility that humans may not
be capable of saving ourselves, from ourselves. We must acknowledge that
we are now the most likely cause of our own extinction. If we are unable
or unwilling to save ourselves, then for the human species to survive
the next millenia, something bigger than ourselves will be required - a
catalyst of change…an event, a discovery, an intervention, a
miracle.



*** ACT 1 ***

Chapter 1 - The General, 1964

That age-old question floated across his mind as delicately
as a soap bubble, flitting about in one’s peripheral vision, noticeably
present but quietly unintrusive.

It was thee question…the same one everyone asks throughout
their life, but he didn’t have time for that - not now. He rooted
himself back to the moment, nevertheless knowing that somewhere in the
middle of consciousness, between the crispness of lucid reality and the
sweet comfort of a daydream, we all grasp for answers to that same
question…each in our own unique way and yet simultaneously all
alike.

Ernesto Nerez blinked back to the present and restlessly checked his
watch as he stood alone outside the National Congress Building. The long
draw he took from his cigar was emphasized by the huge plume of smoke he
exhaled; billowing and rolling before it stretched out into long dancing
wisps in the setting calm of dusk.

His blue-gray eyes pierced through the smoky haze to study the
buildings at the other end of the terrace, squinting for any detail to
distract himself.

It was no use. He returned to studying the best stogie he could
muster for the occasion. It was a modest cigar, hardly that interesting
and certainly nothing special, but he analyzed it in between drags - the
glowing ember, the veins in the tobacco leaves…anything to occupy
himself a little longer.

He also knew he would never smoke a cigar that cheap again. He rubbed
his face in acknowledgement of such a realization, and felt the whiskers
of his neatly trimmed beard - something closer to a 5-o’clock shadow
that was frowned upon but accepted in the Brazilian military, so long as
it was groomed. With another pull he lightly inhaled and looked back to
study the National Congress Building in the bustling city of
Brasilia.

The campus was another architectural masterpiece by Oscar Niemeyer,
the famous Brazilian responsible for so many of the country's municipal
buildings. Like much of Niemeyer’s Communist style, the National
Congress Building had a cold and concrete design, desolate of detail;
and yet it somehow sprang up from the horizon like a space station,
juxtaposed against the sprawl of public squalor and standing as a beacon
of wealth and modernization against a backdrop of disrepair and tenement
housing.

A pink and purplish hue from sunset bounced off the building's
signature dome, gracing it with a beautiful gradient of color over the
bland sea of concrete. It jogged his memory back to a quote engraved in
marble at the base of the building:


I am not attracted to straight angles or to the straight line,
hard and inflexible, created by man. I am attracted to free-flowing,
sensual curves. The curves that I find in the mountains of my country,
in the sinuousness of its rivers, in the waves of the ocean, and on the
body of the beloved woman. Curves make up the entire Universe, the
curved Universe of Einstein.

Oscar Niemeyer



Nerez allowed himself a smile of appreciation for the quote before
returning his eyes to studying the curves of Niemeyer’s creation.
Beneath the concrete tower was a dome, and while he noted the dome’s
common place in architecture, the more interesting piece to the right of
the dome was anything but common - best described as an ‘upside down
dome.’

The two ‘domes’ complimented each other, resting on either side of
the tower above, and Nerez could only assume there must be some
inference of Yin and Yang. It made sense after all, but instead of a
‘black and white relationship’, or the suggestion of ‘good and evil’,
these two buildings represented the two houses of Brazil, with the
Chamber of Deputies in the upside down dome, and the Seat of the Senate
in the traditional dome.

“Good and Evil indeed…” Nerez chuckled to himself as he took another
draw from his cigar.

The words clung to the smoke in front of him as he contemplated which
one was the ‘good’ one, debating the possibility it was neither. It was
an interesting thought that captured his attention, eager for any mental
distraction he could land on. He drew another pull from his cigar, and
questioned what drove men to conflict, what mental disease possessed a
creature as intelligent as man, to murder and mame - for any reason?

Naturally he searched his soul for the evils and atrocities he
himself just committed in the violent overthrow of his democratically
elected government, the Brazilian coup de tat of 1964.

‘If there is such evil, is it the work of the devil?’ Nerez
asked himself. ‘How can a God, an omnipresent and all-powerful being
allow such atrocities…such suffering?’

A chuckle escaped his lips, acknowledging how far his mind had spun
and supposing such questions of power were derived from this new
promotion, this new ascension.

Regardless, the fact remained that he was about to ascend into a new
role over his fellow man, a powerful leadership role. He shifted his
weight in thought, and his own stature came into consideration. He knew
leaders throughout history and across numerous cultures tended to be
above average height, and assumed men subconsciously sought a physically
imposing member to lead them. It was archaic, and yet at 6’3” he stood
to benefit - literally.

Thankfully, he had the intellect for it as well, or so he thought…and
yet the question loomed. ‘Am I the right man for the job?’

‘Can I do this?’

‘Can I be counted on to lead my fellow countrymen to victory, to
save them in moments of conflict?’

‘Will I see more war, more bloodshed in my time, or will I enjoy
peace times?’

Nerez looked back to both houses of congress, questioning the
fragility of government - the coup being the obvious supporting
evidence.

‘Man’s pursuit of power is instinctive, and for what gain, and at
what cost? Are we capable of peace?’

‘...and not just one tribe, but all tribes?’

Doubt crept in as his blue gray eyes soaked in the shades of pink and
orange migrating over the opposing domes, measuring both houses of
Congress with a foreboding thought.

‘Is humanity capable of saving ourselves, from
ourselves?’

He peered up into the setting blue sky, growing darker ever so slowly
as the earth rolled away from the sun. With nothing left to lose and
time left to kill, he poured his being into a question that he cast to
the heavens - to God, if such an entity exists.

‘If you are out there, please give me a sign - anything to give
me hope in something more?’

Immediately he saw a silvery flash high in the dusky sky, arcing
across the sunsetting heavens, skipping off the atmosphere in a bright
and brilliant streak for only a second before growing dull and nearly
indiscernible. Nerez fixed his gaze on the object, diligent not to lose
it in the wash of sunset blue.

Through careful focus he was not only able to track it, but also
detect a faint trail of smoke stretching out behind it, leaving him to
ponder if he would have ever noticed it at all - if not for his sincere
moment of outreach to the universe. The thought took his breath away,
dumbfounded by the coincidental timing; but doubt is a
persistent mistress, and he wrestled with the authenticity of his
witness.

His thoughts were interrupted by a man equal to him in age and
intellect - albeit his subordinate.

“General Nerez” Oliveira approached subserviently, attempting to
gauge how far along Ernesto was with his cigar.

Nerez weighed the man before him, an unassuming fellow in his
forties, tall and slender - but not quite as tall as Nerez, and
certainly not as broad. Dr. Guilherme Oliveira was a passive man, one
who never saw the point of exercise beyond the necessary maintenance to
age well, instead content with his nose in a pile of books.

The doctor neared closer in his usual hunch - which further
accentuated his already protruding shoulder blades, visible through his
military fatigues hanging loosely from his frame.

Oliveira stopped in front of Nerez and bowed his head slightly,
leaving Nerez to focus on the part in the man’s hair - styled like every
old man Nerez ever knew, in the classic 75/25 divide. His new
aide was a walking antonym of what a soldier should be -
physically frail, intellectually independent, and bereft of
self-confidence.

Nerez smiled proudly nonetheless - for Oliveira was exactly the man
he wanted. The General didn’t need an advisor on matters of security or
military tactics, rather, he wanted another human being. He chose ‘Doc’
for his exceptional education, impressive intellect, and his dogged will
to please - which admittedly, always conjured a feeling of power within
Nerez; something he found intoxicating.

“General…” Oliveira repeated himself timidly.

“Not yet!”

Nerez replied in a low growl. “Not until it’s official.”

“Deepest apologies sir…but…it is time.”

“Yes-yes…I suppose we had better get going then, hadn’t we?”

“Yessir.”

“Lead the way.”



CHAPTER 2 - Jurupari - Impact in the Amazon

The ball of fire Ernesto Nerez spotted that evening careened across
the sunset sky in a northwestern trajectory, ultimately crashing near
the equator in Brazil, just south of Venezuela. Despite the remoteness
of the impact, its arrival was witnessed by two warriors of the Warekena
tribe, an indigenous people of the Amazon Rainforest, inhabiting
stretches along the Rio Negro river.

The first warrior, Cumati, clicked and hummed in the Arawakan
language to get his hunting party’s attention - which at present was
just one other man, the Chief of their tribe, Tumayari. Their hunting
parties were small in recent years, no longer the large numbers of
warriors each man had known from their youth, instead merely a fraction
of their people’s once-proud numbers, as told by their ancestors in
verbal records passed down over the generations - along with the old
tales of magic and deities.

Tumayari hummed his agreement back, adding in a series of low grunts,
“We should go investigate.”

Cumati contemplated the suggestion, knowing they were the leaders of
their tribes, and the best warriors. As such, it was their job to
inspect threats to their land. Even still, this was different…something
had fallen from the sky in a ball of fire, landing with a loud crash not
far from their location, and while he wasn’t supposed to be scared of
anything, he was terrified.

It was just like the visions.

Cumati was the tribe’s Shaman, which among his many responsibilities,
also meant he prepared and administered the sacred ayahuasca ceremonies,
providing divination for the tribe through their drug-induced
communication with the spirit world. A recent sacrament took him back to
the Aion - the name his people had given the interdimensional elf beings
that guarded the otherside; they who always welcomed Cumati’s
visit to their dream plane, sometimes sharing their wisdom and/or
foretelling the future.

The Shaman furled his dark skinned brow, barely visible through his
long black bangs, cut straight across with a machete and thus crudely
framing his dirty face. He leaned on his spear with just a loincloth
cover, recalling the spiritual warning from the elf spirits while
watching his Chief, Tumayari, hold his nose up to the breeze as if he
could smell what they hunted…that which fell from the sky in a fiery
flame and with a boom so loud it shook the earth.

‘He is trying to smell a God…’ Cumati thought skeptically,
before grunting his reply.

“What if it is a Jurupari?”

Tumayari remained solemn, clicking and humming an ominous response.
“More likely a Mãe-do-Ouro, but we must know for certain either way, to
warn the others…or kill what has come to hunt us, before it gains
strength.”

Tumayari was a slender leader, tall and strong, at least two years
senior to Cumati. At 31, his days were numbered as the tribal leader,
but the tribe’s numbers were in decline and none had the combination of
strength and intellect that Tumaryi had, marking him as the rightful
Chief for the foreseeable future.

Cumati nodded, weighing the Chief’s remarks and knowing that while
the Jurupari was a god, its strength was dependent on the worship of
man. So long as they didn’t falsely worship it (aka, elevate its
prominence through their fear of it), the creature’s strength
would merely match their own. Even still, the elder tales spoke of
Jurupari’s strength and violence - tales both men knew well.

The Shaman also knew from the elder’s tales that nobody had ever
survived seeing a Jurupari up close, so no accurate description
existed...just that it was a deity that could vanish in plain sight,
slaying the attacking men with ease, but sparing the women to bear
witness from afar.

“Perhaps it’s better not to provoke it.”

Tumayari ignored him, looking up to the sky in thought.

As if reading his mind, Cumati considered the ball of fire they
watched fall from the heavens, and knew its resemblance to the ancient
tales of another deity, the Mãe-do-Ouro. The forefathers spoke of those
Gods, who came as fiery globes and flew from mountain to mountain in
search of gold. Most importantly, if they found what they sought, the
area was deemed sacred and could not be violated by any man. All
indigenous tribes steered clear of those sacred designations.

“We won’t survive a Mãe-do-Ouro if we anger it.” Cumati said
sternly.

“Yes, it could be Mãe-do-Ouro, or Jurupari…but it could also
be another white-skinned wizard, returned to enslave our people and rape
our women.’ His brown eyes looked burdened. “We are the tribal leaders,
and our ancestors’ highest command is to protect the tribe. If we perish
defending our people, then that is our lot in life, and we honor it as
best as we can.”

Cumati studied the Chief, who stood defiantly with those words full
of conviction. Cumati saw Tumayari’s muscles grow taunt beneath his
leathery tan skin, easy to spot as it was their custom to only wear
deer-skinned loincloths. The Chief’s arms were scarred from both the
challengers he bested as well as from day-to-day life as an Amazonian
Native - clawing and fighting for every day of survival. Cumati knew
Tumayari was brave, but this was different.

The Shaman chose his words carefully. “I have seen this in my visions
with the Aion, and while I don’t know how it ends, it doesn’t end well,
my Chief.”

“Your visions aren’t always right, old friend.” Tumayari smirked.

“Perhaps we misinterpret them, but the Aion are wise and true.”

“OK, so it may be Mãe-do-Ouro. Old friend and medicine man - I
see you, but it could also be a White Wizard. Do you know for
certain what we stalk?”

“No.”

“And in your many holy visions, have you not always seen the tribe
thrive far into the future, and you yourself become elderly?”

“Yes, many times.”

“Then it is decided.” Tumayari said solemnly, “Let us go and inspect,
before more of it comes and it’s too late...”

Cumati was frowning in a futile attempt to hide his fear, but knew
Tumayari was the rightful Chief as the elder of the two, and reluctantly
clicked his agreement, knowing the logic was sound.

Tumayari clicked in return, and the two crouched low in warrior
stances, slinking through the forest with the speed and stealth of a
jaguar. They wasted no time, easily tracking the location via the
ongoing crashing sounds and loud noises from the center of a barren
circle in the jungle - smoking and steaming, unafraid to announce its
arrival to everyone around.

The Shaman fell mesmerized by how quickly any being could make such a
large and healthy fire so quickly - it was strong magic. As they neared,
they heard massive trees snapping and large rocks crashing together in a
crushing groan.

The strange sorcery gave them pause, but they crept forward
nonetheless - stalwart in their commitment to defending their
people.

Tumayari spotted something and gave a low whistle cloaked in the song
of a scarlet macaw. Cumati knew the whistle and froze, watching Tumayari
for instruction, who was silently pointing his pierced-out lips in a
kissing fashion - the customary sign for pointing in the Warekena tribe.
He followed the direction of Tumayari’s pierced lips, looking up and
seeing a band of trees mysteriously bent over in a semi-circle
overhead.

Their eyes grew wide with amazement, knowing the large rubber trees
leaned towards the direction of the earth-crumbling sounds. It was a
terrifying sorcery, and they both knew something powerful was ahead of
them. A wall of broken trees and branches lay bunched up ahead of them,
resting atop a mound of freshly turned earth. They would have to climb
through the mess to keep going.

When they summited the pile of debris Cumati felt his heart race, not
from the climb, but fearful of whatever powers the devil wizard
possessed, and second-guessing his own ability to defeat a magical being
by spear alone if they were discovered. He reached into a pocket sewn
into his leather loincloth, retrieving a long piece of bamboo and a
small poison dart, which he deftly inserted into the crude blow gun,
knowing the deity was just ahead.

They crept silently forward, picking through the vegetation carefully
to avoid making any rustling sound, when at last they parted a large
fern still rooted in an upturned clump of earth. Beyond it was an alien
world to them - an immense bald spot in the jungle, with a large
depression of bare earth smoking and steaming inside a circle of trees
laid down in destruction like twigs.

Tumayari felt the hairs on the back of his brown neck rise, he had
never seen such a desolate swath of land in the middle of the jungle,
the earth itself appeared hellish, a giant crater of small fires that
filled the land like a bowl full of swirling smoke. He stared down into
the giant earthen bowl, and there at the center was a large mound of
earth that rose above the pool of steam and smoke. The mound crumbled,
shifting and groaning, and Cumati suspected whatever they sought was
under those rocks. The pile continued to rise, and the trees along the
perimeter creaked, bowing penitently to the center in a wide and perfect
circle.

As the mound grew, earth and rock fell away to reveal something
silvery and metallic underneath, rising from the ashes.

The two warriors looked at each other wide-eyed, knowing only bad
magic could kill everything so quickly and efficiently. This being was
just as the tales from their eastern cousins had warned - metal
creatures smoking their pipes as they eat every living thing. And if his
cousins were right, a white-skin would be inside, and he could be
killed.

They also knew if one was present, more would soon come.

“The stories from our cousins are true old friend.” Tumayari spoke
solemnly. “We must confront this creature and send it off, or kill it if
it refuses.”

Cumati knew that’s what Tumayari would say, and felt his heart sink
as he nodded compliance.

Tumayari knelt for prayer, and when Cumati knelt beside him, the
Chief spoke aloud.

“Kuat and Lae, Sun and Moon, Father and Mother…see us and protect us
as we protect our children. We now go to battle in defense of our sacred
lands, for our tribe, and for our sons and daughters. If today you deem
it is our time to awake from this dream, may we return again to your
love.”

“May we return again.” Cumati echoed in custom.

Tumayari stood up with a stoney expression across his face, the look
of a man going to war.

“Let us go then, it is no longer in our hands - it is up to Kuat and
Lae.”

Cumati nodded grimly. “After you, my chief.”



CHAPTER 3 - Choice

Crushing out his cigar, Nerez followed Oliveira under the signature
long and steep ramp toward the entrance of the National Congress
Building. As they walked, Nerez seemed to have never felt the ground,
overtaken instead with the sensation of floating - he practically needed
to pinch himself to remain present, repeating the same dreamy line in
his head.

‘A General - and the youngest ever?!’

***


In late April of 1964, only a few weeks after the Coup, Ernesto Nerez
would become the youngest General in the Brazilian army at just 31 years
old. Granted, he would be the lowest ranking General with only one star,
and of course his ascension would have been otherwise impossible
without the Coup; but with lines drawn and loyalties revealed,
many higher ranking officers were…displaced. Given the urgent
need to reestablish reliable chains of command due to the vacancies, and
in combination with the utmost importance of elevating ‘loyal’ men,
Nerez was promoted all the way to General - essentially overnight.

Particularly, and perhaps more instrumental by his account, was the
sense he was hand-selected by General Silva, a 4-star General who had
only introduced himself 6 months earlier and yet began to slowly give
Nerez access to sensitive information as their talks continued - as if
they both were already Generals, and well before the coup.

More interestingly, his time with General Silva was mostly spent
being quizzed on his thoughts concerning various hypothetical
situations.

The questions from the General were all too often…random, having
little or nothing to do with military strategy, tactics, and situational
responses. Instead, the questions, as best as Nerez could tell, were
intended to gauge Nerez’ ethical compass, his value for the lives of
others, social hierarchy beliefs, religion, empathy (or lack thereof),
and much more.

The truth however, and Nerez suspected as much, was that General
Silva sought out Ernesto Nerez and hand selected him for further
exploration because he was the first man in a decade to submit a perfect
score on his ASVAB test.

The Armed Services Vocational Aptitude Battery (ASVAB) is used to
identify qualified applicants who wish to enter the military. The
highest ASVAB score is 99, which is a percentile generated from an
individual's performance on the subtests making up the Armed Forces
Qualification Test (AFQT): Arithmetic Reasoning (AR), Mathematical
Knowledge (MK), Paragraph Comprehension (PC) and Word Knowledge
(WK).

Nerez did so well the Brazilian military ordered him to take the test
over again...the second time administered under close surveillance. Not
only did he ace the test once more - he proved he could do it under
pressure.

Nerez knew General Silva had that information, but assumed Silva
still needed to know what made Ernesto Nerez tick...what did he believe,
what did he stand for, and what would he sacrifice for those
convictions? Having anticipated questions on his core beliefs and
values, a young Ernesto went into their first meeting with a
gamesmanship mindset to feed Silva what he wanted to hear.

After the initial meeting between them, which could best be described
as an interview, Nerez smugly agreed to meet a second time, convinced he
easily aced the ‘test of values' as well. But the second meeting led to
a third, then a fourth, and so on. The two were spending a lot of time
together, and whatever charade Nerez may have wanted to keep up, he
simply couldn’t hold sway to the barrage of time and questions all
prying at the same thing - who he really was as a man.

If the two were playing a game as Nerez often pondered, Silva was
winning via attrition.

As time passed, their conversations flowed more organically and they
progressed from lunch to strolls across the base, and ultimately long
drives to unacknowledged offsite locations. Acquiescing to his
inevitable defeat, Nerez caved once and for all, proverbially laying his
king down on a chess board of wit. In doing so he shared all his ugliest
truths and beliefs - his role in the coup and the lives he took, his
philosophies on temptation, power, life, and death.

Silva was the first man to ever beat him in a game of intellect, and
Nerez was enthralled - he had found a mentor truly capable of advancing
him. Having found a confidant, he felt more free than he ever had
before, and opened the floodgates to his mind. He cited all his favorite
influences in life, Claude Lévi-Strauss, Darwin, Nietzsche, and many
others.

Through those references, Silva would dig deeper and learn Nerez had
a passion for science and anthropology, with a growing personal library
on a multitude of interests - topics ranging from Newtonian physics and
Quantum Mechanics to Chemical Biology. Nerez was an exceptional man,
intellectually gifted and under the mentorship of another brilliant man
intent on changing the world.

When it came to philosophy, Nerez admitted he did not value all life
and in fact despised “Hippies and Communists,” as he put it. He opposed
socialism with a fervor, and proudly proclaimed that ‘Machiavelli had it
right.’ The ends do justify the means and the human civilization was a
dog-eat-dog jungle, of which the victor earned the spoils regardless of
method. Much to his relief, aside from a couple frowns here and there
from Silva, most of Nerez’ worldly views enthralled the General - at
times eliciting sortied debate, while at other times belly laughter from
the old man.

It was a relief for Nerez to learn that, by and large, the General
agreed whole-heartedly with him and emphasized a cultural war they were
losing if the ‘good men’ didn’t act…the two of them being the ‘good men’
at the tip of the spear. Of course, such thinking always led him to the
same ultimate question - often pondering the mysteries of life and
death.

‘What makes a man good…and does any of it matter in this life we
have to live?’

Suddenly the soap bubble of thought floated across his subconscious
plane, this time gently touching down into Nerez’ consciousness with new
meaning. He thought of that silvery flash in the atmosphere, and the
trail of smoke it faintly left behind…

A chill shot down his spine, acknowledging the flash he saw erupted
into view the second his heart cried out to the heavens for a
sign…dumbfounded at the coincidental timing of it all.

‘What the hell happened back there...could that have actually
been a response from God!?’



***

“Colonel Nerez.” A distant voice interrupted his thoughts. “Colonel
Nerez - sir?”

Nerez pulled himself back into the present while Oliveira held the
door patiently for him, motioning towards a dimly lit hallway with a
little more haste.

“Right this way sir.”

“Thank you, Oliveira.” Nerez picked up the pace, recognizing his aide
was doing his damnedest to prevent Nerez from being late to his own
promotion.

The two walked together quickly in silence, until at last Oliveira
stopped before a wide and tall set of double doors resembling the grand
entrance to a large Opera Hall. The bustling of hundreds of people on
the other side was easily heard. Oliveira stepped forward to open the
door, but Nerez halted him momentarily, overcome by the
question that kept beating in his head like a native drum.

He turned to Oliveira with a burning intensity in his eyes, distantly
knowing it made no sense to pose such an inquiry at that moment. Perhaps
it was his nerves getting the best of him, or more likely it was that
meteorite…or whatever it was. It didn’t matter, and he couldn’t bite his
tongue any longer - blurting his question out awkwardly.

“What is the purpose of a man’s life, Doctor? Why are we
here?”

Oliveira was taken aback. He searched the Colonel for clues, but
found none, and so he stalled - studying the soon-to-be General Nerez
and admiring the sharpness of the ceremonial uniform he wore. He looked
sharp, but it didn’t match the heavy mood the man carried…after all,
tonight was supposed to be a celebration. With a frown, the doctor
asked, “I’m sorry sir, what do you mean?”

Troubled to fully know what he himself meant, Nerez sighed, “I
suppose my question is, what are your thoughts on…reality,
doctor?”

Oliveira couldn’t hide his increased surprise; having never before
seen Colonel Nerez nervous…and recognizing the awkward timing of such a
deep question. He paused for only a moment before replying
matter-of-factly, posing the question back to ensure this is what they
were actually talking about, moments before the Colonel’s ascension to
General…of all times!

“...what is reality?” Oliveira repeated. “Uh, I suppose the first
thing that comes to my mind is something Einstein stated, "Reality is an
illusion…albeit a persistent one, sir.”

Nerez chuckled silently to himself. ‘Intelligent people prefer to
surround themselves with other intelligent people.’ It was a large
part in why he chose Oliveira, his loyal aide he affectionately called
‘Doc,’ in recognition of Oliveira’s unique education.

***


Dr. Guilherme Oliveira held an MD in Psychiatry, but that was
something he enjoyed prior to the coup. Through the economic
turmoil that followed, nobody had time for mental health…the societal
stigma somehow got pinned politically to João Goulart’s party -
psychiatry and psychology were too liberal, and in those years
liberalism was the enemy (as the extreme right wing had come to
call them).

As such, business for Oliveira’s practice halted overnight - nobody
would be caught dead seeing a psychiatrist, not once Goulart and all his
allies were rounded up as dissidents - many of which were jailed or
exiled…some never seen again.

Oliveira was left with no choice. He shuttered up his shop and kept a
low profile, desperately aiming to weather the dogmatism that stormed
through Brazil, not realizing it would be the pains of hunger that would
upend his own moral convictions - and in particular, the speed in which
his own ivory tower of beliefs would collapse for a piece of bread.

Out of work and crushed by the weight of desperation, he joined the
only stable employer he could find - something he found comical and
terrifying simultaneously; he would work for the Brazilian government
(the very people who violently overthrew the previous one). The joke of
course was that despite the ruling party’s stance against communism, the
government ironically swelled to the biggest employer in the land.

And it was his government position that saved him, joining the one
entity that no civilian can claim isn’t patriotic…isn’t loyal
to the nation’s agenda, absolving him from the scarlet letter of having
previously peddled ‘liberal academia’ bullshit.



***

Nerez remained silent. Appreciative of the Doc’s reference to
Einstein and the illusion of reality, but not letting Oliveira off the
hook that easily. He stared patiently, holding his tongue and waiting
for the Doc to share more.

Unsure what to do in the moment, Oliveira cleared his throat and
rambled on. “And uh, Einstein himself believed in something more, saying
something to the effect of his not being an atheist or a
pantheist…but rather subscribing to Spinoza's God - who reveals himself
in the orderly harmony of what exists, not in a God who concerns himself
with fates and actions of human beings."

Still, Nerez remained silent.

Oliveira lowered his eyes nervously, lost in self-deprecating
over-analysis of his reply and the silence from his superior, resolving
to smooth over the awkward moment by returning to his first reply.

“Ahem…ah, so in short, reality is just an illusion, I suppose. That’s
the take-away here, as you surely know, sir.”

Nerez finally broke from his trance. “But if reality is a persistent
illusion…if we are in some sort of hologram…the question still remains -
why? What is the purpose of all this…this illusory life, if
you will?”

Oliveira looked up in surprise, silently diagnosing the General as a
man experiencing acute stress disorder, contemplating the nature of
reality when he should be straightening his tie. The doctor offered a
thin smile and replied in kind.

“The best I can conclude…free choice, sir.”

“Sure sure - choice…but why should choice matter at all if
everything is just an illusion?”

“Choice reveals the truth.”

“The truth in what?”

“The truth in your intention, in your being.”

“My being!?” Nerez barked. “That presupposes a soul, Doctor. Do you
believe we have souls?”

“I believe in consciousness sir, and I look to our innervoice, our
imaginations, and a multitude of curiosities we can’t quite explain or
understand, as evidence. Whether or not that is indicative of a soul, or
some life-giving energy within us, I’m not sure.”

The rustling crowd behind the door grew louder, and both men could
sense the restlessness on the other side. The event was about to start,
and they needed to get inside.

In response to the commotion and perplexed at the topic of their
conversation, Oliveira dryly asked, “Any last thoughts sir, or shall we
proceed?”

‘Choice.’ Nerez mused internally before replying with a
snicker.

“Well said Doc. I choose to proceed - let’s go.”

The bright light of the room hit Nerez’ eyes as Oliveira opened the
door, squinting out into a sea of people. It was the last clear image
Nerez could recall that evening, after which it all passed by in a blur.
So much so that he couldn’t recall much beyond the first few moments of
walking through those doors. At some point when his name was called, he
could remember a raucous applause, all eyes on him, and (somehow) making
it down the aisle and to the podium to accept his ascension to
General.

Looking back, the ceremony carried all the pomp and circumstance of a
royal coronation, but as the years spilled past like a mighty waterfall,
the details of the promotion were a haze - paled in comparison to what
happened after the ceremony. It was a moment at the reception
which he would forever recall with crystal clarity.





CHAPTER 4 - The Mound

Tumayari beat a single fist to his chest one time before loading his
own dart gun, opening his eyes wide for Cumati, showing him the whites
of his sclera in a tribal gesture reserved only for warriors on the
brink of battle. Cumati mirrored the act, both acknowledging they would
fight to the death if they must. This was their moment of glory, or
demise - intending to slay the demon before it could kill their
people.

The Chief sprang forward in a flash, fast and silent into the barren
crater.

Just as Cumati was readying himself to jump in after, something
ground him to a halt. His jaw fell open as he watched Tumayari try to
slow his attack, awkwardly digging his feet into the broken earth and
trying to prevent himself from sliding across the mostly flat ground in
defiance of whatever dark force pulled him.

“Something pulls at me!” Tumayari cried out.

The Chief flopped to his belly with a look of horror on his face,
sliding faster and all the while splaying his legs wide, clawing the
loose dirt and rock. It wasn’t enough. He tried to ram his spear into
the earth, when abruptly Tumayari levitated off the ground, violently
pulled backwards; flying through the air towards a large circular mound
in the center of the mysterious ring.

He gave a shriek of terror, just before crashing into the mound with
a gruesome thud. His own spear lanced him in the side as it too crashed,
and Cumati watched his Chief’s arms get slowly pulled wide, stretched
outright in a perpendicular cross to his upright body.

Cumati looked in horror at the dead chief, displayed as he was -
broken and levitating off the ground, pressed into the side of the large
mound in the center of the crater. He then looked down at his own feet,
which were just outside the border of the barren crater’s ring. He had
not yet entered the demon’s land.

Suddenly he knew what magic this was, and didn’t dare take another
step. The Shaman backed away from the ring slowly, studying his chief
for any sign of life, any indication of hope.

Tumayari’s eyes were closed, and his head lay slack to one side of
his body. A slash across his forehead wept blood down his face, although
not as much blood as the Chief’s spear wound in his lower abdomen,
caused by the Chief’s own spear that struck him; although it didn’t
matter; it was the impact that killed him, and something still pulled at
his dead body.

When he finished studying the Chief, broken and bleeding 5 meters up
the side of a wall in the middle of a mysterious crater, he knew without
a doubt the Tribe Leader was dead.

Staying low in the brush to avoid detection, he observed the shifting
forms of the mound, which seemed to be devouring itself with heavier
objects sinking into the middle ever so slowly. It was hypnotic, until
he saw Tumayari dead’s body pulled slightly into the wall, and
understood…the entity was eating him.

That’s when Cumati knew the entity that took Tumayari’s life was
Mãe-do-Ouro; and in many ways it was a relief.

Mãe-do-Ouro would not attack his village, but it would mean these
hunting grounds would forever be off limits, and unfortunately his Chief
was sacrificed to reaffirm the deities' covenant with man. This place
had just been declared sacred, with a large ring of death that may as
well have been written in blood.

The Shaman felt a twinge of guilt, wondering if he should have
charged in with his Chief, dying alongside him in honor. Had he done so,
there would be no one to warn the others… His emotions tugged at him,
guilt swirled with relief…leaving him to question if his survival was a
silver lining or a cowardly shame. Unsure what the correct answer was,
he resolved to ask the inter-dimensional dwarves in another ayahuasca
sacrament; but that would have to come after the mourning
ceremonies.

In the meantime he needed to return to his village and report the
arrival of the Mãe-do-Ouro, decreeing to his people that they must
forever steer clear of this portion of land - or else.





CHAPTER 5 - The After Party

“General Nerez!”

Silva shouted with a smile and a cocktail in hand as he approached
Nerez in the crowded ballroom afterparty.

The freshly appointed General was accompanied by several other
attendees at the bistro table he stood near. Nerez lit up when he found
the face of the familiar voice in the crowd.

“Marshal Silva!” He replied in kind with a huge grin,
holding up a tumbler of scotch on the rocks and offering his own
acknowledgement of Silva’s ascension to a 5-star General - otherwise
known as a ‘Marshal’ in the military ranks of Brazil. More impressively,
Silva had been named the Minister of War - the highest possible
position in the Brazilian army.

“Congratulations young man, and cheers to your ascension!” Silva
raised a martini and clinked his glass to Nerez’ scotch, which was
quickly joined by a tangle of arms raising their glasses around the
bistro table. “CHEERS!”

Deftly timed with the spirited distraction, Silva positioned himself
closer to Nerez and initiated a low conversation between the two of
them. “So, how does it feel to be one of the most powerful men in
Brazil?”

“That’s saying something coming from you…the Minister of
War, that has a hell of a ring to it!”

“Flattery will get you everywhere son, but this is only the beginning
- I have big plans for you.” Silva leaned in and Nerez could smell the
gin on his hot breath. His graying temples nearly made contact with
Nerez’ own black hair; their two heads looked like a salt and pepper
shaker at the end of the table.

Nerez assumed the old man was feeling his alcohol and was probably
overstuffed by the meal, drawing a shallow breath from his rotund
diaphragm and speaking with cutting clarity, albeit too low for anyone
else to decipher. “I’ll ask again, how does it feel to be one of the
most powerful men in Brazil?”

“I don’t think I’ve had time to consider it, but when you put it that
way…pretty fucking amazing, with all due respect sir.” Nerez
pulled away from Silva before anyone else noticed how close they were
speaking, grinning with as much charm as he could muster to stay in
favor with the buzzed old man.

Silva simply laughed in response, “I figured as much! Well hey,
you’ve earned it…one of the smartest and hardest working men I’ve ever
met.”

“Thank you sir.”

“Seriously! How many languages can you speak - fluently?”
Silva asked in between a small burp, perhaps realizing he was feeling
his drink.

Nerez chuckled nervously, recognizing Silva was a bit tipsy. “A lot,
sir…”

Truthfully, Silva gave a shit concerning how many languages Nerez
spoke or how smart he was...the question was only an ice-breaker. The
Minister of War let the vague answer die, suspended somewhere in the
ether, and having bullishly checked his box of flattery, got down to
business in his inebriated state.

“Listen, I’m going to let you celebrate. I’m getting too old
for…whatever this is.” His hands made a grand flurry above his head, as
if addressing the entire room and simultaneously dismissing it all as
nothing more than a giant dog and pony show. “Besides, one more of these
will send me over the top, and I don’t want to feel like shit in the
morning.” Motioning to his martini glass with a burp.

Nerez found the exchange awkward, and eager to be rid of the old man,
replied with a slick smile. “Well thank you for stopping by, and thank
you for all you’ve done for me.”

But Silva wasn’t going anywhere, instead leaning into Nerez once more
with a murderous calm.

“About that…what I’ve done for you…” He muttered in a low
tone, filling Nerez’ nostrils with the piney scent of juniper. He stared
intently at Nerez until they met eye to eye. Confused at the sudden
change in demeanor, Nerez met his gaze. He couldn’t help but see the
deadly serious look that washed over Silva’s face.

Silva grinned, satisfied with knowing he had Nerez’ full attention.
He leaned in once more, this time so close he could have kissed Nerez on
the cheek. “Nothing is for free son…the whole world is a give-and-take
relationship. Everything has a price. It would be unfortunate
for you to forget I am the one that put you here. One day I may ask for
something in return, for you to make good on this…thing I have
done for you.”

Nerez stiffened at the gesture, feeling the small hairs on the back
of his neck stand when he heard the old man’s message. An instant later
Silva pulled back with a frightful stare into Nerez’ eyes just before he
flashed a wink and a smile, aware of others watching their secret
exchange.

He patted Nerez lovingly on the shoulder to complete the facade,
offering a full grin for all to see as he raised his glass once more and
loudly proclaimed to the crowd, “One more time gentleman! TO GENERAL
NEREZ!”

Nerez heard his name and saw another tangle of arms lift their drinks
high into the air, but he struggled to keep up, fighting the feeling
that the room had just begun to spin. The shock of Silva’s words
juxtaposed to the jocularity that overcame the crowd was dizzying. He
sobered up when he heard the rallying echo, “TO GENERAL NEREZ!” proceed
by another ring of crowded glass.

He forced a smile when the crowd began chanting, “Speech, speech,
speech!”

To his shock, the war cry swelled to engross the entire ballroom, and
realizing all eyes were on him, he raised his glass and slowly spun
around to take it all in, acknowledging the sizable repartee and the
energy he felt from it - powerful and invigorating. But when he
turned back to meet Marshal Silva face to face, the man was already
gone. Nerez watched him quietly slipping out through the crowd, and
realized (once more) he’d have to shake off the dumb expression across
his face.

With another fake smile on display, he would commit to pondering on
Silva’s words at a later time, albeit with an immediate and crystal
clear understanding - there was more to this promotion than the result
of hard work or his charming personality. He was a pawn, to be used and
discarded as needed. Worse, he suspected he would always remain a pawn
to Silva’s dominion with no option to retreat…unless of course he
removed Silva.

He resolved to start thinking on how to do so another day. In the
meantime, he needed to say something to his jovial compatriots.



CHAPTER 6 - Cumati receives an important message from the Aion

It had been two weeks since Tumayari’s death - the customary timeline
for mourning a fallen chief. With the mourning period now complete,
tonight was a night for ascension - Jacare to Shaman, and in doing so,
Cumati to Chief.

The old Shaman huddled near the small fire outside his hut, taking
comfort beneath a blanket of stars spied from the hole in the jungle
canopy; a peephole into the heavens, laid bare by the footprint of his
people. He always imagined it was like a giant eye in the planet's green
skin, an eye full of life that looked out.

His hand rolled the rough end of a stick, of which the other end laid
aflame in the coals. In recent years he took more comfort from a fire
that warmed his bones, even if it was the warm season. He lifted the
flaming stick to his mouth, which fondled a long carved pipe,
conveniently resting in the gap of a missing front tooth.

The smoke wafted out in large clouds as he hyperventilated his breath
to bring the weedy plant’s seed to flame - when at last he inhaled
deeply. Satisfied, he drew an even deeper breath of air to stretch his
lungs, and while holding his breath he handed the pipe to his young
apprentice, Jacaré, before coughing violently in pursuit of his stoned
high.

The old Shaman had come to prefer discussing important matters after
a good smoke - finding it aided in vulnerability, which he knew led to
more open and honest communication.

Jacaré retrieved his own stick from the fire, hacking himself moments
later. The two sat in silence for several minutes after, waiting for
their high to begin.

Feeling the high beginning to pry into his ego, Cumati stared into
the flames of the fire…which according to Warekena beliefs, was a
Goddess trapped by a vengeful husband. The old Shaman fell transfixed by
the fire’s beautiful yet elusive dance, and recalled the elder tale
well. Angered by her betrayal, the husband created fire and trapped her
inside it, knowing nobody can catch flames and therefore nobody would be
allowed to touch her again in pleasure - only pain.

Even still, her beauty was undeniably mesmerizing, aiming to lure
anyone in for a touch, if only briefly. Cumati watched her flicker and
flame all the while providing warmth. It was part of her pact with man,
for helping the Goddess in her duress. In exchange for allowing her to
dance again in the real world, she would provide warmth to any who would
stay and watch her. It was an ancient pact made between the Fire Goddess
and mankind - and a lesson to be learned:

Those in need, even Gods, will look down for help in moments of
desperation.

Suddenly the old Shaman felt his high wash over him, and thoughts of
Tumayari’s demise pulled his attention away from the Fire Goddess. He
could still recall the day they discovered the forbidden land, and will
never forget the shock of his tribe when they too first laid eyes on the
desert crater - the border of the Mãe-do-Ouro’s land claim. The truth of
it was, they now lived with an angry God not far from where they sat now
- well within their tribal lands, and there was nothing they could do
about it.

Still feeling the small ache in his heart for his fallen brother,
Cumati broke their silence with soft words spoken slowly. “Jacaré -
tonight we honor Tumayari, who I suspect is with us now in spirit,
guiding my words so I may speak them wise and true. We are Warekena, and
the Warekena demands the Chief cannot also be the Shaman. It is not wise
to stow meat and grain in the same basket - they spoil each other. Yet,
I cannot fully become chief until your training is complete…so tonight,
your ascension will also be my ascension.”

Jacaré hummed his acknowledgement, and Cumati continued clicking and
humming his words.

“On this moon, you must prepare the sacrament for both of us - you,
as the incoming Shaman, and me in my ascension to Chief. You must
prepare it as strongly as possible for our transformations. If you
succeed, for a short while we will no longer be weevils crawling over
the bark of this plane, instead we will grow wings and fly like the
Morphos through the Woken.”

Jacaré knew the Morphos was the name of the beautiful blue
butterflies, impressively sized and named in honor of dreams. The Woken
is where spirits go after leaving our dream reality, awakening once more
to rejoin those who watch over us, the Aion, while we dream this
life. The Aion are a child-like people who live in-the lowest
of the spirit realms. Higher than man, they stand guard as gatekeepers -
reviewing one’s life in judgement. They are mysterious, wise, and
sometimes playful - talking in riddles, imparting wisdom, and on
occasion…soothsaying.

The young apprentice replied. “I am ready, by ‘Kuat and Lae, Sun and
Moon, Father and Mother’ I am ready. Guide my hand in preparation, and
by your hand - our ascension. If today you deem it is our time to awake
from this dream, may we return again to your love.”

“May we return again.” Cumati echoed in custom. “You are ready
Jacaré. Let us go now to your tent, while the spirit moves with us. It
is time.”

Jacaré led the two to his hut, holding open the door - a crude hinged
barrier made of a stretched Black Caiman leather. Cumati remembered
Jacare killed the gator - it was taller than a man. The old Shaman
ducked inside, noting the scent of yang-yang flowers and the low flicker
of candles on either side of the ayahuasca sacrament, centered on the
shelf in the back.

He scanned the interior of the large straw hut and felt a positive
energy - tonight was a good night to ascend.

The hut itself was made of long wooden poles that bowed up to a
center square of smaller poles tied together, leaving room for a window
opening at the top of the conical hut. A trap door constructed of sticks
and straw hung from the ceiling with a large handle hanging down,
allowing the door to be lifted open or closed in times of rain, and to
allow smoke to escape. Thick weaves of grass made up the skin of the
hut, requiring that fires remain small, or else.

Cumati spied a crude bed constructed in the corner, made of knee-high
timbers all cut to length and tied together in a line. At the foot of
the bed was a crude chest made of woven limbs and straw, and at the
other corner of the hut sat a table topped with cooking items and
utensils. Lastly, there were several clay pots beneath the table for
storing food items, ornately sculpted and colorfully painted.

The fire in the center of the hut crackled, and the elder watched a
puff of smoke drift lazily towards the open skylight as Jacare dumped an
armload onto the small fire.

Cumati glanced back to the young man’s wood pile, resting below
various tools and his ‘closet’ before watching Jacare, who was in the
the final corner of the small hut, collecting his poofas to bring close
to the fire. Poofas were Warekena chairs, made by rolling large bundles
of straw into sewn deer skins, resulting in large cushioned seats. Most
bachelors had at least two of them inside, perfect for resting alone
with one’s feet up, or for entertaining a guest.

Jacaré placed the poofas near the small fire for warmth, leaving
Cumati to sit while Jacaré retrieved a tray with incense on it. The
young man’s hustle prompted a smirk from the elder. “Energy is wasted on
the youth.”

“So you tell me.” Jacaré replied. “I am ready now, shall we
begin.”

“Yes, it is time.”

The young apprentice closed his eyes, and with bowed head prayed
aloud. “Kuat and Lae, Father and Mother - tonight we ask for your honor,
to guide us through the spirit world in search of our soulful ascensions
- Cumati, born of the natal moon in the ninth house as our new leader
and Chief, and I, Jacare, born of the natal moon in the 12th house as
the tribe’s new Shaman.”

The young apprentice stood, wafting the incense back and forth three
times before touching Cumati three times as well - first the left
shoulder, the right, and then his head. He repeated the same on himself,
first his shoulders and then his head, before tossing the incense in the
fire with a silent prayer that offered the sweet incense as a
sacrificial gift to the spirit world.

Jacaré then retrieved a bowl of Sanipanga - a natural dye that stains
the skin with a semi-permanent violet color, believing that if one could
extract the purple color onto your skin, you could carry good spirits
with you. Of course, if the hue was too weak and transparent, one could
risk bad spirits. Wisely, Jacare selected only the finest Sanipanga
leaves for the ceremony, and confidently dipped his finger into the
bowl, drawing a circle around each of Cumati’s eyes. Pleased with the
rich opacity, he repeated the steps on himself - encouraging
divination while in the spirit realm.

Lastly, Jacaré presented Cumati a pipe - the bowl stuffed full of
dried and crushed B. Caapi vine, considered to be the "spirit"
of ayahuasca, the gatekeeper and guide to the otherworldly realms.
Ayahuasca was a main ingredient in the concoction and a powerful
psychotropic plant on its own, but when Warekena Shamans combined the
intoxicating vine with Chacruna, a small shrub containing the
hallucinogenic chemical DMT, it created a potent combination enhancing
the effects of Ayahuasca's MAOI antidepressant properties.

Cumati held the pipe to his mouth and exhaled deeply from the bottom
of his breath while Jacaré lit the pipe’s bowl for his new Chief. Cumati
breathed deep, instantly collapsing backwards, still holding the pipe
and unable to even inhale all the way, settling into the poofa in a
comatose state - his spirit having separated from his body.

Jacaré smiled at his success, having prepared it as strongly as he
could, just as the old Medicine Man had shown him. The young Shaman
gently plucked the pipe from the new Chief’s comatose hand, prepared it
for himself, and joined his elder - falling back onto his poofa and into
the spirit realm.

***


Cumati opened his eyes to another dimension, pulled into kaleidoscope
landscapes that divided the space in between, before his consciousness
awakened in a new plane of existence.

A mystifying world coalesced in front of him, materializing all at
once into a familiar landscape of a jungle oasis on a warm day - but its
colors were brighter and softer at the same time, rich and vibrant, but
fuzzy at their edges.

Looking up, he saw the sun was at its zenith, and butterflies flitted
through its beams of light, breaking the shafts as their wings winked in
and out of the rays, reflecting small twinkling flashes above the
fauna.

A trickling creek flowed through the middle, near a grassy opening
where a red brocket deer grazed. That’s when he noticed a cool breeze
meet his face, and when he turned into the wind he saw a small elven
creature had appeared, watching him patiently and smiling with eyes that
read his soul. Its body language was relaxed and disarming - its bearded
face was pronounced with exaggerated ears. It had a bulbous nose and a
thick brow beneath an oversized balding scalp. Its stature was short
like a child, and it chortled when Cumati knew what it was - an Aion
gatekeeper of the ascended planes.

‘Welcome back Cumati’ it said telepathically in a singing
manner. ‘We have missed you. Come - there is much to discuss before
you return to the trial.’ Its words rang out in a crystalline
high-pitch warble that created images for Cumati to see its thoughts in
his own mind.

Despite the creature’s odd appearance, Cumati felt the mental words
warm his heart with pure love, and sat down on the log beside it. He
stretched his legs out, dangling his toes in the water, somehow knowing
there was nothing to fear in this realm - no black caiman. Everything
was safe and peaceful.

‘Do you find my appearance crude?’ The Aion asked
curiously.

Cumati knew he literally couldn’t lie in this realm, his thoughts
were immediately public to those he interacted with in a telepathic
stream of consciousness communication. Lying was for those who spoke
with a tongue, the unenlightened incapable of higher communication.

‘Just different.’ He telepathically replied. ‘Your form
shimmers and changes, like you are made of light.’

The creature smiled. ‘Isn’t it an odd temptation to accept the
exterior as evidence of the interior?’

‘Indeed it is, Wise One.’

The Aion chuckled. ‘Please, call me Kapeeshwara.’

Cumati nodded, aware of the deity and curious as to why it was him
that he met with in his ascension to Shaman.

Kapeeshwara, he knew, is a deity that embodies man’s mind, a restless
entity akin to a monkey. Monkeys symbolize instability, leaping from
branch to branch, reflecting the erratic nature of thought. The body may
be strong, but the mind is often uncontrollable. Yet, it can be
influenced by its associations. Supreme devotion transforms the
instability over time, strengthening the mind and bonding with the
almighty in profound ways.

Cumati thought back to his teachings, knowing this is why we honor
Kaweeshwara and the mind: to remind ourselves that we become what we
connect with. If the mind dwells in negativity, it becomes tainted.
Conversely, if it aligns with positivity, it harnesses its true power.
Therefore, Kapeeshwara represents the limitless potential of the mind,
if one can remain patient and diligent.

Kapeeshwara nodded, having experienced Cumati’s full understanding in
a streaming emotion, and spoke telepathically once more. ‘I have
been watching you…waiting for your arrival to deliver a message, one you
will not like.’

The new Chief felt something cold in the message, a feeling of death
and sadness soaked in the Aion’s words.

‘Your tribe will one day vanish, not in your lifetime, but
perhaps in your young pupil’s.’

‘Jacare?’

Kapeeshwara nodded and continued on.

‘The unenlightened cannot destroy the trial vessels. There are
other tribes, Cumati - much bigger and more advanced than yours, and
they are as numerous as all the raindrops in a mighty storm. These other
earthly tribes…they have great magic. They can fly to Lae (the moon),
and talk to their counterparts back on Eo (earth) with only a
whisper.’

Cumati was mesmerized that such magic existed in the trial - amongst
other human Shamans in the world. How advanced they must be -
they were wizards…and it made him wonder if anything was possible with
strong enough magic.

Kapeeshwara continued. ‘These vast tribes also have strong
medicine, in some cases stretching their lives to more than one hundred
winters; and they have so much food that some eat themselves to
death.’

Cumati giggled at the thought of somebody having so much to eat that
they could kill themselves.

‘But with all the good magic they have, they also have bad magic;
magic they use on each other, casting huge balls of fire high into the
sky that crash down and kill a million people - poisoning the land for
hundreds of years each time one explodes.’

Cumati’s eyes widened in both fear and fascination. His mind cried
back a reply. ‘Perhaps they are too powerful?’

‘We wonder the same thing. If only they could love each other
more and stop fighting, they would all ascend…rapidly.’

‘Why do they fight like this?’

‘The song of the serpent’s hiss deceives their dreaming, tempting
them further from the path in pursuit of limitless wealth and
power.’

‘But they are already strong and powerful wizards, rich and well
fed…how could they want more?’

‘Greed is one of the trial’s most tempting obstacles. They are
now so blinded they will bring Eo to Apocalypse…unless they are
stopped.’

Cumati’s eyes widened again, this time with worry. ‘Kaweeshwara,
you do not think I can stop these wizards, do you?’

Kapeeshwara erupted in laughter, causing the Shaman to shrink in his
foolishness, too ignorant to understand the humor in his words.

‘Cumati, your heart is good but you know not what you say. Rest
easy, there are others that watch the wizards of Eo. Others from far
away stars. They are mostly curious about the Woken, fascinated by your
brief lifetimes and primitive magic…always watching, they are.’

The funny looking deity then added with a giggle. ‘And WE watch
them.’

‘Why does everyone watch the wizards of Eo, are they afraid of
another fireball battle?’

‘Yes - that and a thousand other ways these wizards poison
themselves, and Eo.’

‘I live on Eo - do they poison me too?’

‘Yes. That is why we all watch them now. Their magic has gotten
too strong, outpacing the wisdom they need in their hearts to wield such
power. They risk the destruction of Eo, and that is something we cannot
allow.’

‘Kapeeshwara, why are you telling me this?’

‘Because there is something you can help with. A conquistador
wizard will visit your hunting grounds many moons from now. You will
know him when he shows up, because he will walk straight into your camp,
leading a team of wizards, and he will be the darkest skinned man of the
group - darker even than your skin.’

Cumati considered how dark this wizard’s skin must be. ‘What do I
say to this wizard?’

Kapeeshwara ignored the question, and Cumati watched the elven
creature’s head glow - reaching out and touching Cumati’s head. In doing
so he blessed the Chief with the knowledge of a new language, instantly
fluent in Portuguese, English, and several others. Cumati felt the
knowledge fill him, and laughed in awe. Kapeeshwara continued.

‘Tell him the miracle men must live, to save mankind from
themselves. They are chosen, and this conquistador warrior you meet, the
dark skinned one, must pledge his allegiance to them.’

‘What if he doesn’t believe me?’

‘He will - I have seen it. But Cumati, you must understand there
are MANY outcomes I have seen, all of which are possible, many of which
end with the mass destruction of Eo. Nevertheless, a few good outcomes
still remain…leaving a slim chance for mankind to save themselves. Most
of them start with your message.’

‘How will I know for sure?’ Cumati thought to himself,
considering that perhaps another dark skinned man might walk into their
village one day.

Kapeeshwara smiled, and once more touched Cumati’s head - this time
foretelling of important events that would come to pass on his tribal
land. The information poured into his mind instantly and fully, and when
the deity stopped Cumati replied simply.

‘I understand.’ The new Chief tried to swallow, but realized
he left his physical body behind, and the tightness in his throat was
merely an illusion. The blunder made the Aion chuckle once more.

‘It's time for you to return…as Chief of your new tribe.
Congratulations Cumati.’

‘But Kapeeshwara, I have so many questions.’

‘We all do…the answers will come to you in due time, they always
do once you earn the answer. Now go - you have important work ahead of
you.’

Cumati began to protest, hoping to glean any more information, but
Kapeeshwara spoke commandingly over him. ‘Goodbye Cumati.’

‘Goodb-’

Instantly the deity vanished, and the world they conversed in began
to fade out.



***

Cumati never finished his salutation, instead pulled back into
Jacare’s hut abruptly, where he blearily awoke as the official new Chief
of the Warekena tribe.

Despite his disoriented state of mind, the deity’s message remained
clear…many moons from now Cumati would see the first of two
signs, with the second sign serving as his queue to deliver an important
message - one absolutely necessary to save humanity.





CHAPTER 7 - SNI

Three Years later. July 3, 1967

General Nerez swiftly made his way through the hallways of the
National Congress building as routinely as any day job. The luster and
fanfare of being the youngest General (ever) faded long ago, and by his
estimate he was still merely a pageboy for those above him, albeit with
a much more impressive title. The pay wasn’t bad either.

He turned the corner and continued to hot-foot it back to the
conference room where his superior, General Morales, was waiting.
Realizing he had kept Morales waiting longer than usual, he picked up
his brisk walk when suddenly he heard a familiar voice yell his
name.

“General Nerez!”

It was hardly a passable office yip, the sort where someone may
briefly raise their voice; rather, it was a boisterous yell that stopped
the young General in his tracks, instantly recognizing the voice that
called out to him - one he barely knew over the last three years, having
watched Silva rise to a role that ran him in the highest circles,
oftentimes in meetings far beyond Nerez’ security clearance.

“Ernesto - slow down Goddamnit!”

The curse echoed off the industrious hallway, and Nerez didn’t need
to turn around to confirm the man yelling it. There was only one person
he knew who would be so bold in his behavior and so direct in his
approach, despite the fact they were in the heart of the National
Congress Building, five stories up and surrounded by office workers -
all of whom surely heard the man yelling and none of which lacked title
and influence.

“Marshal Silva.” Nerez said with his back still to the voice. He then
turned with a playful smile, his best solution to hiding his shock.
After all, the last time they spoke, Silva threatened him. Nerez was
anything but thrilled to see this man suddenly back in his life.

“I’m shocked to see you, you’re a busy man.”

“That’s an understatement. How long has it been?”

“About three years, sir.”

“Three years…huh. Have they been good to you?”

“Truth be told sir, I barely have time to take a shit these
days.”

Marshal Silva let out a chuckle before muttering, “Ahh, I remember
those days and all I can tell you is this…if you work hard, put in your
dues, a four star is in reach…hell, maybe even a five star. Keep
grinding - it will pay off.”

“I should be so honored to join your company, sir.” Nerez decided to
try flattery to hide his shock.

“Bleh - quit kissing my ass Nerez, it’s me. And whatever it is you
think you’re running off to - let it go! It’s time you stop pushing
papers sun up to sun down. You’re coming with me today and I’ll handle
anyone who gives you shit about it.”

“Sir?”

“If you’re gonna work your ass off, may as well do it for something
that can truly help Brazil.”

“Marshal Silva…ah.” Nerez fumbled to find the best way to reply. “I’d
love to see what you have in mind, but General Morales is waitin-”

Silva interrupted with a cutting tone and began speaking in a low
growl. “What the fuck are you about to say to me, son? I
selected you, and I refuse to believe I promoted such a
spineless pussy. I can give a shit about Morales! I’m the Minister of
War in this country Goddamnit, and I told you you’re coming with me
today. Is that fucking clear enough for you Nerez, or would you like
to see what happens when you disobey MY orders?!”

Nerez swallowed hard, suddenly realizing three years wasn’t long
enough. “Crystal clear, sir.”

More so, the young General knew that Silva was the last man on earth
he wanted to piss off. As the Minister of War and top aide to the
Presidency of Castelo Branco, Marshal Costa e Silva, defended
the interests of the ruling party hard-liners and the ultra-right
faction of the Armed Forces - a group of state-sanctioned extremists
that didn’t care for compromise or second chances. In many ways he was
more powerful than the President. Whatever Silva had planned, Nerez was
stuck with him whether he wanted to be or not.

The Marshal turned without a moment to waste and began walking back
from the direction he came. He spoke with his back to Nerez as he
strolled quickly, awkwardly forcing Nerez to hasten his pace to heel
with his superior, faithfully obeying while the man continued to berate
him.

“Fuck me Nerez! Your generation is going to give me a fucking heart
attack - God help us!”

‘The man is still pissed over a suggestion to update my
commanding officer!’ Nerez of course kept his thoughts to himself,
fully aware of the shark tank he was wading into when keeping company
with Silva.

“Look son, I like you, but I need you to do what I say - that’s how
this is going to work. It’s how the world works! There is always a
hierarchy. If you can simply obey, you’ll find I’m just peachy…or have
you forgotten who I am in recent years?”

“I have not forgotten sir.”

“I didn’t think so, and I trust you remember who made you a
General?”

It was clearly a rhetorical question, and Nerez assumed this
posturing was directly related to the quid pro quo threat Silva left him
with on the night of his promotion years ago. He suppressed his anger
and instead responded subordinately.

“Yes sir, of course.” It left a bitter taste as he hadn’t ‘pandered’
in years…but he concluded that whatever ego he had, needed to be checked
all the way down. He was dealing with one of the most powerful men in
the country, and this man believed Nerez owed him something. It
left the young General on pins and needles.

“I also trust you remember what I said to you on the night of your
promotion?”

‘Bingo.’ Nerez thought before replying, “With crystal
clarity, sir.”

“Excellent. Well, that day is now…time to earn those
stripes, General.”

Nerez had no idea what was happening, but of course continued to
follow in stride, the whole time belaboring over the two questions
racing through his mind, ‘What choice do I have, and what is
happening?!’

Silva rounded a corner and stopped in front of the elevator lobby. He
pushed the ‘down’ button and the doors opened. When they stepped inside
he handed Nerez a keycard.

Nerez turned the card over in his hand, it was blank on both
sides.

“Go on - slide it.”

He looked back up to Silva quizzically, but caught the man’s growing
impatience and quickly slid the card in the only slot he saw - adjacent
to a button set apart from the rest.

“Good, now press that button there.”

Nerez looked down at the unmarked button below the ground floor,
hesitatingly pushing it.

“Excellent. Now…that is your keycard going forward
General.”

“A key card? I’ve never heard of such a thing…”

“It’s brand new - state of the art. That little magnetic strip is
what grants you access…”

“Access to what, sir?”

Mashal Silva looked at him with an evil smile and replied, “Access to
the Serviço Nacional de Informações, otherwise known as,
SNI.”

Nerez couldn’t help but detect there was a lot more to this
‘SNI’…he had never seen the Marshal this excited before. Unsure of what
was happening, he decided he should remain open-minded, but neutral.

“SNI…never heard of it?”

“That's because it’s brand new, it only gained legislative approval 3
weeks ago. Finally got it past that asshole President of ours…” Silva
paused and clenched his jaw, muttering something about “that
motherfucker” before he continued with his normal volume of voice.

“Branco has been…resistant to the idea of creating an army
intelligence service, insisting it would weaken the General Staff. But
Branco is a fucking twat, and his time at the top is overdue. The
successful creation of this department is evidence of that, he has lost
his party and therefore his ability to bend his political will. SNI will
be his downfall, and our ascension.”

Nerez suddenly knew what this visit from Marshal Silva was - another
power struggle still shaking out after the Coup three years ago. He
suddenly realized the stakes.

Silva continued. “Despite the President’s misconceptions,
SNI is something we began drawing up prior to the coup.” He squinted at
Nerez, weighing the face the young General wore. “Few people know what
I’m about to tell you, General…”

Silva turned to Nerez in the cramped space of the elevator and
squinted his eyes to drive home his message. “The American CIA helped us
pull that coup off, with orders upon high…all the way to the White
House. They saved Brazil from Communism, but there are still those who
resist these positive tides of change, even despite the surging
economy.”

Silva paused to clear his throat, a habit that frequently afflicted
him via his love of cigars.

“The milagre econômico brasileiro is real, and we have the
United States to thank for getting us on this path. But the job isn’t
done and the US can’t do it all for us…we must overcome the remaining
resistance on our own. Communism is a resilient cancer, and I fear our
current president isn’t strong enough to do what is needed to stop
it.”

Nerez realized what was happening. ‘He’s assembling his
followers. Lines of loyalty will be drawn again, and soon.’ He
tried to stall while he could mull over his instincts, quizzically
asking, “Why would the US care about Brazilian politics?”

Silva snorted at such a preposterous question. “Because Brazil is
shaping up to be one of the most influential powers in the western
hemisphere, and the most instrumental in shaping trade relations for
much, if not all of South America. Squash the humility son, Brazil is a
big deal, and the US knows it. Perhaps more importantly, we know they
know…and visa versa.”

Silva then muttered, “Most of all though, the United States has
bigger ideas for Brazil.”

“Excuse me sir? How do you know that?”

Silva cleared his throat once more. “Because they approached me -
they told me as much!”

“They approached you, sir… Who - The United
States?”

Silva’s face went blank with emotion. “Yes, I’ve been meeting with
the CIA. We discussed terms, a course of action they had already worked
out…which I’ll admit is genius…and I agreed. Circumstances are now well
in motion to elevate this new intelligence agency in Brazil - in
conjunction with the United States. The President didn’t see
what I did, but I know you will. This was not just for me or my closest
confidants…”

Silva paused to make sure Nerez met his gaze on that word, a reminder
that Nerez was one of his confidants, and continued. “This is
for all of Brazil. We must do the hard things for our
countrymen - the shepherds who will defend our flock from the
wolves.”

“Yes of course, but what do they want?”

“The US will ensure my rise to power, and those who choose to join
me. In exchange they play an unchecked hand in South American affairs.
Amnesty - full authority to carry out covert military
missions.”

“Full amnesty for their military…?”

“Calm down Nerez.” Silva said matter of factly. “Think about it…can
we, the Brazilian army, really stop the US Military if they
want something? Besides, we already made our deal with the US
three years ago. Fuck, you and I aren’t having this conversation without
the US assistance. That coup never would have happened without
them!”

Silva leaned in for effect. “You know what I learned from that whole
fucking mess?” His eyebrows raised expectantly and yet simultaneously
condescending. “The United States already owns us. So I
realized there is NO choice…and well - if you can’t beat em, join
em.”

Nerez sighed. “I agree, but military amnesty…”

“I said covert! Of course we can’t allow them to
openly operate military vehicles in Brazilian territory - they
know it and we know it…it would be an international headline and nothing
but a fucking problem for Brazil, top to bottom. Buuut, if they phone it
in ahead, stay fast and low - what the fuck do I care if they want to
take out the trash for us? Besides, we’ve seen what their covert forces
are capable of. They’ll do what they need to do and nobody will be the
wiser - no skin off my back!”

“But what are they doing?!”

Silva gave him a blank stare to drive home an obvious answer.
“Colombia, for starters…FARC!?”

Nerez immediately felt stupid for not seeing it quicker. Back in May
of 1964, a CIA-funded program called Plan LAZO was initiated. It was
part of Kennedy's ‘Alliance for Progress’ program. In essence, the
United States trained Colombian military troops to invade the largest
peasant enclaves. The peasants had become a formidable force, promoting
a political line of agrarianism and anti-imperialism. In response, the
military used a bomber aircraft with Napalm. The casualties were
plentiful, but not total. Many of the armed inhabitants of the enclaves
escaped. Two years later many of the victims and/or close friends and
family of the victims were solidified in their hate for America and
their commitment to revenge. They soon formed FARC (Revolutionary Armed
Forces of Colombia). Today, FARC was quickly becoming the largest
terrorist threat to Colombia, and their influence was spreading into
Brazil.

Silva continued, “I ain’t lettin’ FARC get so much as a fucking
toehold in our country. If the US wants to lead that charge, God Bless
em!”

“I get it, and I can’t say I disagree with you. Fittingly it sounds
like the best, and only option considering how the US has
tanked the Colombian economy in retaliation for their lack of
cooperation in squashing FARC.” Nerez cited the latest gossip amongst
the intelligence community, believing the U.S. government focused on the
destruction of FARC and other left-wing guerrilla movements to such an
extent that they were willing to support various destabilizing
elements in Colombia’s democracy and economy. “So what is SNI?”

Silva smirked with pride. “SNI? We intend to make it the most
essential department to the strength and security of our great nation. A
new arm of Brazilian Intelligence - modeled after the American’s CIA
with their help…and occasional involvement.”

“So is this an American department, or a Brazilian one?”

“Well now, that’s where you come in son.” He grinned. “We’re in
Brazil Goddamnit, if they want to give us a hand up - fine
by me - but I’m not about to make our great nation another
puppet regime to the Americans. Hell, I don’t trust those yankees any
farther than I can throw em!’ Silva then looked Nerez square in the eye
and added, “That’s why I'm gonna need someone I can
trust.”

The elevator door opened, and Nerez realized how far underground they
must be. It must have been some sort of nuclear bunker, or a DUMB (Deep
Underground Military Base) covertly located directly under the National
Congress Building. He had to hand it to Niemeyer, and wondered if that’s
why the famous Brazilian architect built so many government
buildings.

‘What other secrets lay beneath our buildings?’ Nerez
pondered as Silva stepped out of the elevator, greeting a receptionist
flanked by an armed guard.

“Welcome back Marshal Silva.” The receptionist said neutrally while
the soldiers flanking the front desk snapped a salute.

Silva gave a proud salute back to the men before adding, “Thank you
Camila.”

With a smile on his face and a twinkle in his eye, he gestured to
Nerez like a spider inviting a fly to dinner.

“Right this way, General.”



END SAMPLE

I hope you enjoyed this sample of ASCENSÃO: Revolution.

To learn where the story goes, please visit www.ethanelkins.com or your preferred book retailer for purchase.



Author’s Note

This story was predominantly written in the quiet margins of life -
sometimes inspired by a dream in the middle of the night, but most often
grinded out during the soft hush of a sleeping house, where the keyboard
clicks of a restless mind sporadically clambered in juxtaposition to
quiet classical music.

For the last six years I found time not in abundance, but in slivers;
and when I wasn’t actually typing I was still thinking about this book -
at times pondering the meaning of obsession, conducting research via the
podcasts I listened to, the documentaries I watched, and the novels I
chose to read. While those moments were a beautiful mixture of
entertainment and research, most of this novel was born under the dim
glow of a desk lamp, long after the world had gone to bed, and just
before the next day began.

Writing while raising three children with my wife has been both a joy
and a challenge. It taught me that creativity is not a luxury of time,
but a discipline of spirit. More so, I learned that stories aren’t so
much my creation as they are their own. Like children, they grow in
unpredictable ways - sometimes wild, sometimes wondrous, but always
demanding love and patience.

For me this book is more than fiction. It is a meditation on
possibility, on the strange and beautiful tension between what is
tangible and what is not…and if our value assessments for
either are as accurate as we collectively think they are. Can something
we cannot measure, still be real? I believe so, and to that end I hope
this book highlights just how much we don’t know.

Finally, this book is a testament to the idea that even in the most
chaotic seasons of life, we can still build worlds, ask questions, and
chase meaning. Life is mysterious, and beautiful, and painful, and
joyous, and sad, and scary, and exciting…and quietly calm and
thunderously calamitous - all at the same time. And yet, I
believe the universe is exactly as it should be - full of lessons to be
learned and new discoveries to be made…anything less would be
boring.

To my wife and children: thank you for being my universe.

To the reader: thank you for stepping into this one.

With humility and hope,



  [image: Author of The Ascensão Trilogy Ethan Elkins signature]
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These effects remained intensely high until approximately twenty
minutes, when abruptly the patients returned fo lucidity with a
near-complete recovery third minutes after injection.

Peychological Effects: The patient experienced altered perception, vivid
visual imagery, and intensified emotions during the peak effect of UNT.
The effects were described as both hallucinatory and introspective in
nature. Notably, Patient I claims to have experienced the outside of
reality, and covered with all-knowing entities she referred to as The
Watchers. (See Addendum I~A)

Side Bffects
Nausea and Vomiting: The patient reported mild nausea during the
initial stages of comedown, which resolved spontaneously within 30
minutes of lucidity.

Anxiety: The patient experienced a mild sense of anxiety during the peak
effect of UMT. This effect subsided as the drug s efficacy waned.

Transient Eypertension: A temporary increase in blood pressure was
observe, with systolic blood pressure peeking at I0 mmilg and diastolic
blead pressure peaking at %0 mmiig. Blaed pressure gradually returned to
normal levels as the drug s effects wore off.

No other significant side effects or adverse events were reporied during
the observation period.

Conclusion:

In this singular patient, DNT at a dosage of 0.5 mg/kg, administered
throughout intravenous infection, demonstrated & rapid enset of ackion
and peak effect within 2 minutes. The drug exhibited a duration of
residual efficacy for approximately € hours, with minor observable
physical and peychalogical effects including & lack of focus, increased
feeling of detachment from reality, and forgetfulness. While
experiencing mild side effects such as nausea, anxiety, and transient
hypertension, no severe adverse events were recorded.
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Addendum I-A
Psychological Effects of Disethyltryptamine (UNT)

LUate: December 11, 1945
Observing Doctor: Ur. Josef Mengele
Patient Information: Yacl Blum
Patient Likx PT-00T

Intreduction:
The following presents a comprehensive analysis of the
peychalegical effects observed in PT-00I upon experimental
adminisiration of dimothylizyptamine (MT). This addendum expires
in more detail the potential impact of UMT on human consciousness
and perception, specifically focusing on the patient s reported
interactions with spiritual beings that $ranscend our conventional
understanding of reality.

Methodology:
The patient, referred fo a5 PT-001 M- ——"——

|

Observations:
Initial Phase: Upon the administration of UMT, EESSS—mm

|

Altered Perception: patent PT~00I reported a shift in perception.
e by - T S SIS
elah. sed diam monummy 01bEENENSEEFLIncicunt Ut laereet doiors
S Oihervorldly and transcendent SN
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Clinical Trial Report: Urug Efficacy and Side Effects of UMT in a
Singular Patient

Late: ecember I1, 1943
Location: Auschwitz
Patient Ib: F1-00T
Gender/Race: Female, Judisch
hge: 3t

Medical History: No known allergies or pre-existing conditions

God molcile 4

Urug Information:

LUrug Name: UNT (Uisethyltryptamine)

Losage: 0.3 mg/kg

Route of Administration: Intravenous injection
Ingection Time: 0B:04 AM

Luration of Urug Efficacy: 30 minutes
Administrator: Ur. M. Malcolm

Observations

Efficacy:

Time of Onset: The drug s effects vere reported to be noticeable within
reported to be noticeable within 2 minutes of injection at most, often
2ess.

Peak Effect: The patient experienced the maximum effects of LT
approximately 5 minutes after injection.

Luration of Efficacy: The dug maintained its efficacy for a total
duration of minutes. Gradually tapering off after the peak effect and
completely absent after 30 minutes.

Physical and Psychological Effects:

Physical EffectssThe patient reported dilated pupils, increased heart
rate, and elevated blood pressure within the first 2 minutes after
ingection.
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Encounter with Anunnaki.which patient claimed was NENSEEGE—_
B e — e )
S . coiVing profound
insights from these spiritual beings. NEEEEEG—_—G—EG_—_—
Y ) 0<<e<3ing eXceptional
abilities and were A ———

‘tingling of the skin. Further research s necessary o fully
comprehend the underlying mechanisms behind these experiences
and to explore the therapeutic potential of UNT in certain
psychological conditions. Additionally, SumeG—G————

|

Conclusion:
The administration of DT resulted in a profound alteration of
consciousness, leading $o & subjective experience of interacting
with spiritual beings beyond our conventional reality. The
patient s reported encounters provide insight into existential
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. Josef Mengele
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