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Chapter 1.

	Vienna, 7th May 1824.

	 

	The conductor raised his baton. Silence fell across the concert hall. The members of the orchestra lifted their instruments as if poised to begin a well-rehearsed dance. Violin bows tensed, trumpet players moistened mouth pieces and dozens of fingers played invisible notes as they warmed up for the first movement. At the back, drumsticks were hovering over timpani, waiting for the command that would set them free. The orchestra seemed unable to hold back the stampede which was building up behind the first sound, struggling forcefully to liberate itself from the musicians’ reins. All eyes fell on the conductor who, in turn, swivelled to one side awaiting the composer’s command.

	Ludwig van Beethoven waited until the last laps had settled in their seats and then gave the slightest nod of the head to signal his approval.

	The first, almost imperceptible, notes began to sound. They were distant echoes, as if drawing the faraway dawn of a new day. The peaceful opening gave no warning of the musical whirlwind that was laying in wait, ready to burst through. The violins repeated the initial sounds in a hurried crescendo, raised them up to an almost impossible tension of strings against wood by the powerful tones of the bassoon. It was a miracle that the theatre walls managed to contain the explosion of sound that ensued as the drums brought the opening to its seat-vibrating climax.

	Beethoven watched on in satisfaction as the polished prelude took effect: the unprepared audience were fixed to their seats. He could see that any doubt on the faces of cynics had been wiped away. Now nobody would be able to say that the ten years of silence since his last symphony meant that he was finished as a composer. All that remained was to see if those present would be able to work out the meaning of the piece. This wasn’t just his ninth symphony, this was his masterpiece; the music playing was the greatest work of his life.

	After the impetuous opening, Beethoven observed how the public absorbed his well-crafted elixir, drop by drop. The genius within that awoke him in the middle of the night, whispering sonnets into his ear, had forced him to delve deep into his knowledge of music, to wring out the essence of it and then filter the result through the deepest part of his soul.

	He saw how the first movement caused the public to stir in uncontrolled waves. Just like in a storm violent shrieks alternated with moments of tense calm. The unsettled confusion trapped the listeners, turning them into puppets at the mercy of the baton. The stanzas, burning and rolling violently, evoked the worst moments suffered by humans; centuries of darkness, chaos and loss of reason. Immediately after, soothing melodies painted a picture of faith and hope, man reborn from his own ashes.

	A concatenation of chords, hidden between the accelerated twists and turns of the piece, brought a smile to his face. Something of the secret melody that he had tried so hard to hide had sneaked in. Inexplicably, his mind drifted back to the moment that the Ninth came to him, the moment that he felt the fire that would mark him until the end of his life; a moment that took place nearly forty years ago.

	It had happened when he arrived in Vienna. The singular experience caused a lasting effect on his life. Destiny placed a scroll with strange symbols into his hands. Nobody understood it, but he had been able to decipher the notes at the first glance. He didn’t need to work through it, note by note – instead he was able to see the music hidden within and allow it to burst forth naturally. The ink resounded inside his head, uncovering a melody as sublime as it was mysterious. His future was written beneath the symbols on that ancient piece of animal hide: observe, study and analyse humans in order to compose humanity’s musical soul. That scroll worked the miracle of his transformation from puerile innocence to the blind utopia that would stay with him for the rest of his life. That melody, fixed in his brain like a distant echo, came back to him whenever his strength abandoned him, whenever he felt like he was making a mistake, that everything to do with the scroll had been an error, that he was incapable of dealing with the responsibility.

	Beethoven turned his gaze back onto the spectators. Would any of them realise that tonight was unlike any other? That the composition they were hearing went far beyond mere entertainment? That night it wasn’t Beethoven they were hearing but Humanity itself interpreting its universal anthem.

	A slight movement in the upper boxes caught his attention. He was irritated to see that it was his secretary, Anton Schindler’s, bumbling entrance which was causing the distraction as he bumped into a number of people before finally taking his seat. Even though the intelligent, astute young man had brought him considerable financial success by selling his work, had pandered to his considerable quirks and put up with his bad temper, he still didn’t quite trust him. He did, however, need him; now more than ever as his deafness had grown so acute that he could barely communicate. Ultimately, and much to his displeasure, not only had the man become his personal scribe, but also his very shadow.

	 

	Schindler arrived late. He was deeply sorry to have missed the opening but it had been worth it. Beethoven didn’t go out very much lately so, after wishing the maestro luck when they reached the theatre, he quickly dashed back to the studio. No matter how hard he looked, he couldn’t find what he was searching for. For years he’d had the feeling that his master got his inspiration from somewhere other than his intelligence and skill when composing. He was convinced that there was a secret being hidden and he wasn’t going to stop until he found out what it was.

	He took his place in one of the best boxes and looked at his master, who in turn was scrutinising every one of the conductor’s movements. He must be sensing, rather than hearing, his own composition. How cruel fate can be – leaving a man who lives from his ear deaf! What heartless paradox makes the greatest musician in history unable to listen to his most glorious work?!

	The new variation that the orchestra was weaving made him forget his worries and doubts. His conscience slipped along a downward spiral until reaching the very darkest part of his interior, leaving his vital signs suspended until he returned from his interior journey. He recognised the real Beethoven in the compass of the second movement, allowing all his interior passion to overflow. He demonstrated his complete power over the audience, entering into their souls with violin bows, lifting their dreams to the skies with flutes and clarinets and then returning them, unforgiving, to reality under the rhythm of the drums. Beethoven was offering them a gift of love in its purest state, love of existence itself: Nature, God and Humanity, inseparable. Beauty, the hidden dimension which only revealed itself to the chosen few, had chosen Beethoven that night to manifest itself through music.

	He had been so captivated by his master’s composition that he didn’t even notice that his nails were bleeding from gripping the chair so tightly. The pain snapped him out of his trance at the beginning of the fourth movement, when the compasses started to mirror those of the first in a melodious litany. Schindler moved closer to peer over the edge of the railing in the box; he wanted to see why there was a disconcerting murmur building below him. That type of interruption showed a complete lack of respect! However, on looking down over the audience he relaxed as it became clear that the sound was an indication of the audience’s amazement, not of their disproval. He had never seen such a response to a concert: elated youths, hypnotised aristocracy and ecstatic women. The strange spell was spreading and growing like a living creature, taking over the will of all the people present. The rich in their boxes as well as the poorer people in the stalls were all overwhelmed at the same time by the sensation, an uninterrupted exhalation. They all appeared to be transported to another dimension, far away from the Kärntnertortheater, floating in a world as surreal as it was human, as collective as it was indescribably intimate.

	Beethoven saw the choir enter at exactly the right moment with satisfaction. He remembered the criticism that had been voiced by some people during the rehearsals: why organise a choir when you’re only going to use them in the fourth movement? Nobody was willing or able to understand the obvious reason: humans should occupy their correct place in the universe and history. The male voices introduced the first verses of ‘Ode to Joy’ from the much-admired poet Schiller. He had composed the fourth movement with the music and voices both embracing the same melody, building a magical wave which would break through the barrier around the senses and directly attack hearts.

	The entrance of the choir’s voices was the moment when the public lost all control. Despite the silent bubble in which he lived, Beethoven could feel the stirring as a light vibration on his skin. A number of people stood up, others applauded, and still more lifted their arms in violent gestures which proclaimed victories incomprehensible to him. The conductor of the orchestra continued without letting the noise distract him. He had been told to carry on until the very end no matter what happened in the hall.

	He was achieving the desired effect. Hysteria was still spreading around the concert hall: women fainted, others were flushed, and men were crying; the elderly were fighting back tears and the young jubilantly shouted the verses from Schiller.

	The voices quickened their tempo, announcing that the end was near. The music seemed to pierce the physical limits of the hall, of the city, of humans so that it could project itself from the heavens and from there reach the whole universe.

	Beethoven reached out his arms and thanked God.

	‘I hope that I have pleased you’.

	The orchestral exaltation finished and the conductor lowered his baton, exhausted. Just one second of silence was enough to awaken the audience from their ephemeral dream and then give way to the loudest applause that the music capital of the world had ever witnessed.

	The work of art had finished. Schindler’s legs were trembling so much that he couldn’t stand. While the public were giving the brilliant concert a standing ovation, he wiped away his tears and observed his master, his gaze lost somewhere in the ceiling and his arms outstretched as if imploring an invisible god.

	The solo contralto got down from the podium where the choir had been standing and headed towards the composer. On seeing her, Beethoven seemed to return to earth and allowed the singer to lead him by the arm so he could receive the warm praise and admiration of the devoted audience.

	Beethoven acknowledged the applause with a slight bow. His expression showed that he was at peace; he had seen his life’s objective, fought against the adversities that life had put in his way and finally achieved it.

	 


Chapter 2.

	Lisbon, 1st January 2018. 

	 

	Miko finished arranging the stools in a perfect line in front of the bar. He filled the bucket with water, dipped the mop into it and then squeezed out just the right amount before energetically moving the tasselled head over the sticky floor. The New Year’s Eve party had been a great success; just what he needed in order to place his café among the trendiest spots in Lisbon.

	It was a good idea to invite the folk band from Cape Verde, he thought to himself.

	He raised his head to look at the small stage where the instruments were strewn, dormant under the dull, mortuary-like glow that the emergency lights gave off. The silence in the bar weighed heavy, almost as if it was screaming out for the instruments to wake up and play again. The chromed outlines of the drums caught his eye as if they were the sparkling eyes of a girl, flirting with him from the other side of the bar. Next the guitar seemed to leer lasciviously at him, leaned casually as it was against the wall. He lowered his gaze and carried on cleaning up, trying to avoid looking at the keyboard at all costs. That was a relationship that had already cost him dearly and it was better not to tempt fate.

	He turned on the projector and connected the television in an attempt to take his mind off his thoughts while he finished off the chores. Some ski jumpers were flying in stiff poises against an idyllic alpine backdrop, bringing back snap shot memories of his childhood in Switzerland. He realised that this was the first New Year’s Day that he had woken up so early. Once upon a time, back when he was a star on the electronic music scene, the best clubs in Europe had fought over him for their New Year’s Eve parties. Next up on the TV was a repeat of the New Year concert from Vienna. He couldn’t help but smile when he remembered the year that his record company had got him VIP tickets for it and how he had left the woman, who would later become his wife, stranded on the pavement after she refused to take off the mink stole that she was wearing around her neck. The relationship was doomed from the start, he mused to himself.

	That New Year’s Day was unusually quiet and comforting for him. Maybe they were always like this but he had never had chance to experience it because of his chaotic lifestyle. What New Year’s resolution could he make this year? He’d stopped making them ages ago. As a result of those promises to himself, a forest had sprung up in an area of the Amazon that had been stripped of trees, an article had been written about climate change and renewable energy; there was even a small hospital in sub-Saharan Africa. However, the birth of Nicolás, his son, who was sleeping peacefully in the upstairs flat right at that moment, was far from planned. What at one point he had considered an untimely slip, now seemed to be the best thing he had done in his whole life.

	Miko turned off the TV and switched on all the lights in an attempt to scare away the ghosts that had ganged up to haunt him and force him to relive his past this morning. He couldn’t let himself get dragged down by memories, especially not now as he could see the much-desired stability he’d been striving for just around the corner. At forty-three years old he had managed to put the pieces of his turbulent life back together; a new line of work, surrounded by different people. The only thing he wished for right now was to carry on with his new life.

	The sharp ring of the doorbell snapped him back to the present, cutting off all other thoughts.

	‘Hello,’ came a young, yet serious, male voice with a marked German accent from outside in the pouring rain. ‘Are you Miko Tarvuk?’

	Miko looked at him and raised an eyebrow. Huge mirrored sunglasses, biker’s jacket, hair combed over to one side with a diamond stud shining in the exposed ear... A total fashion victim if ever he had seen one. He was a cross between Tom Cruise and Lady Gaga and looked as if he was still ready to party.

	‘Who’s asking?’

	‘That’s not important,’ he said dryly. ‘I’m here on business.’

	Miko looked up and down the street. The only break in the silence was the rain bouncing off the cobbled street.

	‘I can’t see a delivery van. Anyway, I wasn’t expecting any deliveries today.’

	‘Are you really Okimo?’ the visitor asked, causing Miko’s humorous comment to fall flat whilst he openly eyed him up and down.

	That word echoed around Miko’s core, bringing back sounds that he thought he’d silenced forever. It had been years since anyone had called him by his stage name.

	‘How did you find me?’ he asked brusquely, annoyed at being forced to remember all that that name had meant. Miko had tried his hardest to hide his previous identity but, as this unexpected visit showed, it was obvious that he hadn’t done a good enough job.

	‘Google. It’s all on there. You must know that the people who come here aren’t just interested in Caipirinhas and live music. They come here because they’re curious – they want to see the star of electronic music-turned waiter and then chat about it on forums of course.’

	‘Damn internet!’ complained Miko. In his day he had pioneered the use of the internet to distribute his work and keep in touch with his fans. Now he could see that the internet too had turned against him.

	‘Come on, let me in,’ the young man insisted. ‘I’ve come with a very profitable business proposition,’ he said, slightly bowing his head as he spoke.

	Miko followed the gesture until he saw a large case hanging from the man’s hand. The guy didn’t look dangerous so he agreed to continue the conversation inside the bar.

	They sat down at one of the tables in front of the stage.

	‘Ok, what are you selling?’ asked Miko.

	‘I want to commission a song from you.’

	‘I’m sorry, but that won’t be possible,’ Miko interrupted him. ‘I don’t make music anymore.’

	‘It’s easy work and I’ll pay you well.’

	‘It’s not about the money.’

	‘Would a hundred thousand Euros be enough to make you reconsider?’

	Miko didn’t even blink.

	‘I won’t say it again, I’m not up for sale,’ he said, pointing at him.

	‘Ok, but I’m not asking you to get back on stage. I only need you to give me an hour of your time. Then I’ll be on my way and you’ll never see me again.’

	Miko had had some pretty outrageous propositions when he’d been a star, but nothing as crazy as this. A hundred thousand Euros for one hour...

	‘I’m sorry kid, you’d better leave. I’ve heard enough.’

	Instead of being intimidated the young German gave a huff or disapproval, put the case down on the table and calmly turned the combination locks.

	From inside the case he produced a heavy, spherical object which he placed on the table in front of Miko. What at first appeared to be a simple metal ball was transformed under the spotlights into a shining orb which shot rays of light in all directions. For a moment Miko was struck by the same surge of electricity that he used to get whenever he appeared on stage. The lines of golden filigree which dissected the sphere in the same way as the lines of latitude and longitude of a globe seemed to absorb energy from their surroundings; Miko had the sensation that the bar had shrunk, that it had been reduced to just that table and the powerful object set upon it. He fought back his urge to touch it in case its magic disappeared on contact, but he couldn’t resist putting his face closer, hypnotised by the mysterious halo that it emanated. At the same time, the sphere returned the reflection of his face, distorted by the shiny silver surface. He got the feeling that it was daring him to open it if he wanted to discover his real self. As if the German was reading his thoughts he undid a small metal clasp and opened the sphere, uncovering the sophisticated mechanism of a music box.

	Miko had seen plenty of music boxes – in Switzerland they were sold as souvenirs, a memento from the land of precision machinery. This one, however, was no ordinary music box. A dazzling collection of shiny, steel gears connected the handle to a spring clip which stored the tension that was later to be released smoothly over the metal cylinder covered with small indentations. Hovering a hair’s-breadth above it was a comb with fine teeth of different lengths which reminded Miko of the strings inside a piano, each one with its unique note. The movement was transferred by a collection of cogs and wheels which were so perfectly polished that they looked as good as new. The base was covered with German fir-tree wood; white and shiny it was a favourite of instrument makers when making sound boards because of its excellent ability to amplify sound. It was obvious that this music box had not been used very often. There wasn’t a speck of dust on the gleaming disc which hid the music under an undecipherable code of dots, not even the tiniest grease stain on the interior workings. Nothing at all marred the beauty of this musical universe in miniature, in which human ingenuity had managed to embody the intangible concept of music within the perfect instrument.

	Miko saw that something was engraved on the interior of the cover. Etched in exquisite calligraphy were the numbers 2-0-1-8. If it hadn’t been for this indication of its human origin, he could almost have believed that it had come from another world.

	The young man began winding the mechanism. Miko listened as if he was a condemned man hearing the revolver that was going to kill him being loaded.

	‘The commission is to compose a piece of music based on the melody in this music box. That’s all. I imagine that translating the notes you’re going to hear to a synthesiser will be child’s play for someone like you. You can make any adjustments you feel necessary, but I ask you to stick as closely as possible to the original. The aim is to capture the soul of the tune.’

	‘Why have you chosen me? I’ve been retired for years.’

	‘Precisely because of that fact. I need discretion; I couldn’t go to a famous artist or record company.’

	‘Wow, so you needed a forgotten musician…’ Miko let out suddenly.

	‘But the main reason is that I’ve never seen anyone use a synthesiser like you,’ confessed the young man without changing his expression in the slightest.

	Miko realised that when he was at the peak of his success this man would have been about fifteen years old.

	‘So why all the mystery?’

	The handle reached the limit of its rotations and made a clicking sound.

	‘Listen to the song. I hope you understand.’

	The cylinder full of indentations started to turn slowly and regularly, lifting and releasing the metal teeth and producing the first notes which drifted upwards like wisps of smoke into the stale air of the bar. Miko was instantly hooked on the melody as if his mind had become another, integral part of the rotating mechanism. He instinctively closed his eyes and the sounds bombarded him, reaching deep inside. That demon music has returned and demanded that he bow before it again. No, he wasn’t going to surrender. He had sold his soul once and all he had got in return was failure and obscurity. The music box continued releasing its notes like a flower being blown about in the wind, dropping petals whose malevolent caresses made Miko’s skin crawl. His rational side wanted to get up and hurl the evil contraption against the wall, eradicate the temptation, but he couldn’t move a muscle. Every time the fine teeth struck against the metal it was as if a master craftsman was skilfully chiselling away at his stony resolve with the insistence of a stubborn child. The last melodious whirlwind that came out of the box prized open the rift completely and from it all the false reasoning, contradictions and excuses that had combined to change the free spirit of a dreamer into that of a practical and predictable imposter. His willpower weakened, his soul gave in and the music ended.

	‘I’ll do it!’ said Miko, raising his head to meet this person who could have been sent from hell eye to eye. He knew that the decision was going to set him back years of hard work, but he felt an obligation to free the music from its metallic urn. He had to let the rest of the world feel the magic that the melody carried with it. If he didn’t do it, he ran the risk of having it play constantly in his head for the rest of his life.

	He got up, carried the box over to the stage, connected the keyboard and pressed record. The young German observed intently from his chair. From time to time, Miko went back over the melody in the box to listen to the notes again, which he then automatically transcribed into a sequence of black and white keys. He had finished in half an hour and he played the result from start to finish. After the German had shown his approval, he copied his work onto a USB drive and handed it over.

	‘Here’s the money,’ said the young man as he handed him an enormous wad of five hundred-euro notes. ‘It’s all above board, and just to prove it, we’ll make this legal with a bill. I’ve got one prepared; all you need to do is sign here. There’s also a non-disclosure agreement too.’

	Miko signed in all the places he was told, the melody from the music box continued all the while in his head like a broken record, stuck on the same groove.

	The German closed the document file smoothly, picked up the music box and made his way to the exit without saying goodbye.

	Miko looked up from the table, forcing himself back to the surface of the stormy sea that the music had tried to drown him in.

	‘Where did that box come from?’ he managed to get the words out just as the young man was pushing the door open.

	‘It’s an antique,’ the German replied.

	‘I can believe that. The notes are organised on the pentatonic scale, nobody uses it nowadays.’

	The German shrugged his shoulders and twisted his lips, showing his indifference to the information.

	‘And what about the numbers?’ continued Miko.

	‘Two thousand and eighteen? What do you think? It’s the reason I’m here today and, more importantly, the reason why I’m going to be a very rich man.’

	‘You didn’t lose any time. Today’s the first on January.’

	‘Quite the contrary, I’ve been waiting for a long time for this day,’ he said as his handed rested on the door knob. ‘Ah, one last thing. You forgot to give the tune a title...’

	Miko thought for a few seconds. What had the melody suggested to him?

	‘Square Circle.’

	‘What?’ asked the young man, sounding confused. ‘Square and circle?’

	‘No, the square circle, the impossible: perfection.’

	‘Ah, yes,’ the young German agreed, not entirely convinced. ‘Goodbye, I hope that I never see you again.’

	Miko didn’t manage to say any more, he was dumb-struck by the fleeting visit. He remained still, listening for a few seconds. The echo of the melody was rapidly fading away from his memory. All of a sudden he felt lighter, as if he had taken off layers of heavy overcoats, he felt like he was floating in the air. He bolted the door and ran upstairs to wake Nicolás up.

	As he ran up the stairs, three at a time he didn’t realise that his lips were humming a strangely catchy tune.

	 

	After leaving the bar, Thorsten broke into a run, risking his neck on the steep, slippery streets of Alfama until he arrived at a wide avenue that ran parallel to the river. He stopped the first taxi and asked to be taken to the Porsche dealership. The driver warned him that everything was closed but after receiving an irate glare, decided to keep quiet and drive. Thorsten knew that the manager was waiting for him with the keys to the Porsche 911 GT3 in his hand. One last phone call separated him from his red, metallic dream of 475 horsepower and 315 kilometres per hour.

	‘Andreas, I’ve got the song. Now transfer the money.’

	‘The rules state that it must be published,’ he objected in a pedantic tone.

	‘Bloody hell! I’m doing it as we speak!’ Thorsten protested.

	The German connected the USB to a tablet with 4G and uploaded the song as an mp3 to an internet server with a .com address that he’d already paid for.

	‘Now I see it. Just let me check that it matches the music in the box.’

	‘Damn you, Andreas. Do you think I’m going to upload a Christmas carol?’

	‘Coming from you…’ he replied, languidly.

	Thorsten listened to the sound of the tune just composed by Miko playing at the other end of the phone line. He relaxed. At last, after so many years of waiting, he was going to get his inheritance. His parents had died when he was a baby and his grandfather, as the head of the family, had taken responsibility for him. Bent as the old man was on the impossible task of making him study and learn to behave correctly, he had been submitted to a strict and inflexible upbringing. The old man had passed away only a few days before he had come of age, making him the only heir to his fortune. He couldn’t believe it; his future looked bright all of a sudden. The first thing he was going to do was organise a party in the Bavarian place where his family had lived for decades. That was when he had first found out about the damned music box. His dead ancestors had arranged it so that he couldn’t get hold of any money or assets until he had finished off a stupid family tradition. The origin of the music box had been lost somewhere in the very roots of his family tree, but for some reason which escaped Thorsten, the last members of the family saga had decided that the inscription of the numbers ‘2-0-1-8’ referred to the year 2018, and, therefore, the music in the box should be liberated in that particular year. To ensure that all went to plan, Andreas, the family lawyer, was in charge of the entire estate until the moment arrived.

	But that didn’t matter to Thorsten any more. For the same reason that he’d never wondered why the music was kept a secret, he couldn’t care less if the notes were allowed to flow freely around the world or not. It was a pity his ancestors weren’t there to see if their premonitions were right, but that wasn’t his problem.

	The manager of the dealership welcomed him to the closed showroom. He may have suspected that the young man who had called him to guarantee that he would be coming to buy the most expensive car in the range on the first of January, was not going to appear.

	Thorsten held his breath as he connected to his Swiss bank account on the tablet. The day before there hadn’t been enough in there to rent a Volkswagen for a week. When he saw the updated balance, he couldn’t help but raise his fists into the air triumphantly. He ordered the transfer and added a generous tip so that the sceptical salesman wouldn’t forget the last task he was going to ask of him: send the papers that Miko had signed by post. All the post offices were closed and he had more important things to do. After this last request had been agreed upon, he rubbed his hands together in the expectation of receiving his treasure. The rattling of the keys when they touched his skin was the most beautiful music to his ears, nothing like that stupid music box. He put the source of all his past troubles into the boot of the Porsche and waved out of the window as the tyres screeched around the first curve.

	He headed south. He’d heard that the Algarve offered everything that a rich, elegant, charismatic young man could want. It wasn’t Montecarlo, but it was close. He wanted to try out the power of his new toy as soon as possible and the Portuguese roads didn’t have the same number of patrols as the Spanish. He was eager to get to the luxury golf club where he’d rented a bungalow so he could start seducing the daughters or granddaughters of his decrepit opponents.

	The road signs weren’t very accurate and so half an hour later he realised that he was going in the wrong direction. Shouting insults out of the window, missing the pragmatic German style of labelling signs and signalling detours adequately. Just as he thought he was heading in the right direction for the famous suspension bridge he found himself in the city centre again. How can such an expensive car not come with a GPS? he asked himself. He slowed down so that he wouldn’t miss another exit – to his shame he was even overtaken by a few lorries. An hour and a half later he was finally in the right lane to go over the 25th April Bridge.

	At last! This is my exit, he congratulated himself. Trying to forget all the time lost he pushed his foot right down on the accelerator. He wanted to show all these poor old Portuguese rust-buckets what a German racing car could do. There were three lanes in either direction on the bridge. He placed his car dexterously in the outside lane and, at the same time, a deafening sound filled the inside of the car. He held tightly to the steering wheel as if fighting the noise, he soon realised it was coming from the metal surface of the bridge which served as a breathing gap for the train lines on the lower level, there was no danger at all but the sound was unnerving at first. Once he’d calmed down, he put his foot back down hard again on the pedal. Right, left, this was fun! He kept changing lanes so he could dodge the cars who were obeying the ridiculously low speed limit. Up above, travelling at two hundred and seventy kilometres an hour, ninety metres over the river, Thorsten felt as if he were flying. This was the start of a new life of pleasure and fun.

	After passing the half-way point on the bridge he was dismayed to see a wall of red lights and he realised that all the cars were slowing to a halt.

	He slammed his foot onto the brakes and they responded with reassuring quickness: German technology he thought to himself. What he didn’t expect was the ice-rink effect that the recent rain had on the metal structure he was driving on. Thorsten turned the steering wheel in all directions, unable to control the machine. He didn’t even have time to scream. The car skidded and crashed into the metal barrier that separated the lanes. All the air bags went off at once, embracing Thorsten in a deceptive cloud of protection. He couldn’t see how his car rebounded back into the central lane and shunted a silly, green modern VW Beetle. The violent collision projected him into the air. His automotive jewel twisted and shrieked like a wounded animal as it somersaulted three times over the cars stuck in the traffic jam until it flew out over the edge of the bridge between two of the suspension cables.

	After six seconds of perfect flight, the mangled mixture of fibre glass and metal crashed flat into the water. Pieces of doors, windows, bonnet, lights and boot were propelled into the air while the naked skeleton of the chassis sunk slowly into the water. The impact disturbed the peaceful inhabitants at the depths of the estuary, who didn’t waste any time in swimming over to try out the pieces of meat that had been sent down from high above. They were the only beings to hear the cry for help from the music box which was trying to use the bubbles rising to the surface to let out one last, desperate plea that would save it from another two hundred years of silence.


Chapter 3.

	Somewhere in Central Africa. 

	 

	The last re-count of the votes confirmed the surprise. The white candidate had beaten his three African opponents by a large majority. The three more popular candidates were unable to find a logical explanation to the result. The elections had been won by the candidate who had the obvious disadvantage. Nobody could believe what had happened.

	Nobody apart from Peter Bigelow. He was the cause of the revolution. He had masterminded the fraud.

	Behind the scruffy stage that had been put up to celebrate the victory, he passively watched the nervous bustle of the party members preparing the victory celebration. He felt far removed from the cries of joy released by the people who were starting to arrive for the event. His satisfaction was all internal. His project had been a success in capital letters, the culmination or his long years of medical investigation. With that result he had managed to take a huge step in a new science, neuromusicology.

	It had been a tough test. Five weeks earlier, when the small plane had left him on the beaten earth landing strip, he had no idea what he was going to be up against: mosquitoes that tortured him during the night, rats the size of dogs creeping around the alleys and children playing football with a rough sphere made of old meat, hair and animal skins. The terrible hygiene, the damp, sticky heat and the dust which hung in the air everywhere didn’t distract him from his objective: make the candidate with the least hope win the elections. His only weapon was music; his bullets were the results of his research from Project Dylan. It was the perfect setting for the experiment to be carried out. A small, forgotten country that nobody could even find on the map, far from any main stream means of communication. As surprising as the result was going to be, nobody cared.

	The election anthem that he had created for the occasion had been carefully concocted in a laboratory, choosing the best sound ingredients and cooking them on a low heat using the most sophisticated synthesisers and mixing decks to end up with an infallible recipe. Television wasn’t widely spread around the country, meaning that the radio was the most common means of spreading messages along with traditional contact on the street using noisy advertising lorries. That seemingly innocent song had worked its desired effect on the voters, without them even knowing that they were being surreptitiously influenced by the subtle notes from Peter’s campaign anthem. The choice of these poor inhabitants as guinea pigs had a scientific explanation. They were of the few people left on earth with virgin, uncorrupted minds which hadn’t been exposed to poison from the western world. The influence from foreign cultures was practically zero and social and economic development was invisible. Even though borders gave them a common identity, these people were really adrift on life’s ocean. It was the perfect setting for his experiment; open ears and clear minds, ready to receive his message like sponges in the water.

	His father would be very proud. They had designed the project together; his father had come up with the idea and he had carried it out. As director of the New York Philharmonic Orchestra, Peter’s father knew quite a lot about the interaction between music and human emotions, but what they had achieved there in Africa went much farther: they had managed to completely change people’s minds.

	The few spotlights on stage were suddenly glowing and the ancient speakers blasted the catchy campaign tune into the air. The winning candidate passed him accompanied by a sizeable entourage; all of them completely ignored him as they passed by to receive the undeserved warmth of the crowds. Thousands of people were waiting anxiously, packed into a human sea that extended outwards to the foot of the mountain that they had used as an amphitheatre. It looked more like a rock concert than a political meeting.

	When they saw him appear, all the people there fell victims to mass hysteria. The crowd had all surrendered to a common feeling that surpassed any other demonstration of support for a political candidate. Peter recognised the emotions that he had tried to provoke with the tune: true, blind faith and unconditional devotion. As the chorus started so did the deafening screams, the ground began to vibrate as the public jumped to the sound of the percussion. The people raised their hands to the sky and waved them as one, simulating a ritual tribal dance, to the intoxicating music – synthesised from the most complex and contrived compositions of melody, rhythm and harmony that Peter had ever composed.

	None of the people there, not even the members of the winning party, were even remotely aware that they had been manipulated by the music that had always accompanied the political candidate; or that they were being put under the same spell at that very moment, just like the cobra being controlled by the fakir.

	From a distance, Peter observed the wave that the mass of people formed as they waved their arms in the air. His head was pounding from sheer exhaustion. He rubbed his temples and closed his eyes to rest them for a while. He would also have liked to have been able to cover his ears and move away from his musical trap for a moment. On opening his eyes he noticed the strange pattern that had been formed by the public. Was that a snake? he asked himself. He waited a two or three seconds to check that it had just been a chance formation caused by the swaying motion of the crowd, expecting it to disappear straight away. But to his surprise, the shape of the snake moved gracefully from one side to the other without losing its clear serpentine shape for a moment. It was as if it was dancing in front of its creator, showing off how proud it was of the work it had done. Peter lifted a hand and marked time to the melody, noticing how the snake followed the rhythm. It didn’t make sense; it couldn’t be more than a hallucination. He felt dizzy and his pulse quickened. He had to get rid of the ghost. He took advantage of the end of the chorus to signal that it was time to stop the music. The shape of the snake disappeared instantly. He looked around for somewhere to sit, he didn’t want to pass out and go unnoticed by all the people who had been charmed by his own song.

	What had that been? How far had his experiment gone? What had he really created?

	The musical creature that he had conceived in a laboratory had escaped from the test tube and arrogantly shown itself right in front of his own eyes. Something had failed: as the creator he should have made stricter limits to the extent of its reach. The worst thing was – now it was too late to do anything about it.

	The impact of the moment had stopped him from noticing that there was a vibration coming from his trouser pocket. As he recovered from this trance he heard the unmistakeable beep that informed him he had a message.

	He mechanically grabbed the phone and dialled his voice mail, trying to get a grip back on reality and forget what he had just seen.

	A shaky, unsteady voice appeared at the other end. It was his friend, Stephen Barrow, who had condensed his message into a few words.

	‘Peter Bigelow. You should return to New York quickly. Something serious has happened. Get in touch with me immediately.’

	He didn’t need to hear any more. Peter Bigelow knew that his father had died.


Chapter 4.

	The slight movement was almost imperceptible from the first class seat. There was total silence on the high speed train; all that could be heard was the light buzzing of the engines. The staff had just taken away the remains of the frugal dinner, mobile phones had all stopped sounding and peace reigned over the carriage.

	David closed his bright red iPad case, left it on the small table and then lifted his head above the level of the seat so as to observe the rest of the compartment. Nearly all of the occupants had given in to sleep or were yawning silently. A few, however, were trying to finish off their working day and continued to frenetically tap away on their laptops, tablets and smart phones.

	He sat back down again and looked out of the window. The last rays of sun were bathing the fields in dull, amber tones – now only reaching the tops of the waves of crops which were being blown around by the cold north wind. In the villages situated under the distant mountains he could make out the first artificial lights. It was the cherry on top of the perfect day.

	She had made it possible again. Sitting in front of him, Alicia was sleeping like an angel. Nobody could guess that under that facade of innocent girl was hidden a talented lawyer who would mercilessly destroy her opponents in court. He studied her features: curved eyebrows, a thin, straight nose, subtle lips... they seemed to have been extracted from another era. What was that famous painter from Cordoba called who loved to paint women?

	The pressure hit as they entered a tunnel and the train shook. Alicia sleepily opened an eye and caught David gazing at her. She gave him a conspiratorial wink and went back to her peaceful sleep, leaving him the same colour as his iPad.

	David had met her through the Agency, and they had quickly become good friends. Even though he thought she was the most wonderful woman in the world, he had never dared to tell her. What would someone like her want with someone like him? His timorous attitude with women had started at an early age. He swallowed and remembered his nickname from school: rhinophant which described, with exquisite malice and accuracy the excessive volume, length and size of his nose.

	He carried on observing her, but now via the reflection in the window so as to avoid any more surprises. She looked perfect in her grey suit; a skirt suit of course. Alicia hated trousers; she said that a woman should dress like a woman. In court, as her gown hid her delicate curves, she used what she swore was a woman’s best weapon – the sound of high-heeled shoes. She claimed that the louder the better because there was no other music that blinded men in the same way.

	They had won again that day. He knew that the credit was due mainly to his colleague, thanks to her strong character in front of the judge and her intelligent presentation of the facts. Despite her youth, she must be around thirty-five; she was already well-known in her field of lawyers and barristers as an expert in a very specialised area; lawsuits concerning audiovisual plagiarism. They both worked for the IPDA, the Intellectual Property Defence Agency. They defended clients from the agency, especially musicians, in lawsuits concerning plagiarism – be it to defend or accuse.

	He had been involved as an IT specialist, providing the clue that was vital to making the scales of justice fall in favour of the Agency’s client. His exhaustive analysis of the songs in question had demonstrated without a shadow of a doubt that his client had been copied, thereby earning the client a considerable sum in compensation.

	He ended up in the job as a result of his final degree project, a piece of software that uses complex algorithms to compare the intrinsic parameters of two, similar songs: melody, harmony, meter and rhythm, in order to determine which the original is and which the copy is. This afternoon the result was 85%; the plagiary was therefore demonstrated. But that wasn’t enough to win the case, he was sick of how his evidence was often underestimated by the judge due to some minor technical detail.

	But that didn’t happen with Alicia. She had defended his evaluation with skill and had won the case with authority.

	A periodic buzzing sound coming from her bag awoke Alicia, who, rubbing her eyes looked at the screen to see who was calling. She let out a resigned sigh and stood up to find some privacy in the space between the carriages.

	David observed her from behind the glass door as she wandered from one window to the other in the narrow space designed for luggage. She gesticulated with her hands and the conversation seemed to be making her more and more frustrated. It must be Xabi Osborne, the slick posh guy who was their boss, and who was never satisfied with the excellent work they did together. David thought that Xabi was probably still mad at Alicia for breaking up with him about a year ago. He may be able to fool everyone else with the show of being exes who are still friends but David wasn’t fooled – he saw how he still looked at her.

	They were still talking when the train reached the sea of tracks at Atocha station, squealing and twisting like a snake until it slid up to the right platform. Alicia closed her phone angrily and leaned her forehead against the wall. David went up to her and passed her coat.

	 

	‘Are you alright, Princess?’ It was the name that he always used with her.

	‘Yeah, it’s nothing,’ Alicia said, trying not to look at him. ‘Xabi called.’

	‘I thought so. Another case for our star lawyer?’

	‘Ha!’ exclaimed Alicia, looking upwards and exhaling deeply. ‘I think there’s more than one person in the office who doesn’t share that view. Do you remember Valerie McGoohan?’

	‘The colleague that CSB records sent from Los Angeles?’ David’s eyes lit up. ‘How could I forget? Since she arrived, nobody’s spoken about anything else…’

	‘David!’ Alicia complained half-heartedly.

	‘Sorry’ he apologised. ‘You know I’ve got a thing about brown hair.’ He turned red as soon as he realised what he’d just said. ‘What’s up with Valerie? Or maybe I should just call her…?’

	‘Shut up!’ Alicia interrupted. She knew very well what people called her in the break room. In spite of the dislike she felt for the young North American executive, she liked the tendency for the office males to try and run down all the people around them even less; saying that, however, she definitely deserved some of the names. Since she landed in Madrid she had done little more than spread around her arrogance and high-handedness. Everyone knew, thanks to her constant repetition of the fact, that she had some of the best companies in Silicon Valley on her CV. The nickname wasn’t long in coming after she started bragging and after a few beers one day a colleague came up with the ingenious name of ‘Silicon Valery’, referring to her obviously non-natural cleavage. In the beginning, newcomers usually stick to learning, listening and keeping their mouths shut but Valerie hadn’t stopped looking down her nose at people as well as managing to exhibit a surprising skill for bumping into the directors of the Agency be it inside or outside the office. She never hesitated to let them know her well-versed opinion about any and all subjects that concerned the IPDA.

	From the first moment she saw her, Alicia knew instinctively that she was nothing but trouble. It was something that any woman would have sensed. And now her suspicions had been confirmed.

	 

	‘Well... they’ve just chosen Valerie for the vacancy as Head of the Legal Department.’

	David couldn’t believe it. She’d only been at the agency for three months and she’d been promoted to a director! It was where Alicia would soon have been headed! Her professionalism, experience and results meant that there was no other suitable candidate around. He knew that Alicia was dying to get to land that job. This was going to cause major scandal in the office.

	‘Don’t worry. The Spanish judges will put that silly American lawyer in her place.’ David said trying to cheer her up as they walked along the platform. It was the middle of January and the cold bit at their skin, making the ends of the noses and tips of their fingers numb.

	Alicia just kept shaking her head from side to side as if she still couldn’t believe what had happened.

	‘Damn it! How could this have happened? I thought I had the board on my side, or maybe I’ve underestimated Valerie’s talent. I was so stupid to have thought that the place was mine,’ she angrily admitted to herself.

	‘Don’t keep going over it. Everything will work itself out. Anyway, it’s only work.’

	‘Speaking of work, I forgot to tell you. We have another case.’

	‘Cool!’ David grasped the opportunity to take Alicia’s mind off the ‘Valerie affair’. A new case would give her something else to think about. ‘Who do we need to give a beating to now?’

	‘Xabi just told me about a Portuguese musician who is being sued for a tune he posted on the web,’ Alicia explained unenthusiastically.

	‘What’s the web address? Where shall we start?’ David insisted, trying to infect her with some of his enthusiasm.

	‘We’ll look over it tomorrow at the Agency. I admit I didn’t pay much attention after Xabi told me the news about Valerie.’

	‘Wait!’ said David, moving away from her. ‘This won’t take a minute.’

	They had entered the main hall at the station. David loved this place. The formidable structure of iron, shaped to form a pointed arch was anchored to the red brick wall. It reminded him of Eiffel’s constructions at the end of the nineteenth century; a perfect balance between sleekness and strength. The atmosphere soon became stifling. A botanical garden, pond included, was placed in the oldest area, where the platforms used to be and now served as a public area for passengers to enjoy. The heavy microclimate was artificially maintained by sprays that soaked the area with tiny drops of water. He went over to the fence that surrounded the pond.

	‘What are you doing?’ asked Alicia, a little put out by the interruption. All she wanted to do was get into the taxi, get home and relax.

	‘I’m just going to feed my friends the turtles,’ explained David, stretching as much as he could so he could get closer to the animals. ‘I’ve saved them some bread from dinner.’

	Right there, in the middle of all kinds of palms, ferns and tropical trees there was a healthy group of turtles forming the main attraction for the passengers who were waiting for their trains. These small, shelled creatures plodded around camouflaged between the water lilies which covered the surface of the water, proudly enjoying their green paradise right in the centre of Madrid.

	‘Can’t you see that the poor things are about to explode?’ smiled Alicia, distracted by David’s actions. ‘Everyone gives them food.’

	‘Look, doesn’t that little fat one look a bit like Valerie? I hope they chase you away!’ he shouted at the animal, attracting surprised looks from the people around. ‘Go back to your own country!’ he proclaimed jokingly, pointing at her with his finger.

	Alicia grabbed David by the arm and tried to drag him away but the only thing she achieved was to be left, hanging off his arm.

	‘We’re leaving!’ she whispered in his ear whilst looking around. ‘We’re going to have problems soon if not.’

	‘What do I care? I’ve got the best lawyer in the world with me,’ he said calmly.

	Alicia understood his point. Life continued with or without Valerie McGoohan. Sometimes, to go two steps forward, you have to take one backwards.


Chapter 5.

	It was hard to believe that she was flying over Lisbon. The landing gear was already lowered and Alicia watched in surprise at how the aeroplane’s belly was almost scraping the roofs of the buildings in the city below. Her stomach jumped when she saw the traffic jam below reflect the imposing shadow of the plane. She closed her eyes and waited for the plane to land, which it did after a bumpy initial contact with the runway.

	While she was waiting for her case to appear on the conveyor she tapped the stiletto heel of her shoe on the floor, unable to hide her anger. She just couldn’t get her head around the fact that Valerie McGoohan had been chosen for the Legal Director’s post over her. She’d more than proved that she was the most qualified for the vacancy. All the years she’d devoted to the Agency as well as the dozens of cases that she’d won seemed to have been suddenly forgotten by the board of directors at the IPDA who appeared to have been temporarily blinded by the twinkling American starlet. She felt professionally humiliated and personally. There were various strategies bubbling over in her head: complain to her superiors and demand her rightful place... No, maybe it would be better to leave the IPDA and set up on her own... Whatever way she did it, people were going to know just who Alicia del Toro really was.

	But right now she wasn’t in the mood to think about the future, so she tried to focus on the case in hand, that of Miko Tarvuk.

	She’d had a look at the information in the file on the plane. The reason for sending her, physically, to Lisbon was ridiculous: the artist’s personal information only included a postal address: no telephone number, no email. It only made her even angrier. Not only had she been passed over for promotion but now they were treating her like a messenger! Had Valerie McGoohan had anything to do with the decision? Moreover, the whole thing looked like a simple, open and shut case: a well-known artist being sued by a tiny studio in a remote country. It was almost certainly one of the dozens of similar, unfounded, cases that arrived at the studio every month. Is that why they’d assigned her the case? Because they’d decided she wasn’t suited to a higher level? A forgotten artist, a possibly unfounded charge against him...

	The perfect case for Miss Nobody, Alicia de Toro, she thought indignantly.

	She could feel herself fuming inside, but she carried on reading to try not to explode.

	The client who she was charged with protecting was Miko Tarvuk, better known in the music world as ‘Okimo’. The young, Swiss man had used the strange nickname when he triumphed with his catchy electronic music about a decade ago. He had produced original popular music which was also of unusually high quality for the genre.

	Born to a Swiss father and Spanish mother, he’d lived for a while in Spain, and it was during this time that the leeches at the Agency had taken him under their (self-interested) wing. Now, years later she had to face the consequences for this fluke.

	Alicia remembered ‘Okimo’ from her university days. His slow songs had kept her company while she studied in her room, and when she went out for a coffee with her friends in the evenings it was usually his music playing the background. But if he was remembered for anything, it was for his innovative rhythms that had everyone dancing in the clubs.

	Okimo had been a media success. His tunes were used in ads and film soundtracks. Everything he did was an instant hit, causing a stir with the public and the critics. Ahead of his time, he was one of the first stars to upload their music on the internet and make it free for all, as well as pioneering the fusion of various musical styles: rock, jazz, pop, punk, techno and house were all added to his musical cocktails. The guy had shown that you could do anything with a synthesiser!

	Alicia also remembered Okimo’s activist phase, he got involved in charity campaigns and demonstrations about the hot topics at the time. Skinny, with a shaved head and arrogant when making public declarations, he was chased equally by fans, petro-chemical companies and nuclear power corporations. After a few years of fame and stadium-filling concerts, he was never heard of again unless it was a rare appearance in a charity concert or something similar.

	Her suitcase appeared at last, showing obvious signs of physical abuse. With her spirits at an all time low, Alicia headed for the exit and found a taxi. The traffic jam at the airport was the final straw.

	She used the time in the taxi to call David and ask him to start investigating. The guy was an IT genius, a brilliant mind which was wasting away in a badly-paid, dead-end job. His considerable size – he was bordering on two metres with a waistline that not even two of her could have filled, was equalled in his human side. Caring, attentive, he was everything you could ask for in the perfect friend. As well as all that, they made a great working team; they were a winning duo who had proven their rapport by winning all the cases that they’d worked on together.

	After leaving the hold up at the airport behind them, the taxi driver made up for lost time by racing down a wide avenue at top speed, dodging around other cars at various roundabouts and ending by unnecessarily slamming hard on his brakes outside a big hotel in the lower part of the city.

	It was already late afternoon but, despite feeling tired, Alicia decided to visit her client immediately. She found the right street in the old part of town, in the Alfama neighbourhood on her map. She opted for wandering around and looking for it to give her mind a chance to settle.

	It wasn’t long before she regretted her decision; the streets were made of thousands of tiny, white, polished, cobblestones with blue pictures painted on them which made it impossible to walk in high-heels. She spent all the time either tripping up on the uneven surface, or getting one of the thin heels stuck in the grooves.

	She found herself in a large, rectangular area where she stopped to check her map. A sharp, metallic screeching noise accompanied by the clanging of a bell made he look up suddenly. She was surprised to see a small, wooden tram still driving around the city in the twenty-first century; it looked like something out of an old sepia-toned photo. It was just the thing to take her where she wanted to go so she jumped on after chasing after it, leaving her out of breath. The elétrico 12 made its way in the direction of the Castelo de São Jorge and Alicia got off at the Santa Luzia viewing area. She watched the last rays of sunlight reflected in the tiles that covered the walls of the houses that continued on up the street. Below her, in contrast, the shaded Alfama neighbourhood was spread out before her, so she set off.

	Her first reaction was to grab her bag tightly under her arm, although she soon realised that she had over-reacted. She hadn’t taken twenty steps before she had completely forgotten the reason she’d gone there. Alfama had cast its spell on her instantly. She passed along narrow streets and tiny squares, abandoning herself to a dizzying carrousel of winding steps which snaked chaotically, taking turns at whitewashed corners and then tricking her into dead-ends. The silence and solitude made her feel better, taking her away from her problems at work. She came out into a square that seemed to be stuck in a previous century. The cool air coming off the river hit against the clothes dangling off the washing lines decorating windows and balconies and wafted the inviting smell of fish being cooked on a grill snuck out from the front doors of the houses to her nose. She felt like she had been transported back to the small village where she’d grown up in the interior of Andalucía; she had almost forgotten about it, she never spoke to anyone there nowadays.

	The noise from a group of tourists who were standing in front of a Fado bar brought her out of her reveries and reminded her of why she had set out on the walk in the first place. Resigned, she took the creased map out of her bag and saw that the street she was looking for was only two blocks away. On her way there she steadied her pace and put her mind back onto her work.

	When she arrived she got a surprise. She looked from the map in her hands to the dirty tile which showed the name of the street and the address printed on her report. There must have been a mistake because there was nothing there apart from a discreet, illuminated sign with the words Café Novo Mundo crowning the entrance to a sombre-looking bar.

	Furious at the apparent incompetence of the document department at the Agency she went to grab her phone to call Xabi and reproach him for such a basic error. But suddenly the door to the bar opened wide and a child ran out, knocking her over and leaving both of them on the ground. Alicia took all the impact from the hard, Lisboan cobblestones right on her behind.

	A man came out after the child, picked him up and hung him off his hip. When he saw Alicia he offered her his free hand.

	‘Peço imensa desculpa,’ he apologised in Portuguese.

	Alicia busied herself with standing back up without losing her cool.

	‘Don’t worry about it,’ she said, a little red-faced, whilst dusting off her skirt.

	‘I’m sorry about the boy. I can’t control him; he’s always escaping from me,’ said the man, switching into perfect Spanish.

	But right at that moment, Alicia wasn’t listening to him; all she could do was to stare at what looked like the lost specimen of male beauty. A clear blue gaze questioned her from a tanned, angular face which was partly hidden by short, blonde hair.

	‘It wasn’t his fault,’ Alicia managed to stammer.

	‘Go inside and look for Rui,’ he ordered the boy. ‘Tell him to help you with your homework.’

	The small boy wriggled out of the man’s arms like a snake and dashed away. When the door opened, Alicia thought she could hear the sound of instrumental music coming from inside. She would have bet that somebody was playing live.

	‘Please, miss, come inside the Novo Mundo. There’s still half an hour before opening, but I’d like to buy you a drink to say sorry for the accident.’

	Alicia was about to refuse when she stopped for a moment: she was tired of walking, she’d just been rolling around on the ground, there was interesting music coming from inside and a very good-looking waiter was inviting her have a drink with him... What the hell – she needed that drink!

	The inside was in half-darkness, the only illumination was a line of spotlights fixed into the ceiling above a long bar which disappeared into the shadows. At the end of a passage which was scattered with perfectly aligned stools there was a large area with tables and chairs as well as a small stage. An ethnic music band, judging from their strange instruments and colourful clothes, were doing a sound check.

	‘Wait for me at the bar a moment,’ the waiter said to Alicia.

	The man went over to the group of musicians who stopped playing when they saw him. They chatted for a minute which gave Alicia the chance to have a closer look at the Portuguese man; one metre eighty-five, muscular and spontaneous. He was wearing scruffy jeans and a jumper with a zip. The fine lines around his eyes gave away the first signs of aging which was compensated by a child’s smile.

	Wow, it was definitely worth being knocked to the ground, thought Alicia

	The twenty-first century version of Robert Redford came back to the bar and poured two glasses of vinho verde.

	‘Don’t be too hard on the boy,’ said Alicia. ‘It was me who was out there standing in the street looking for an address.’

	‘Maybe you were looking for a Fado bar?’

	‘No, I was trying to find number five, Rua Estrela do Mar.’

	‘Well, I don’t think you were too lost then. That’s the address of this place.’

	‘It can’t be; I was looking for a house, not a bar.’ Alicia hesitated for a moment. ‘You wouldn’t happen to know a man by the name of Tarvuk? Miko Tarvuk.’

	The man in front of her untied his apron and left it on the bar.

	‘You’re looking right at him, owner and waiter of this café. Along with Rui, my partner. What are you selling?’ he asked, rubbing his hands together noisily.

	Alicia almost fainted on the spot. The years had been more than kind to that skinny young guy with the shaved head that she remembered seeing behind the synthesisers; they’d worked miracles!

	‘Alicia del Toro, from the Intellectual Property Defence Agency,’ she reeled off, holding out her hand and trying to find her professional face. ‘Are you really Miko Tarvuk, the artist who was once known as Okimo?’

	Miko took a very small step backwards. So many years had passed without hearing that name and now it pops up twice in two days.

	‘Yes, that’s me.’

	‘The IPDA has sent me to tell you that you are being sued for musical plagiarism. Your membership includes legal advice and representation in these types of cases. I’m your lawyer.’

	‘The IPDA? I thought I’d stopped my subscription years ago...’

	‘Well no, we still manage the royalties that your songs generate.’

	Alicia handed him the letter from the legal firm Scott, McMillan & York who were asking for compensation for using the intellectual property of their client ‘Xhosa’ studios in Johannesburg. Miko took the letter and read over it quickly with a frown.

	There it was, Square Circle. He let out a long sigh, confirming his suspicions. He knew that the song was going to be nothing but trouble. The idea of denying it all and not mentioning the strange visit he’d had last week passed fleetingly through his head, but he guessed that it would only make matters worse.

	‘Miss del Toro, I think this is going to be difficult for me to explain…’ he said, as he tried to get his thoughts together.

	‘Give it a try; I’m used to hearing bizarre stories.’

	‘I did compose that tune, but it’s not mine, so the claim is misplaced. You should be looking for the owner somewhere else.’

	‘Do you mean that you wrote a new version of another tune?’

	‘Yes, a version,’ agreed Miko, thinking that it was the most accurate way to define what he had done.

	‘A version of what?’

	‘I haven’t got a clue.’ Alicia’s frown suggested that he came up with a better explanation. ‘You see, what happened was that a man appeared here on New Year’s Day and commissioned me to compose a tune based on the melody that came out of a music box he had brought with him. I did the job, he paid me generously and he left without any explanations. That’s my complete relationship with the song.’

	‘I suppose you can give me this person’s contact details.’

	‘Don’t you believe me?’

	‘Part of my job is to verify all the statements I collect.’

	‘Well I haven’t got a clue who he was. I can tell you that he was young, and that he was in a real hurry for the song. He asked for complete discretion from me, I didn’t even get his name. On one hand it seemed as if the whole music box thing didn’t matter to him in the slightest, but on the other, the amount he paid made it seem that it was really important for him.’

	Alicia was trying to work out if Miko was hiding anything from her in his statement. She never usually failed to notice any discrepancies, and the musician seemed to be telling the truth which only made the case more complicated.

	‘Well, in that case we’ve got a problem.’

	‘I can’t be guilty of anything when all I did was pass some musical notes from a music box to an mp3 file.’

	‘I’m afraid it’s not that simple.’ Alicia took some papers out of a file and showed them to Miko. ‘Does this request look familiar to you?’

	Miko read the form. It was the inscription of the song Square Circle in the intellectual property records in Madrid. He froze when her saw his personal details in the boxes titles ‘applicant’ and ‘author’, as well as his signature in the right place.

	‘We signed some papers,’ he said, while he leaned over the bar and looked in a pile of invoices for bar supplies.

	Alicia found a copy of the forms she’d brought with her among them all. She showed them to Miko, asking for an explanation.

	‘He tricked me,’ said the musician, trying to make an excuse.

	‘Are you saying that he forced you to sign them?’

	‘Not exactly, to be honest, it was more carelessness on my part,’ he confessed, shrugging his shoulders. ‘He told me that they were the bill and a non-disclosure agreement and I signed without a second thought.’

	‘How much money did he offer you to make you forget about everything else?’

	‘A hundred thousand Euros. Not bad, huh?’

	‘Did you get the impression that he was trying to cheat you?’

	‘I don’t really understand what you mean by ‘cheat’. Even though my name is down as the author in the register, what does it matter? If the studio in South Africa claims to be the real author, then that’s fine, I give up my claim to it. If my mysterious visitor has something to add then I’m sure he’ll show his face. They can fight it out between themselves. I don’t have any intention of making a claim to something that isn’t mine, especially when it comes to music.’

	‘I repeat; it’s all more complicated than your version. You probably haven’t realised this yet because the royalties haven’t reached you yet, but this song, Square Circle is bringing in quite a lot of money and it’s only been available on iTunes for a few days.’

	‘But I’m not selling it, I’ve already told you!’

	‘Then it seems that other people are doing it for you.’

	‘That’s crazy, who’s going to pay me a hundred thousand Euros and then give me the rights to the song on top? You must have had plenty of experience in this type of case, how would you explain it all?’

	Alicia hesitated. The truth was that nothing about this case made any sense at all.

	‘Whether it makes sense or not, the fact is that you’re mixed up in quite a mess. Returning the money that the claimant is asking for isn’t enough. If their lawyers put pressure on, and judging by the tone of the letter I fear that’s what they plan to do, what you’ve done could be considered theft, meaning that you could end up being penalised by the court.’

	’Ha!’ snorted Miko. ‘Are you trying to tell me that I could end up in prison for this?’

	‘Things are usually sorted out with an agreement between the two parties, but there’s no way you’re going to get off without paying damages. The worst thing is that it’s always calculated on the infringed rights; in this case it would seem that the rights are worth quite a lot. The first thing we need to do is to get the song off the market and stop the fine from getting any bigger.’

	‘I don’t understand. Did that guy intentionally set me up?’

	‘I haven’t got a clue, but, if that’s the case he must have been sure that the song was going to be a success.’

	The notes from the music box came back to Miko.

	‘The truth is that it wouldn’t surprise me at all, and I’m not saying it just because I want to sound good. The original tune was fantastic. I’d go as far as to say sublime.’

	‘Let’s go back to the facts. Have you got witnesses, proof, records, photos, CCTV footage?’

	‘Nothing at all. The only thing I’ve got is the file with the tune in digital format.’

	‘We’ll send that to David, he’s an IT expert who works with me and assesses all the proof. The first thing to do is to check if your composition corresponds to the one that is on the internet. Here’s his email address.’

	‘It’s saved on the hard drive of my computer. Do you want to come upstairs with me?’

	Miko walked over to the wall and pushed a small door that was covered by wallpaper. Alicia looked at the steep, narrow stairs that was surrounded by wood covered walls.

	‘Your office?’ she asked dubiously.

	‘In reality, it’s my house. I have to check that Nico is doing his homework. The kid who knocked you flying is my son.’

	The report about Miko Tarvuk didn’t mention any descendants. Alicia thought that the fact he had a son dissipated any ideas she had about a psychopathic musician locking her away in an attic and so she decided to follow him.

	She was feeling stifled when she reached the top, noticing that, indeed, it was a whole house condensed into very few metres. The sombre walls of the lounge were covered with books which contrasted with the colourful toys that filled the lower shelves. The boy was moodily writing in the corner of the room. He raised an eyebrow, looked at his dad and then got back to work.

	While Miko turned on the computer, Alicia looked around her. The photos on the wall showed him alongside other famous musicians and huge stadiums packed with people, reminders of his glory days. But the pride of place had been given to his activist symbols: the multicolour Greenpeace flag covered with signatures, a blood-stained white coat from Médecins Sans Frontières and a large sack of coffee with the stamp of a fair trade NGO.

	Miko sat down in front of the computer.

	‘Have you already heard Square Circle?’

	‘No, I haven’t had time,’ Alicia explained as the song started to emerge from the lounge speakers.

	She listened carefully to the tune. The techno pop style which sounded almost outdated now reminded her of the music that Miko had made when he was famous, although there were undertones of classical music that weren’t present in his biggest hits. In amongst the sounds, Alicia could recognise the extraordinary quality that Miko’s work had. She allowed the melody to carry her off as she fell into a more introspective mood, causing her ghosts to visit her: the promotion she missed, the ticking of her biological clock without a partner or even time to find one, and the frustration of not feeling as completely fulfilled by her work as she had hoped to when she was a young girl full of high ideals...

	‘Not bad,’ she muttered, hiding the emotional punch that she’s just been given by the music.

	‘Alicia, there’s no way I can deal with a multi-million law suit. I invested all my saving from my music days in this bar. I can’t allow myself to be ruined; I’ve got to think about my son.’

	‘Don’t worry, it won’t come to that. We’ll find a way out of this mess. The first thing we need to do is to trace the man who commissioned the tune. If we can find him, problem solved; he’s the one who will have to face the plagiarism charges.’

	‘But how are we going to find him? We haven’t even got a name, let alone an address. All we’ve got is a vague description and the fact that he had a German accent. How many Germans come to Lisbon? Can you imagine how the police are going to take it when we tell them what happened? Not well at all!’

	‘I know from experience that plagiarism cases are not a major concern for the police, but at we’ve got something to work on,’ said Alicia, spying a possible clue. ‘This guy uploaded the song to an internet server as well as putting it up for sale on iTunes. David will be able to tell us what name was used to do all that in a matter of seconds. I’m going to send him a message.’

	Alicia started typing frantically on the screen of her phone and then left it on the table. Five seconds later a faint vibration announced the answer.

	‘You were right; your friend really is fast,’ said Miko. Alicia was just as surprised, she hadn’t expected it to be that quick either.

	‘Hi, Princess, I’d already checked all that as a matter of course. Miko Tarvuk features as the author in the whole process; nobody else. By the way, hot news: the law firm Scott, McMillan & York, are the kings of musical property rights. Get a look at their clients: Michael Jackson (RIP), Avril Lavigne, Alicia Keys, Jimmy Page… it’s an endless list. Scared... who said scared? We’re going to eat them alive. Good luck with the Portuguese guy. Love, David.’

	Alicia was left speechless after the message. She blinked a couple of times to try and get her composure back.

	‘Nothing,’ Alicia said through pursed lips. ‘The guy has vanished into thin air.’

	‘There’s only one more thing that links us to this young man.’

	‘There is?’ asked Alicia, thinking about the limited resources that the IPDA had to find missing people.

	‘The complaint and the plaintiff,’ stated Miko, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.

	‘You’re not suggesting that we ask the person who’s suing you?’

	‘I can’t see any other way out of this mess. I have no idea what’s going on, but it’s clear that there are two people who have more information than us: the German and the South Africans. If we can’t identify the person who brought the music box here, the only option we have left is to search on the other side. Seeing as the studio is claiming authorship of the tune, we can assume that they know something about its history, and that may lead us to the owner of the box.’

	Alicia realised that it was the only escape route they had in order to avoid a huge law suit, although it was a completely crazy idea: use the claim in order to find arguments to help the defence. Apart from being obliged by her professional duties to defend her clients, this case had begun to show a new, interesting side. The appearance of the German visitor had transformed it from being run of the mill into an international process against a very prestigious law firm. The dull case that she thought was waiting for her had turned into a huge opportunity for Miss Nobody Alicia de Toro. If she managed to win the IPDA would have to bow down in front of her and beg for forgiveness after the way they had treated her. She was almost sure that Valerie’s new position would be handed back to its rightful occupant. She could already see the dumbfounded expressions on the faces of the stupid members of the board.

	‘We need to take this really slowly and carefully when we’re there. We can’t tell them anything about the box so as not to give out defence argument away.’

	‘Wow,’ exclaimed Miko. ‘I thought I was going to have to beg you to come with me. When are we leaving?’

	 


Chapter 6.

	‘We give thanks to he who has illuminated us with the root of knowledge, tree of wisdom,’ all the people in the room chanted as one.

	Peter Bigelow couldn’t believe what his eyes insisted on emblazoning onto his retina. The ritual that he had been led to, as absurd as it appeared, represented the coming together of all the different parts of his life. His childhood, his studies, his work, his father... It was all starting to make sense; the pieces of the puzzle were falling into place perfectly against the backdrop of his life and he was cursing himself for having been so blind.

	His father’s faithful friend, Stephen Barrow, had made at attempt to explain it all to him a few hours earlier, when he went to pick him up from the Sacred Heart hospital residency. Peter had gone there as soon as his father’s funeral had finished. His brother, William, had remained deep in a coma for twenty years, right after the accident that he had miraculously escaped from without a scratch. Peter still remembered the moment that he had come around. His whole family were looking away from him, giving all their attention to his brother, who had come out of it considerably worse than him. Only his father was by his side, eyes wide open, almost without blinking. Peter had barely opened his eyes but he could read the look of relief on his father’s face. He came closer and hugged him, and then he whispered into his ear: ‘Peter, I’ll never leave you again.’ And the truth is he had kept his word.

	They had faced the terrible news that his brother was going to stay in the state of profound sleep for the rest of his life. According to the doctors he was never going to regain consciousness. But even this horrific tragedy had a positive side; his father and he became closer again. Peter had left the family home to study medicine, much to his father’s disapproval.

	Peter contemplated William’s serene face. It looked as if he were just sleeping peacefully when in reality he was dead inside.

	‘William, dad died,’ he whispered into his ear. At that moment, Peter wanted to change places with his brother and stay right there without feeling anything, without suffering, without having to deal with the latest curve ball that life had thrown at him.

	‘We have an appointment,’ Stephen said abruptly. ‘The other members of The Academy don’t want to leave without saying goodbye to you.’

	The interruption bothered Peter. He was tired; he’d had a twenty-hour flight back from a remote African country in order to make it in time to say his last farewell to his father and what he least felt like doing was talking about business with a group of fat cats from the entertainment industry. But he couldn’t let Stephen down; he was as good as family. The strong friendship they had made him almost like an uncle to him. Tall, slim and grey-haired he formed part of the board of directors at The Academy, the philanthropic society that had been footing the bill for all his research into neuromusicology for years. His father had collaborated from time to time too. In his position as director of the New York Philharmonic Orchestra he had helped organise charity concerts to raise money.

	‘The Academy,’ he commented as they were driving in the direction of central Manhattan, ‘is something more than just a lobby. Our brotherhood goes further than just a common interest. Nor are we just a charitable organisation dedicated to research, as you may have thought.’

	‘Charitable organisation you say?’ Peter knew the profiles of the other members of The Academy. He’d seen them from time to time when they were visiting the laboratory: music, cinema and TV moguls as well as leaders in the advertising and internet industries... They all held places of honour at Forbes magazine and guarded their privacy as carefully as their wealth. He realised that he’d never seen them all in the same place, at the same time until today, at his father’s funeral. ‘If the group’s motivation isn’t to make money, what is it you’re all after?’

	‘We’re all linked by something incredibly important,’ replied Stephen. ‘Material riches are purely a side-effect of our grand plan.’

	‘Yeah, collateral damage,’ he agreed sceptically. ‘Where are you taking me exactly?’

	‘You’ll see soon enough, it’s a private ceremony. You have to promise to keep it secret. As you know, the participants are all top executives with a lot of influence around the world; they are members of rival companies and any leaks about this meeting could cause quite a scandal: price rigging, monopolies, abuse of power, you know how it is...’

	‘Ceremony?’ he asked in surprise. ‘I thought they wanted to negotiate their donations to my laboratory. I just want to keep up my research, like any other scientist.’

	Peter was thinking about his recent experiment in Africa that he had designed alongside his dad. Thanks to the result he’d obtained the expectations that it opened up in the field of neuromusicology were amazing. He wanted to keep this secret weapon up his sleeve so he could ask for the economic injection he was going to need badly.

	‘This meeting has been called ahead of time because we want you with us. We’re going to make you an Octave member.’

	Eighth in the category? What a hierarchy! thought Peter. He decided not to ask any more and kept quiet until they reached their destination. His attention shifted again to his father. He still really hadn’t had time to come to terms with the accident. Why had he decided to use his private plane for such a short journey as Boston to New York? By a cruel twist of fate, he’d died just before he would have found out about the success of his inspired idea, Project Dylan; and all because of his other great passion, aeronautics. It was the only thing that could make his father miss an appointment or break a promise. He always said that if man had worked out how to fly, why bother with any other form of transport? Being a devoted fan of science and technology, he considered aeronautics to be the ultimate expression of human progress. When he was flying he forgot about the rest of the world. Peter knew that his father didn’t use the plane for practical reasons; he used it for the pure pleasure of flying, to feel free, to enjoy the solitude of a man soaring through the sky. He said that there was no better place to compose music than floating in the air.

	Peter also knew, although he’d never spoken about it with him, that his father used the plane as a place where he could cry. He still mourned the loss of his wife. It had been thirty-five years since Peter’s mother had been killed during a break-in at their home. He cried because he had left her alone. He cried because he hadn’t had the chance to say goodbye to her. He cried because he was still alive.

	It felt like everything going on around him was happening to someone else. He looked through the side window at the damp, dirty surroundings of the city when rush hour was over and the offices were empty. The snow that had fallen in the morning was no match for the hordes of people who traipsed through the streets of Manhattan and there were barely any traces of white on the gardens. The infernal noise of the streets during the hours before had calmed down to a dull murmur now, only interrupted by the continuous sound of sirens in the distance.

	At that moment they went under a bridge and the darkness outside caused his reflection to look back at him in the window. His small, blue eyes were nearly completely hidden by the puffy bags circling them. If they’d never been prone to glimmering with joy; now they’d even lost the clear, steely blue hues that had startled his colleagues when he announced his discoveries at conferences. His short, well-combed hair, his meticulously trimmed beard, however, had seemed to have lightened a few tones as if to compensate for the darkness he was feeling inside. He smiled at his very neat reflection; his father used to say that harmony starts with oneself.

	Stephen stopped the car. Peter was quite surprised by what he saw through the window.

	‘Are we meeting at the museum?’ he asked on seeing the grand facade of the Metropolitan Museum of Art. ‘But it’ll be closed!’

	‘No, my friend. We’re going to leave the car here and continue on foot.’

	Outside the vehicle, Peter hid his neck inside the collar of his overcoat and put his gloved hands into the pockets to protect them from the cold. They walked around the building with the help of the dim, orange lighting from the exterior of the museum.

	Peter soon guessed where they were headed. The dew was more getting heavier under the cover of the leafy vegetation in Central Park. They crossed the cyclists’ and joggers’ lane that circled the green expanse which was more or less deserted at these hours. They carried on a few more minutes without meeting anyone at all until they came out to the Great Lawn, the most photographed green area in Manhattan. They continued walking along an interior path and stopped after going about one hundred metres. His friend took a quick look around and made a detour along a gravel track. Peter, who was following in silence, started to get an eerie feeling like something was behind him. He turned around casually and stopped walking. He saw two men dressed in black standing guard outside the entrance to the last bend. When he turned back around he met face to face with a surprising sight. Right in front of him, rising majestically from the ground, was a magnificent stone column with a pointed top.

	He wondered why on earth they had arranged to meet at the Obelisk in New York. ‘Cleopatra’s Needle’, announced Peter, who was aware of the name that new Yorkers had given to the monument. ‘Don’t you think that this is a strange place to talk business?’

	‘Haven’t you figured out yet that we’re not going to discuss business...?’ whispered Stephen. ‘Anyway, this obelisk hasn’t got anything to do with the Queen of the Nile. It was erected in the fifteenth century B.C. by the pharaoh Tutmosis III in Heliopolis, the city of the sun.’

	Peter nodded mechanically while he approached the top of the hill where the Egyptian monolith was placed, all the time feeling more and more suspicious. A group of men dressed in long, elegant overcoats were milling around the path all chatting in low voices. There were eight people in total, counting them, ten.

	The conversations stopped as soon as the crowd saw them coming. From that instant, Peter witnessed what appeared to be a well-rehearsed choreography. It all happened as if it formed part of a waltz: quick, elegant and precise. They paired off and then each pair took their place at one of the pillars that supported the decorative railing around the base of the obelisk. Stephen guided Peter to the centre, just in front of the inscription on the ground which showed the translation of the hieroglyphics carved into the stone. The deep, resonating sound of a bell filled the air, surprising Peter who looked around for the source. To his right, one of the men was holding up the small hammer that he had used to strike the metal adornment on the pillar. He was still wondering what was going on when a second chime sounded, overlapping the first, then another and again another making four, completing the square that the men had formed around the obelisk. Instantly, and much to his surprise, the metal plaque in front of him turned on some hidden hinges to reveal a set of stairs which descended in front of him into an underground room.

	They all filed into the hole in the ground without saying a word. Stephen held Peter back for a couple of minutes before inviting him to go down into the depths. Even though he felt a sharp pang of anxiety, something inside urged him forward, down the stairs.

	Flaming torches lit the stairway, giving off a sinister light as the shadows flickered over the bare walls. He could hear how, behind him, the mechanism moved the hinges which returned the plaque to its original position.

	Once at the bottom, Peter turned his amazed eyes to the clothing of all present. They had changed out of their expensive, tailor-made suits into pure white robes which covered them down to their ankles. Their bare feet didn’t seem to feel the cold stone floor on which they stood.

	In the centre of the room there was a kind of circular altar which was covered by a heavy cloth.

	‘Peter Bigelow, come,’ Stephen announced, stepping forward from the group.

	His name resonated deeply around the interior of the small chamber.

	Peter didn’t recognise the expression in his friend’s eyes. The usual affection and compassion had given way to a distant, stony face. Another three members of the group came closer and led him to the centre of the room, stripped him of his clothes and dressed him in the same kind of white tunic that they were all wearing. Peter didn’t try to resist, he allowed it to happen feeling a disconcerting sensation of déjà vu all the while; that this had happened before, even though he couldn’t recall when. He felt the smooth, light cotton in contact with his skin and for a moment he was struck with a feeling of interior purity, rediscovering a part of himself that he had thought forgotten.

	They left him there and returned to their places, standing behind Stephen, forming a peculiar wedge shape.

	’We give thanks to he who has illuminated us with the root of knowledge, tree of wisdom,’ they all chanted.

	‘Peter Bigelow, this is your initiation ceremony into our community,’ Stephen proclaimed in a very deep voice. Next he lifted a five-pointed star in both hands, holding it in front of Peter.

	The rest of the group raised their voices again and chanted solemnly, as one:

	‘Our immortal souls share these temporary bodies, but today your soul will be purified as it passes to a superior sphere.’

	Stephen started to rotate the star, touching each of its points against his sweating forehead.

	‘Number one, the infinite, the key to the universe, key to heaven, we adore you.’

	The slow process of the rotation of the points of the star continued over a stunned Peter.

	 

	‘Mathemata, God of four heads, guide us on your path of salvation; don’t let us wander along empty ways.’

	‘As from today you promise to obey the rules of The Academy,’ Stephen continued.

	Peter was following the events around him as if from a distant place, through blurred yes.

	‘Obedience, simplicity, silence!’ echoed off the chamber walls.

	Stephen touched the last star into Peter’s forehead and looked him straight in the eyes.

	‘Do you accept the responsibility to keep this a secret as long as you live?’ he asked.

	Peter’s head said no, but his heart, his past, his current situation as well as his destiny all said yes.

	‘Peter… you must reply,’ Stephen insisted, but Peter was distracted, revisiting places, moments, reflections about his life that all started to make sense.

	Stephen, in response to Peter’s paralysis, added in a harsher voice:

	‘There’s a reason why you are not permitted to refuse your mission in The Academy.’

	That said, he went over to the circular altar which had remained covered with the white sheet.

	‘Peter, you must accept this responsibility because it’s what your father wanted.’

	With a swift movement of his arm, Stephen uncovered what had been hidden under the sheet. Peter’s couldn’t believe his eyes. They had just buried his father a couple of hours ago. How the hell could his body be here? He couldn’t fight off the urge to run and embrace him. As soon as he felt the cold, stiff corpse he lost all composure. He wanted to cry, to use his tears to bring back all the protection his father had given him through his whole life. He wanted to cry, but he couldn’t. His eyes had dried up the day his mother had died and nobody had been able to give him an explanation. Sebastian Bigelow had been devoted to his children body and soul; for Peter he was also his best friend, confidante, teacher and advisor. Right now he could forget about his other side, the moments of strict authoritarianism, the over-protectiveness and excessive interference in all aspects of his life. These small details had been erased now by the heart-wrenching pain of a son who had lost his last tie to this life.

	His friend Stephen Barrow came over to him and placed a hand on his shoulder. The human contact brought him back to himself and he looked around him, contemplating the group of moguls dressed in tunics and exploded with fury.

	‘What are you going to do with my father?’ he asked glaring with bloodshot eyes. ‘Stephen, I demand an explanation.’

	‘We are helping his soul to liberate itself from the body and find its place in the firmament.’

	Peter didn’t understand anything that was going on. His confusion made it impossible to mutter more than a few words. Stephen continued with his explanation.

	‘Peter, your father was a principal member of our organisation and we must pay homage to him, as he deserves. He was the one who left everything prepared. This chamber, under Tutmosis III’s obelisk is dedicated to the transmigration of souls ceremony. I assure you that we will take his body straight back to the tomb immediately, but first we have to make sure that his soul has been able to free itself entirely from his mortal body. From now on, you will take his place in the Tetraktys.’

	‘Tetraktys?’ asked Peter, who was feeling overwhelmed by the surreal situation. Strangely enough though, the name sounded familiar.

	‘It is our perfect shape, the one we worship and revere in our special ceremonies. Look over there.’

	Peter turned his head to the wall that Stephen was pointing to and saw the image of a triangle made up of 10 dots.
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	‘Each one of us is a dot on the Tetraktys. The shape represents the path to perfection of the soul from the inferior, earthly levels arriving at the ultimate, perfect form, that of the sphere, the shape of the heavenly bodies which move in harmony across the universe. The obelisk will carry out the process this very night. It is able to extract your father’s soul from his transient body of flesh and bones to project it up into the heavens.

	Peter hesitated a moment. His senses were blocked by unease and bewilderment. He recalled something from one of the endless Greek philosophy classes to which his father had subjected him. The wise Greeks had adopted the theory of metempsychosis in which the soul passes from body to body after death. This generalised concept of reincarnation had been subtly outlined by Pythagoras to add a spiritual element to his teachings; the transmigration of souls explained the need for continual purification in various bodies in order to eventually arrive at perfection.

	Bearing in mind his progenitor’s obsession with classical Greece it wasn’t surprising that he’d been easy prey for these nut cases.

	The members of The Academy took advantage of Peter’s silence to continue with the rest of the ceremony. First they joined around the horizontal body, chanting psalms in a language that Peter identified as Ancient Greek. Next, they burnt incense and played a musical piece on some antique instruments whilst walking in circles around the altar.

	Peter watched the ritual taking place as if it were an old, black and white silent film in bad condition. He could hardly hear or see a thing. His mind was far away, retrieving fragments of his life which only now started to make sense. Absences, silences, strange behaviour, unjustified pressure and absurd advice... All these small details that he’d never understood about his father now began to reveal their true meaning.

	Father, why didn’t you tell me anything?

	He remained in this distracted state as the white tunics finished the ceremony and then turned their attention back to him.

	Stephen repeated the question.

	‘Do you accept the responsibility to keep this a secret as long as you live?’

	Now he could see that his father had done nothing other than guide him to this exact moment. His personalised education during childhood, the strict rules regarding his behaviour, his studies in neurology, his specialisation in music therapy, Project Dylan that they had worked on together... How much had been his own decision and how much had his father influenced everything? He had no idea what the ritual meant, but he was sure that it was part of what his father had envisaged for him after his death.

	He closed his eyes and nodded in agreement.

	‘So be it. We are delighted to have a new brother among us,’ Stephen exclaimed.

	The other members of the group welcomed The Academy’s newest member with one last prayer.

	‘You soul makes us stronger. Protect us and we will protect you.’

	 


Chapter 7.

	Three hours into the flight and Miko was sleeping like a baby while Alicia couldn’t stop her mind from going in circles.

	She had called the office from Madrid to let them know their plans. Normally she had the freedom to take her own decisions regarding the cases she worked on but this time she had noticed that Xabi was stressed. Her boss had demanded, rather than suggested that she put the investigation on hold until they had more details and expressly forbade her from travelling to South Africa. Alicia sensed that Valerie McGoohan had something to do with this new imposition of authority and so limited herself to announce, through a sardonic smile, that she would keep him informed.

	After hanging up she had felt elated but now the euphoria had vanished and her brain felt like a shrivelled up balloon that had been left in the corner after a party. The pessimism that had been shadowing her of late had seen its chance to attack when she was at three thousand feet in the air; it ripped of the guise of professional lawyer to expose her pathetic personal life.

	How could she have betrayed that young girl who had dreamt of becoming the standard bearer for universal justice?

	Added to this was the frustration for not having been able to steer her life towards her greatest love, music. Becoming a defence lawyer for musicians’ rights had left her in a form of limbo which could never satisfy either of her two vocations.

	When she turned eighteen she had thought differently. Driven by her urge to take on the world she had changed her small village in Cordoba for Madrid, where she went to study law. It had been the perfect excuse to break free from the ties of her strict father and over-protective mother. She had had the value of universal justice instilled in her since her childhood and her aim was to become a judge and do her bit to help put a little more order in the world.

	She wasn’t, however, willing to put her other passion, music to one side. As a child while her friends were playing with dolls, she had entertained herself by banging away at the worn out keys on her grandfather’s piano. Instead of reading fairy tales, she worked through piles of musical scores. The sound of that colossal instrument had captivated her, and even though she was too small to string two notes together she spent hours on the piano stool discovering the range of sounds that she could produce with the old instrument. Later, while her friends started going out with boys she was hugging the cello, coaxing out its deep laments. Among others came the violin but, due to its extreme difficulty, their relationship was as short-lived as those of her classmates who went out with the older boys. She could still remember the stream of music teachers who had paraded through her house; the initial enthusiasm they put into her only to be followed by the frustration on their faces when they left – which never dampened the spirits of the young musician. She didn’t dream of becoming a famous composer or a virtuoso; she was happy to feel the vibration that flowed through her as if she were a tuning fork every time she made contact with music.

	One day, she was humming a tune whilst studying with a school mate. It was something she did so naturally that she was surprised by her friend’s casual observation that she couldn’t see why Alicia was learning to play so many instruments when it was clear that she was made for singing; she had such a marvellous voice. It was like a revelation to her and she signed up for singing classes and joined a choir as soon as she could. Now, it wasn’t just a case of feeling the music as she played, she could produce music with her own body; it was the last link in the chain that bound her to her great passion.

	She sailed through her law degree without any problems or much enthusiasm whilst managing to continue with singing classes by taking odd jobs. The parallel studies didn’t affect her marks and she finished university with an excellent academic record. One day, checking the results of an exam on her final course, she saw a notice about scholarships at the Intellectual Property Defence Agency. She saw it as a sign that she could follow her career as a lawyer whilst staying in touch with her musical vocation. There wasn’t much competition seeing as the IPDA weren’t too popular among people after having pushed up music prices with the new canon as well as waging war on internet downloads.

	That was when she had met Xabi, at her interview for the job. There was a strong, mutual attraction the moment they set eyes on each other. It was a done deal, the same night they went out for drinks and the next morning she started work at the Agency. It was the start of a beautiful love affair. She found security and shelter in an attractive young man at the start of a sky-rocketing career and he acquired another trophy in the shape of a beautiful Andalusian with surprising skills as a lawyer.

	The perfect couple. The biggest mistake of her life.

	Comfort, empty success, self-indulgence. It was the death of her dreams.

	‘We’ll be landing soon, maybe you should wake up,’ she whispered into Miko’s ear.

	The hours of sleep had smoothed out his wrinkles a little and tousled his hair. Alicia thought he looked even more attractive with this messy look. She unconsciously ran her hand over her face, as if it would be able to tell how she looked after the long flight. She was pretty sure that she looked terrible so turned to face the window. The vast city was surrounded by an extensive network of motorways. The different areas of the city were separated by parks and woods; maybe they were intended to create natural barriers between the social classes more than provide communal or recreational areas. The ghettos to the south lay in lines of dismal shacks that had been put there by the whites as somewhere for their servants to live. She had been dreaming about an exotic African adventure but in the end Johannesburg turned out to be the same as any grey European capital. The only striking thing was the huge yellow mountains which surrounded some factories in the centre of the city.

	‘That’s the mineral residue left over when they extract gold,’ Miko told her.

	‘Have you been here before?’

	‘Officially I’ve been here once to give the shortest concert of my life. Later... well, let’s say I was here incognito quite a few times.’

	‘What happened at the concert?’ Alicia asked, interested in finding out a little more about her client.

	‘I was tricked.’

	‘Don’t you think that’s a bit of a theme in your life?’ joked Alicia. Miko smiled in agreement.

	‘They told me that the concert was organised as a racial integration event, that I was a key part of the connection between young, white, rich kids and the poor blacks. But it was all a lie, the only blacks I saw were the bar tenders and the cleaners. I played one song and then left. They almost lynched me. I had to have body guards to get out to Switzerland.’

	‘So you were still living in Switzerland then? How did a Swiss electronic music idol end up retired and running a café in downtown Lisbon?’

	‘That’s life. Some things in my life became more important than music.’

	‘Nicolás your son, for example?

	‘I see you remember his name... Yes, he was one of the reasons, but not the only one. Music was my way of expressing what I felt; explore myself but one day I realised that it didn’t quite fulfil me as much as I’d thought. There was always something missing, I needed to feel like I was helping people, do my bit to help make the world a better place. I had to do something for the causes I believed in, fight against injustice; I wasn’t going to be able to achieve much by being locked away in a studio.’

	‘I have the image of you on a train carrying radioactive waste in Germany etched in my memory.’

	‘Ha ha, that wasn’t so easy!’ Miko laughed. ‘My mates hung me on a rope off a bridge and I jumped on the train as it passed under me. I thought I was going to die.’

	‘I suppose you were arrested.’

	‘For a week, but it was worth it. The government had to re-think its nuclear programme. Apart from that, my record label didn’t mind because this kind of ‘alternative’ behaviour got lots of publicity and so sold more records, making them more profits. I thought I was going to be able to do both things, but I was wrong. After a couple more arrests things took a turn for the worse: concerts were cancelled because some cities considered me to be a persona non grata, record companies started to shy away from me and in the end, my fans forgot all about me.’

	‘I guess that’s the price you have to pay for being yourself,’ commented Alicia.

	‘I couldn’t understand what was going on. I was the same person; it was everyone around me who changed. Agents, promoters, producers, musicians, friends... Everyone who had been like shadows didn’t even pick up the phone to me. Not long after Nicolás’ mum abandoned us both for a more modern musician.’

	‘Wow, I ‘m so sorry. It must have been a difficult few years…’

	‘My life collapsed, but the worst thing was when I came to the realisation that I couldn’t combine my two driving forces: music and fighting for justice.’

	Alicia could empathise instantly with Miko; it was the same problem as hers, just with different results. She had become a sad lawyer and he a frustrated musician.

	‘Did you have to choose just one?’

	‘No, I killed both. All or nothing, I remade my life so I could become a different person.’

	‘But is that possible?’ asked Alicia, thinking about her own life.

	‘Of course it is. I broke away from everything and here’s the proof, right in front of you,’ answered Miko. Alicia, however, wasn’t really convinced.

	‘And you left your country, where you’re from…’

	‘There was nothing keeping me in Geneva, my parents were dead, and so I set out on a journey with no destination, fleeing from everything that was suffocating me. I headed south in search of the sun which never appeared in Switzerland and when I arrived in Lisbon, it was everywhere. The blessed sunlight got right into my core and cured me from the inside, so I decided to stay.’

	‘Are your wounds still healing?’ asked Alicia, worrying that she was being a little too intrusive.

	‘I don’t know, but at least I’m not going to get hurt again.’

	‘You’re wrong. Sometimes you need to get a new wound to heal an old one,’ Alicia commented, trying to convince herself that Valerie McGoohan’s appearance was going to help other scars heal more quickly.

	Miko was thoughtful for a few seconds, his eyes looking far off into the distant past. He decided to change the topic of conversation.

	‘We’ll be getting in at a good time for dinner at a place I know near the hotel,’ he suggested.

	‘That sounds great, I’m starving.’

	‘Then I’ll be able to find out a little about you; I’m sorry, it seems that we haven’t stopped talking about me.’

	‘There’s not much to tell in reality, I live quite a dull life.’

	‘I don’t believe you. It must be interesting to be out there defending justice, making sure that good wins over evil.’

	‘In the end we spend more time sitting down and reading precedents and case laws than anything else,’ said Alicia, trying to play it down.

	‘And don’t tell me that unmasking the bad guy in front of the court isn’t exciting…’

	‘It’s just part of my job. Films have given people the wrong image of us. There’s no improvisation up there, no hitting the bench dramatically. The success of my trade is hidden behind the scenes: know your client, check out all the evidence, and study the laws and other similar cases. If you don’t do all of that, you’re lost.’

	‘Of course, then you’ve also got the other side…’

	Alicia tensed up; she felt she knew where the conversation was going.

	‘What do you mean the other side?’

	‘When you have to defend the bad guy.’

	Her suspicion was right.

	‘Our work is to preserve the rights to a defence that is open to all citizens.’

	‘Can you call a corrupt politician, a killer, a rapist or a paedophile a citizen?’

	Alicia was surprised by such a harsh question, it brought back the doubts she used to have deep down in her conscience but that she thought she’d buried.

	‘Unfortunately, yes’ was her serious reply. ‘We are all innocent until proven otherwise.’

	‘No, we’re not all innocent,’ protested Miko. ‘The world is crawling with cruel, evil people.’

	‘We are all equal in the eyes of the law,’ pronounced Alicia, in an attempt to close this most uncomfortable subject.

	‘Equal?’ asked Miko, chuckling ironically. ‘Is a native Peruvian equal to the mining consortium who steals his land? Is a tramp living on the streets equal to the executive who stared at him from his limo?’

	‘The rich and powerful can also be victims in a case,’ retorted Alicia, annoyed. ‘How would you feel if you were accused of something that you didn’t do and you didn’t have anyone to defend you?’

	Miko seemed to understand her question from his personal experience and his face relaxed.

	‘I guess that getting a guilty person out of jail is the price we have to pay in order to save many more innocent people,’ Miko said. ‘I’m sorry if I’ve wound you up, it wasn’t really aimed at you. I’ve just never really liked lawyers in general. Maybe because they always appear when there are problems, nobody calls them when there’s something to celebrate.’

	Alicia really didn’t like to get into this type of argument. It wasn’t the kind of moral dilemma that any of her colleagues or the judges she knew ever mentioned, but when she met people outside of the legal world the topic came up easily. She didn’t know why, but she still found it hard to reel off the standard explanations.

	She turned her face back to the window. They were about to land.

	‘Don’t worry about it,’ she said to try and end the conversation, ‘but I’m not all that hungry now to be honest.’

	 


Chapter 8.

	It was only after the private jet had taken off that Stephen revealed their destination to Peter – they were going to Nashville, in the centre of the USA. It came as quite a surprise to Peter that the The Academy’s House of Music which his father had supposedly directed, was in the capital of Tennessee; he’d never heard his father mention it. It occurred to him that this was where he had gone all those times he disappeared in his own private plane.

	Peter wasn’t sure how to deal with the friendship that united him to his friend after what he saw under the obelisk in Manhattan, but he knew that he needed information to help fill the void left by his father’s sudden death. His father had never told him about what his true life’s work had been and Stephen was the only one who would be able to set things straight, that’s why he’d been more than willing to accompany him to take control of the House of Music.

	‘Come on, Stephen, I’m not a child so you can stop playing games. What kind of sect is this that you’re mixed up in? What is The Academy really?’ he asked directly.

	‘The original Academy was set up by Pythagoras,’ explained Stephen. ‘The world may only remember him for his famous theory, but Pythagoras of Samos was more than that. He was the first western philosopher and the first to understand the power of numbers; he was also first to have a group of disciples following him, just as later on people followed Plato and Aristotle. At The Academy we try to recreate this spirit in modern society. In short, we’re a group of men who are looking for something more in life than other mortals.’

	‘And what is this special thing you’re looking for?’

	‘Something very simple: we’re looking for spiritual purification.’

	‘How original; just like all the religions I’ve heard of! Why don’t you just become Buddhists and go off to Tibet?’ demanded Peter sarcastically.

	‘What makes us different is the way we choose to achieve pure souls: our salvation comes from science.’

	‘Science? Rubbish! You’re telling me that you’re trying to find God by doing experiments in a lab?’

	‘I haven’t explained myself well enough. The practice of science isn’t only the means to purifying the spirit, science is the religion itself; and that entails certain rules for our behaviour.’

	‘Aren’t religion and science supposed to be conflicting worlds? Facts and faith have never really got on.’

	It reminded Peter of the explanation his father had given when asked about his decision to become a musician: he said that music was where the body and spirit converged.

	‘Science, through numbers and rules, is able to describe the most miniscule detail of the universe, but with the difference that this abstract definition will last for eternity. Numbers hold the soul of things.’

	Peter could not begin to understand how it was that someone as apparently sane as Stephen could have been altered so much.

	‘But emotions, feelings… How can you express abstract concepts with numbers?’

	‘You tell me,’ Stephen challenged.

	Peter instantly understood what he was getting at.

	‘Not exactly with numbers,’ he replied, resigned, ‘but with music.’

	‘Voilà, my dear friend.’

	‘Project Dylan,’ whispered Peter, digesting all its implications. Neuroscience tried to look for the biological foundations behind human behaviour; it was some time since it was discovered that emotions were nothing more than a complex combination of neurotransmitters and hormones in action. With Project Dylan he had managed to guide these processes through the sole use of music.

	‘Do you think that a project with such an interesting objective as changing people’s minds though the power of music would have escaped our attention?’

	‘It’s precisely what you’ve been searching for all these years, right? And I served it to you on a plate,’ Peter sighed.

	Stephen gave him a satisfied smile.

	‘Would you like a drink?’

	‘I thought that Pythagoras’ beliefs prohibited alcohol.’

	‘Well, there’s no need to take everything so literally,’ he said as a way to excuse himself as he got up and headed to the bar. ‘I’m just going to check the weather in Nashville with the pilot.’

	Peter made himself comfortable and took a look out of the window. With the world below covered by a blanket of clouds he felt like he was closer to heaven than ever, comforted at last in his solitude. Something his father often used to say came into his head; he had paraphrased Bob Dylan saying: ‘All I’ve got is a red guitar, three chords and the truth...’

	After landing, Stephen told the taxi driver to take them to a university campus.

	‘Are you still wondering why The Academy chose this place for the House of Music?’

	‘Nashville is Music City, so I suppose I shouldn’t be that surprised at the choice.’

	‘The city won the name deservedly. Nashville has the most powerful record industry in the country. As well as the considerable amount of recording and production studios, the most important record labels have their headquarters here too.’

	‘The Big Four,’ commented Peter.

	‘That’s right; between them they control eighty percent of the music business on the planet.’

	‘Half of the city lives from music,’ added Stephen. ‘As for the other half, the man we are on our way to visit employs them.’

	‘From what you say he must be an important man.’

	‘The apex of the Tetraktys: the director of The Academy, George Vanderbilt.’

	The taxi dropped them off at the entrance to one of the pedestrian areas of the Vanderbilt University. They walked past the front of an enormous university hospital which seemed to house all imaginable specialities and headed towards a group of red brick buildings where the degree classes were taught.

	They ended up by a lake. A strong light on the other side caught Peter’s eye and he was fixed to the spot as he contemplated the phantasmagorical vision of the building in front of him.

	‘That’s… the Parthenon,’ he stammered.

	‘A perfect replica of the Parthenon in Athens, stone for stone, millimetre for millimetre. The only difference is that this one’s complete,’ Stephen pointed out. ‘It was built in 1897, and was the first of the neoclassical buildings in the city, many of them subsidised by The Academy. Nashville’s known as ‘The Athens of the South’ for something.’

	Peter contemplated the magnificent monument from the distance; it was the best example of visual harmony ever created by an architect. Lit from the ground it seemed to rise proudly above the city which had chosen it as its symbol.

	At that moment he began to take The Academy seriously. Maybe they weren’t all crazy as he had imagined. Maybe it was true that they had wanted to use America as the place to re-establish the lost spirit of the Greek civilization; the place where gods and men were treated equally, where artistic and scientific inspiration, as well as thought, were all raised to the highest level of importance.

	‘The House of Music,’ said Peter, pointing at the Parthenon, ‘right?’

	Stephen smiled and rested a hand on his shoulder.

	‘That’s where we’re going; George should be finishing off his conference.’

	After walking around the lake, the powerful presence of the Parthenon caused Peter to stop at the bottom of the steps in order to absorb the perfection that emanated from every angle and edge.

	Stephen called to him from the entrance, shattering his mystical moment. Peter followed him and read the information on the board that announced the conference: ‘The Emerald Tablet. 19.00 h. Conference by Mr. George Vanderbilt. Grand Master of the Rosicrucian Order’.

	‘Rosicrucian Order?’ asked a shocked Peter. ‘There’s something here that you’ve forgotten to tell me about…’

	‘It’ll all be clear soon enough,’ replied Stephen, as a heterogeneous group of young students, housewives and old men came flooding out of the sacred building.

	There were two people remaining at the door when the crowd had dispersed. The first looked like a venerable elderly gentleman with white hair and matching beard. The other looked like a huge Marine with military mannerisms. Peter recognised them both as two of the participants in the ceremony under the obelisk in Manhattan.

	‘Hello, Mr Bigelow. I’m delighted to see you again,’ the elderly man greeted him, winking a conspiratorial eye. ‘I am George Vanderbilt, and our friend is Jim Jackson.’

	The mastodon squeezed his hand as if he wanted to turn it into mush while he scrutinised him with the eyes of a predatory panther.

	‘Please, come inside,’ Vanderbilt invited them.

	The security guard handed them the keys to the entrance and closed the door as he left the building, leaving them locked inside. After passing the two lines of columns at the entrance, Peter stood paralyzed before an enormous statue.

	‘It’s the Athena Parthenos!’ exclaimed Peter, surprised by the huge proportions of the Greek goddess with a helmet, armour and shield all covered with gold.

	‘We re-built it exactly as the statue was described in the texts which recounted how Phidias placed it inside the original Parthenon. It’s the tallest statue in the western world.’

	‘We also wanted to pay tribute to our origins. Did you know that Phidias based the incredible visual effect of his sculptures in the magical proportion, the golden ratio, Phi?’

	‘And do you know who discovered that the rational numbers, like Phi, were the key to the cosmos?’

	‘Pythagoras,’ Peter answered without hesitation.

	‘You’ll be asking yourself a lot of questions,’ said Vanderbilt. ‘Go ahead; we’re here to answer them.’

	Peter took a few seconds to organise all the ideas that were racing around his head.

	‘To start, I’d like to know how many secret societies I’m expected to join: Pythagoreans, The Academy and now the Rosicrucian Order. Who are you all really?’

	Stephen was about to speak when George Vanderbilt politely stopped him.

	‘What is your opinion of the Rosicrucian Order?’ he asked with a dry smile.

	‘I’m sorry to say this, you being the Grand Master, but they have always seemed like a scam for weak-minded people. If there was a secret society with the mission to protect a big secret wouldn’t it be just that – secret?’

	‘I’m afraid that you’ve just asked the perfect question,’ he replied self-importantly.

	‘So, does that mean that the members of The Academy are also Rosicrucian?’ continued Peter, feeling uncomfortable.

	‘No, let me explain. The story of our brotherhood starts with the founder, a German knight named Christian Rosencreutz.’

	‘Who?’ asked Peter, surprised.

	‘An intrepid explorer from the fifteenth century,’ replied Stephen, ‘who, after a long initiation voyage in the East, gained knowledge of all the secrets that had been hidden from mankind. His story had a great impact in an age that was witness to the dawning of the Renaissance and as minds were opening up to new theories. Thanks to his skills as a speaker, his talks on the wisdom hidden behind ancient mysteries caught the attention of many illustrious figures of the day.’

	‘In order to organise the number of followers that he was getting,’ Vanderbilt continued, ‘he decided to found the Rosicrucian Order and invited all the wise men of the world to join him, adding that he also had magnificent objects in his possession that he had yet to find the uses for. However, things got out of control very quickly. His followers began to doubt the truth behind his supposed secrets and his critics accused him of heresy so he chose a few, trusted men and escaped to an unknown location.’

	‘The Academy,’ concluded Stephen, ‘is the descendant of that, much reduced, group of Christian Rosencreutz’s followers, the ones who were really charged with keeping his secrets.’

	‘The authentic Rosicrucians…’ Peter muttered.

	‘Christian Rosencreutz took Pythagoras as the model on which to organise the community of his small circle of friends. He identified with the wise Greek as their lives had certain similarities. They had both sailed around half the world in search of the secrets behind science and philosophy, only to end up searching deep within themselves. Those chosen few revived the Greek spirit that we are devoted to keeping alive today at The Academy.’

	‘But, what happened to the Rosicrucian Order that you preside over, the one with all the esoteric references and speeches filled with promises of spiritual prosperity?’

	Stephen was quiet for a moment while he tapped on the screen of his iPhone.

	‘Look,’ he said, showing him the Google web page. ‘The internet search for the term ‘Rosicrucian’ generates half a million results. Lodges, degrees of initiation, doctrines, principles, symbolism… all of it is cheap, esoteric paraphernalia; supermarket esotericism.’

	Peter understood what he was trying to tell him. He had to admit that the farce was a good one.

	‘The Rosicrucian Order is the deliberately frivolous front for The Academy so we can hide our identity as the true Rosicrucians, is that right?’ Stephen and Vanderbilt both showed their agreement through their positive expressions and he felt encouraged to continue his analysis. ‘The fact that George Vanderbilt, the president of The Academy, also occupies the highest position of Grand Master in the Rosicrucian Order is nothing more than the icing on the cake.’

	‘You’ve understood it all perfectly,’ Vanderbilt said. ‘Gentlemen, that’s enough small talk, we’ve come here to speak about music.’

	The shaven-headed thug who had been silent until now jumped over the security cordon around the statue and pushed one of the large figures on the frieze that decorated the base. Poseidon’s horse rotated ninety degrees towards the interior to reveal a hidden entrance that led to the area under the statue. Peter turned to look at Stephen in surprise.

	‘Welcome to the VIP entrance. As you may well imagine, the habitual entrance isn’t anywhere near as spectacular.’

	They went down a flight of steps and came to a long passage which they began to walk along.

	‘This bunker has seen The Academy grow from the time when we were scatterbrained youths who dreamed of magical notes and chords,’ Vanderbilt explained.

	‘How long have you been around’?

	‘Our first success in the music industry was with Grand Ole Opry’.

	‘The famous Country music radio programme?’

	‘The oldest in the USA,’ replied Vanderbilt. ‘We created it in 1925 and, although Country music isn’t as popular as it was, it was the definitive proof that convinced our fathers and grandfathers that music for the masses was the best way to spread The Academy’s message.’

	‘I have to say that Pythagoras’ precepts don’t really fit in with what I know about the lifestyle described in Country music…’ Peter commented ironically.

	‘Then came Elvis,’ continued Stephen, ‘and our hypotheses were confirmed. Music ceased to be the reflection of local cultures and aided by the rise of radio and television, transformed it into a universal concept. I think Elvis was the first thing to unite all the inhabitants of the planet; it went farther than political or religious beliefs. For us, it was the confirmation that music, Pythagoras’ perfect science, was the road to salvation for the whole planet.’

	Peter looked at the doors they were walking past; they had signs like Recording, Editing and Production...

	‘It will be better if you wait until tomorrow to have a closer look behind those doors, that’s when there will be people there, working. You have two hundred staff under you.’

	He stopped in front of the door marked Operations.

	‘This is Jim Jackson’s office.’ The Marine took a step forward and placed himself between Peter and the door. ‘He’s in charge of security - protecting us from our enemies.’

	‘Do you mean rival orders or brotherhoods?’ he asked, playing along.

	‘Fanatics, radicals..., nothing very important, but if anyone ever bothers you, call Jim; he’ll know how to deal with it.’

	‘And what about the other Houses? Do they have the same organisation? I imagine there is one for every mathemata…’ added Peter, knowing that in Greece the words mathemata meant ‘that which is learned’ and referred to the division of science into four branches of knowledge. That was how Pythagoras divided his pupils’ studies in the community he created and it was the model his own father had used when educating him.

	‘The Houses of Arithmetic, Geometry and Astronomy don’t have a very important role these days,’ explained Vanderbilt. ‘Your father made it his objective for music to take precedence over all the others.’

	Stephen invited Peter to go through the door marked: Director.

	‘Now you are the one in charge of the House of Music,’ he indicated. ‘Go on inside and take your father’s place.’

	Peter was hit by an avalanche of memories that it was difficult to hold back: musical instruments that they had played together, family photos there was even a blackboard showing chalked notes in his father’s elegant handwriting. This place was a sad reminder that there was a huge part of his father’s life that had been hidden from him.

	‘What did he used to do here?’ he asked, trying to avoid sitting in the main chair.

	‘Your father controlled the planet’s music production from this office.’

	‘It’s hard for me to believe that being the lover of classical music that he was, as well as being manifestly against commercial music, that he had anything to do with the industry that angered him so much.’

	‘Well, that’s been the job of whoever was in charge of this House since it was founded in the ‘20s,’ said Vanderbilt. ‘Look, you may think that the world is controlled via politics, multinational business groups and financial institutions but they only reach the material side of the human race. Through music we can touch the emotions and spirits, the very heart which is ultimately what is responsible for decisions. We use popular music to spread the messages that are most beneficial to our interests.’

	‘Are you talking about subliminal messages or hidden words in the song lyrics?’

	‘You of all people should know exactly what I’m talking about, Peter,’ Stephen pointed out. ‘It’s the notes, melodies, chords and rhythms, which transcend speech and go directly to the subconscious.’

	Peter realised at that moment precisely why he had been chosen as head of the House of Music. He was the leading expert in neuromusicology. There was nobody who could understand the relationship between sounds and their associated responses in the brain as well as he could. There was nobody better prepared to manipulate human minds.

	‘But what does The Academy want to do? What type of message do you want to transmit?’

	‘We are trying to homogenise, balance and structure the minds of everyone in the world with the same ideas, the same beliefs, the same concepts and ways of life,’ explained Vanderbilt. ‘Our objective was to unfold a universal language through music that in turn would contribute to the development of a technological, cultured and pacific society with the emphasis on minimizing the inequalities of today’s social, cultural and economic differences.’

	‘A global society,’ Peter summed up.

	‘That’s it. At the start,’ Stephen continued, ‘we stuck to trying to learn from the best. There have always been musical geniuses, people with innate abilities to attract thousands of people to follow them. Here, within these walls, we set to work analysing, with our ears as much as anything else, the patterns which turned a song into a hit. Our process was based on listening, evaluating and then deciding: repeat or throw away. In other words, we changed the course of artistic musical production towards the genres, styles and groups that were the most convenient for us.’

	‘Are you telling me that The Academy has dictated what we should or shouldn’t listen to?’

	Vanderbilt’s reply was a self-satisfied smile.

	‘In these last few years your father concentrated most on electronic music. What a brilliant idea of his it was to make that DJ into a media star! He managed to propel electronic music from the dark dance floors into the biggest stadiums.

	‘Why electronic music in particular?’

	‘Because of the artist’s independent profile. It’s not the same thing to focus on four individual DJs as control a load of uncontrollable bands with delusions of grandeur, rebellious soloists and a whole range of genres and styles which are impossible to control.’

	‘And that’s all done from here?’ he asked, pointing at the four walls.

	‘You’ll have plenty of time to get to grips with everything. We chose you because you are the only person qualified to run this House. Despite the high level of control, we have through record companies we have never managed to watch over the whole industry, something always escapes us. It was torture, always swimming upstream, reacting to the artists’ moves, unable to predict them; until we found you.’

	‘Me?’

	‘Yes, you and your research into neuromusicology,’ Vanderbilt intervened. ‘At last we are creators rather than copiers. Your father applied your investigation into neurological patients in the House. He gave our record producers certain rhythms, chord changes, alterations in tones or any other element that came out of your musical distillations that might be of use in the production of music for the masses. There were times when he added a secret ingredient in the final mix without even the composer realising. Our sales sky rocketed and we’re continuing to generate new musical successes. We’ve achieved our main objective of reaching the maximum number of public possible. Now it’s your turn to continue the work that you started long ago without even realising.’

	Peter screwed up his mouth. Not only did he feel hurt because his father had hidden this important aspect of his life, but also because he felt used by him. Wouldn’t it have been easier if he’d just told him everything? Had he wanted to keep him away from The Academy? To protect him?

	All his doubts were vanquished by one, blinding truth; his father had been preparing him all his life to occupy that chair. They had worked together, shared everything, suffered two enormous tragedies and now, from beyond the grave, he was offering him the baton of an incomplete life; so his son could finish what he had started.

	How could he refuse to continue it?

	 


Chapter 9.

	A simple, unlit neon sign was the only indication that the ‘Xhosa’ recording studio existed. Miko and Alicia looked at each other glumly as they stood outside the door.

	A male voice answered the intercom after keeping them waiting for more than a minute. Alicia didn’t understand the local language Afrikaans and so the welcome was lost on her.

	‘Hello, we’d like to see the manager,’ Miko requested in English.

	‘Who wants to see him?’ asked the voice, changing language.

	‘Alicia del Toro, lawyer for the Intellectual Property Defence Agency in Spain,’ Alicia let out at once, and then she whispered to Miko. ‘It’ll be better if you leave this to me.’

	The door opened onto a dark, empty room. They were surprised by the unkempt appearance of the place and the cold reception they received but they followed a sign that pointed to the basement. There was a man there waiting for them. He was thin and tall with a way of moving that made it seem that he was unstable, wobbling. He was dressed in black from head to toe and when they shook his hand they both noticed that it was freezing cold.

	‘Welcome, I’m Dick de Bilde, producer, director and head of the studio,’ he said cordially. ‘Miss del Toro, it’s a pleasure to meet you… And you are…’

	‘Miko Tarvuk.’

	The producer’s face showed his surprise. He stared at the Swiss man, trying to find a resemblance to the last image he could remember of the young artist. He didn’t seem to find one.

	‘You’re Okimo? I mean, are you really Miko Tarvuk?’

	‘That’s right, in the flesh,’ muttered Miko.

	‘I wouldn’t have recognised you for the world; you’ve changed a lot since…’

	‘Since I was a big star, yes,’ he interrupted indifferently, avoiding the explanation that, on abandoning the stage, he had decided to change his look as a form of therapy to help him forget his old life.

	‘I’m Miko Tarvuk’s legal representative,’ explained Alicia. ‘We’re here because we wanted to have a preliminary face to face with you, but I can call your lawyers directly if you would prefer, just to keep things official.’

	‘That won’t be necessary. The evidence backs me up perfectly. You can deal with my lawyers once you’ve gone,’ he responded arrogantly. ‘Please, join me in my office; it would be more appropriate to do this sitting comfortably.’

	The producer took them along a narrow corridor which led to a few empty recording rooms. Alicia noticed that the mixing desks were covered with a thick layer of dust. It was clear that the studio needed an economic boost or it was going to close soon. She was certain that the manager had seen this as a way to make some easy money, suing Miko Tarvuk had been a desperate last attempt to keep afloat.

	Right at the end there was a tiny office with a few records of various metals hanging on the walls, signs of better times. The report from work had stated that the label dealt only with indigenous musicians but there was no sign of that around the office.

	‘Do you produce traditional, South African music?’ asked Miko.

	‘That’s right, or at least that was right. ‘Xhosa’ was the name of the tribe who inhabited this land before the Dutch arrived. As you can see,’ he said, opening his arms to indicate he was including everything in his statement, ‘we’re about to disappear – just like they did. But I don’t imagine that you came here to discuss South African history, right?’

	‘To start,’ said Alicia, ‘we’d like to know what you’re basing your claim about my client’s plagiarism of Square Circle on.’

	‘Check it out for yourselves.’

	Miko and Alicia watched as the producer stood up, took a CD from a shelf and put it into a player. He chose the track number and the sound of drums began to play. It was tribal music, recorded at professional studio quality. The initial percussion was joined by some string and wind instruments and the melody began to get clearer and clearer until the resemblance to Miko’s tune was undeniable. The only difference was that Square Circle used perfectly balanced synthesisers and this version seemed to use fragile, un-tuned instruments.

	Dick de Bilde threw the CD onto the table carelessly.

	‘There you go. That song was released more than six years ago as part of a compilation of songs from the San people. All the profits went to the indigenous tribe.’

	Miko picked up the disc and turned it over. He checked the release date and then handed it to Alicia.

	‘I’m impressed,’ said Miko. ‘I can assure you that I had never heard that work in my life, but I have to admit that what I wrote is remarkably similar.’

	‘Identical,’ corrected Dick, smiling triumphantly.

	‘It’s true that the main melody is the same,’ Miko agreed.

	‘You must have heard it on a National Geographic documentary,’ Dick suggested, mocking Miko.

	The producer’s arrogance was getting on Alicia’s nerves. But she was more than used to this type of character and knew how to swing things to her favour.

	‘Mr De Bilde,’ fawned Alicia, putting on a resigned voice, ‘now that you have shown that your publication is older than ours, maybe you could give us some information about the San.’

	‘Alright, if that’s going to help your client to remember when he heard the song...’ he responded solemnly. ‘This music project was the idea of a friend of mine, Justin Somich, he’s an American explorer who fell in love with the Kalahari dessert. He lives there most of the year, just like another member of the San tribe. He only comes back to civilization once in a while to try and fight for better conditions for the indigenous people.

	‘Are you talking about the Bushmen of the Kalahari?’ asked Miko.

	‘That’s right, Basarva, Bush men, Khoisan… They refer to themselves simply as San, it means the primitive ones.’

	‘This sounds like a really ancient tune. When was the first time you heard it?’ Alicia asked, seeing that her strategy of letting the producer think he was in the right was helping him to talk more freely.

	‘Justin brought me a taped recording after one of his visits. There were dances, rhythms and chants that he’d recorded at the San tribal ceremonies. I suggested that we release the material to raise funds for them and to promote the cause for the indigenous people. So, a few months later he appeared with a group of his friends with their original instruments and we recorded them here in the studio. It was difficult to organise them out of their habitual environment, but we managed to get ten tracks down that we could use on the CD.’

	‘The San’s song is called…’ began Miko, reading the back of the cover, ‘The Dance of the Sun. What does this song mean to them?’

	‘If I remember rightly, they mentioned that it was the oldest tune they knew, as old as the sun itself – hence the name.’

	Miko hesitated for a moment before continuing. What has this song got to do with the music box that the German guy brought me? Alicia, seeing his confusion jumped in to help.

	‘From what you’ve just told us, the authors of The Dance of the Sun are the San people. Why are you making the claim?’

	‘Well, they granted me the license to sell their songs.’

	Alicia detected a very slight vacillation.

	‘I’ll give them all the proceeds from my song,’ Miko wanted to set things straight.

	Alicia’s sixth sense sounded an alarm. She needed to clarify that statement.

	‘My client means to say that we will make sure the any profits will be paid into an account under the name of the San people.’

	Dick arched an eyebrow at the doubt raised by the Spanish woman and he got out of his chair, leant over the desk until he was almost touching them with his outstretched finger.

	‘I own the copyright, so the profits belong to me,’ he said, salivating like a hyena who could smell a corpse, ‘as well as the payment for moral damages that have been caused by the publication of this song.’

	‘Moral damages?’ asked Miko, turning to Alicia wide-eyed.

	‘Square Circle is becoming an internet sensation,’ Dick explained, rubbing his hands greedily. ‘It’s got a million followers of Facebook, it’s a Trending Topic on Twitter and a leader in YouTube views. That honour would have gone to The Dance of the Sun if you hadn’t got there first with your copy Square Circle.’

	Alicia couldn’t stand the producer’s pedantry any more. It was time for the counter attack.

	‘Could you show me the papers that the San signed, handing over their rights to you?’

	Dick started laughing so loudly that it echoed off the walls in the small office.

	‘Sign! Those natives? They don’t even know how to use a pencil!’

	At last, the chink in the armour she had been looking for.

	‘It’s obvious that the publication isn’t original; it can only be considered a version of The Dance of the Sun. Just like Miko’s. You are both in the same situation and therefore you have no right to sue my client.’

	‘You couldn’t be more mistaken, Miss. This disc belongs to me and it’s registered as intellectual property in my name. The law is on my side.’

	‘As long as the San endorse that version of the story.’

	‘Ha ha ha!’ he laughed, leaning back and stretching out his arms. ‘What do you think you’re going to do? Call them on the phone? Or are you going to track them around the Kalahari?’

	Go off to the desert… what an idea! thought Alicia. And why not? Wasn’t that something that she’d always wanted to do? There was money at stake, the reputation of an artist too, and it was difficult, these were the factors that dictated the importance of a plagiarism case. The first two factors were increasing by the minute. It was only a matter of days before Square Circle became an international success and raised Miko Tarvuk from obscurity back into the limelight. As for difficulty... it was more or less a lost cause! But not totally; there was one thing that could save Miko: finding the San and persuading them to cancel the law suit. Then she had to consider this disagreeable character Dick de Bilde. It was plain that he wasn’t operating above board, he was a greedy opportunist. She couldn’t let him get away with this. She wanted to crush this smug producer.

	Go off to the desert… what an idea! thought Miko. Why did he let that guy into the bar? How had he let himself be seduced by music again, after all the destruction it had brought him before? Ten years of abstinence and one small slip and here he was again, backed into a corner thanks to a few musical notes. He knew it wasn’t worth feeling sorry for himself, he had to face the problem. A multi-million fine would destroy his recently found peace, the business and more importantly, his son’s world. He couldn’t give up if there was even the smallest chance – as crazy as it may seem.

	Alicia and Miko looked at each other in a resolute silence. They had made the decision.

	‘I think this talk is over,’ Alicia concluded. ‘We’ll be in touch with your lawyers with an outline for the next steps.’

	As he watched his visitors make their way along the corridor, Dick was already imagining what he was going to do with the money from the case. Blessed be the San for recording that tune and blessed be that washed up musician for trying to get back his fame by using The Dance of the Sun.

	He was sure that he’d already won the case; he told himself over and over that he had, trying to convince himself. But if he was going to win, why had they left so full of energy? Shouldn’t they have slunk out scared? When they had finally left, he relaxed the forced smile he’d held all the time during the meeting and noticed how his ulcer began to spew bile into his stomach lining. Had he really done anything wrong? 



	

Chapter 10.

	Egypt, 532 B.C.

	 

	The sun set slowly in the west, swallowed whole by the scorching desert sands. A middle-aged man, dressed in a light tunic of white linen was calmly contemplating the sunset. Even though he wanted to blend in with the environment, it was obvious from his face that he was a foreigner. The peace of his surroundings, the solitude in this remote corner that he had found and the total silence that was all around gave him a pleasant sensation of order, perfection and beauty. This was the perfect place to meditate on the concept that he had been working on these last few days. This place was an excellent example of the word ‘harmony’.

	Pythagoras of Samos had reached the conclusion that there, in Egypt, everything moved to a different rhythm. Time appeared to stand still. He moved his eyes to contemplate how the horizon changed from reds through to violets, crossing over a symphony of colours until the last rays of sun were drowned by the shady, night time kingdom of Neftis.

	The season when the great river Iteru swelled its banks was coming to an end so the heat and dry air were suffocating. Despite being some forty years old, Pythagoras dealt with these trials without any real problems. He put his bare feet into the current of water which fed the irrigation channels belonging to the sumptuous palaces and temples in the city of Per-Ra and splashed about like a child, waiting for his appointment.

	The flow of the water under his feet reminded him of an image he had of himself on the boat that had brought him to this country. That was nineteen years ago. That day the heart of the promising young philosophy and mathematics student had beat with the rhythm of an agreeable feeling of good fortune. He had the feeling that his trip to Egypt was going to bring him the answers to the questions that had excited his brain and tormented his spirit. The salty, damp air on the coast gave way to a warm breeze filled with sublime natural fragrances as it entered the delta. The oldest known kingdom had opened its doors to him, relentlessly drawing him in to its deepest legend.

	Pythagoras had been fascinated by the Egyptian culture for as long as he could remember. When he began his studies, he learned that all the science which he so admired came from the Egyptian culture, and that it had been the astronomers and priests from the country of Neilos who had made the most astonishing discoveries. The most surprising thing for him was how such an old civilization could possess such advanced knowledge. And that was how the myth of Egypt began to grow inside him, fed on rumours of ancient secrets which were carefully guarded in the temples of The Country with Two Lands.

	His mathematical skills as a child had surprised all his teachers. Little by little, through reading, meditation and extraordinary capacities as an orator, he gained the reputation as a wise man. But science was nothing more than the door which opened the path to the spirit, that allowed him to define his idea that the worlds of religion and science, of the gods and men, until now unrelated, were in some way connected.

	As soon as he had set foot on land, Pythagoras headed for the capital of the kingdom, Per-Ra, or as the Greeks called it, Heliopolis, the City of the Sun. That was where the Egyptians had built their temples to worship their gods and, what interested him more, where they kept their secret knowledge.

	‘Are you trying to put music to the sunset?’ a familiar voice interrupted. His friend Enufis had jolted him out of his faraway dreams as he sat down next to him and dangled his own feet in the water.

	‘Welcome, master. Right on time, as always.’

	‘Punctuality isn’t a virtue, it’s a necessity. Have you by any chance seen a delay in the Ibis making their annual return to the banks of the Iteru? Or that the star which we call Sotis didn’t always appear on the same day every year to announce the beginning of our calendar? By respecting punctuality, we show that we are in harmony with the universe. Everything must happen at its time; anything else is untidy.’

	Pythagoras observed the elderly man at his side. Master and friend, he looked on him as some kind of messenger who had been sent to change his life. With him he had cultivated many of the seeds of ideas that he had brought with him from Greece, helping them to grow with the extensive conversations they had. Enufis had helped him to put his ideas in order and to build his own philosophical outlook on existence, which he could now put into words: everything was the same, the tangible and the intangible, only by studying the physical could we appreciate the metaphysical.

	The interest was reciprocated; Enufis was delighted to have someone at his intellectual level with whom to debate the different points of view that he would never have dared to discuss within the temple of Hathor where he held the position of priest. In his temple everything was structured by an unalterable plan, cultivated by tradition and customs handed down from the ancestors, but outside the walls his soul was free and able to battle with the doubts that tormented him.

	Their weekly appointment had become habitual and they used the time to talk about astronomy, arithmetic and religion.

	‘How did you know that I was thinking about music at that precise moment?’ asked Pythagoras, once again surprised by Enufis’ capacity to read his mind.

	‘I just had to look at you, eyes gazing off to the horizon, the slight movement of your head. You were undoubtedly under Hathor’s influence, queen of the skies and goddess of music.’

	Pythagoras looked at his friend. Wrinkles had marked his age onto his skin as the tireless African sun had toasted it.

	‘The truth is that I haven’t been able to settle my brain since our last conversation about music. Harmony is the expression of order in the cosmos. Up there,’ he said, pointing to the sky, ‘everything has a cyclic rhythm: night and day, the seasons of the year, the coming and going of the stars across the firmament... The demonstration of that harmony here on earth is music! Since then I haven’t been able to get the idea that it is music which is the corner stone to the universe out of my head.’

	‘That would be why we call it the highest wisdom...’

	‘But in that case,’ Pythagoras deduced, ‘shouldn’t man get on the wheel and turn and turn, adding our own grain of harmony to the whole lot?’

	‘That’s how our maat sets it out,’ Enufis confirmed. ‘The way we should behave, following the rules isn’t just a whim from the pharaoh or the priests; it’s dictated by the laws of nature, the word of our gods.’

	‘The important thing is that these two worlds, the spiritual one of the gods and the material one of men, are not isolated but live in a common area, a place where heaven and earth walk hand in hand: in music.’

	‘Silence, friend,’ ordered Enufis, seeing him over-excited and not wanting to be discovered outside the temple debating about science and religion with a foreigner.

	‘Music is proportion, cycle, measure…’ Pythagoras listed in a low voice. ‘I mean that it is the expression of the order of the universe in something as terrestrial and human as sound. A man can establish contact with the gods just by plucking a note on the harp!’

	‘The metaphor explains the concept very well,’ Enufis granted, ‘but it doesn’t help us to understand all its implications.’

	‘What do you mean?’ asked a confused Pythagoras. ‘Can we learn even more from music?’

	‘Haven’t you realised yet?’ asked Enufis pretending to be disappointed in him. ‘Once we know that music can take us closer to the order of the universe, we change the human into divine and vice versa.’

	‘Could we, men, play at being gods now?’ The question made Pythagoras’ mouth change shape.

	‘Not so fast, my friend. We are only just starting to interpret the world in which we live. Long gone are the days when the gods ruled over us from a far away world, unknown to us mortals. Science is putting order to the chaos; we are interpreting the will of the gods. As you, yourself, have managed to establish; we are reaching the spirit through science.’

	‘And so,’ Pythagoras deduced, with eyes so wide they looked as if they might jump out of their sockets, ‘music will lead us directly to divine thoughts.’

	‘If music is a skill with which we can find the proportion of the universe, it can also be used as a tool to act on it, even on a small scale.’

	‘In that case a composition, a piece of music, could be our way to begin a dialogue with the heavens!’ the man from Samos speculated.

	‘Don’t get carried away and let me finish,’ Enufis ordered, stoically putting up with the imaginative avalanche from Pythagoras. ‘You’ll need a little music theory if you want to get any further.’

	‘Are you going to tell me again that the Egyptian musical scale has five notes?’ Pythagoras asked, pretending to be fed up.

	‘You’ll be interested to know where they come from...’ It was like offering dates to someone who had just crossed the desert. Pythagoras nodded with renewed expectation. ‘In order to find the most harmonious notes we can do a simple experiment. Take a hollow reed, of a certain length, and blow into one end. It will make a particular sound, that sound will be associated with other sounds of which it is a partner. They are the sounds that, when played at the same time, make an agreeable sound to the ear. They are the doubles of sibling notes. Well, the secret is in the relation of two over three.’

	‘Do you mean that another reed which measured two-thirds of the first one would make a similar sound?’

	‘I don’t mean a similar sound; I mean a complementary one, one that combines well with it, adding to it rather than detracting from it. Put it simply, the most harmonious. For us, that relationship is sacred.’

	Pythagoras took a few minutes while assimilating the idea that harmony, in itself such a vague idea, was connected to the idea of perfection that he was so obsessed with, and was visible in concepts that were comprehensible for human minds: numbers. Two and three. There was all the information. He felt a little dizzy when he imagined the repercussions that this would bring about.

	‘Sounds are shown in numbers!’ he finally exclaimed. ‘We can quantify harmony!’

	‘And it doesn’t end there; if we do the same with the new reed and cut it to two-thirds of its length we get the next harmonious note for the first one and so on and so on. After we have repeated the process five times we will get back to the first sound again. We go full circle.’

	‘So, are all your musical compositions based on these five notes?’

	‘Exactly, it is our sacred pentatonic scale. Order, proportion and harmony; everything is condensed into these five notes.’

	Pythagoras’ eyes opened wide, as if he had just realised something important. He needed to get home and try the experiment that he had just thought up! Communication with the gods was possible... They only understand a musical language with five notes! If it was that easy, if it was within man’s power to vibrate in harmony with the cosmos and it was only a matter of juggling numbers, then he was the man who was going to decipher all its secrets!

	‘Enufis, I have to go.’ There was a slight stutter in his voice as he spoke.

	‘But…’ Enufis started to reply, but he didn’t want to interrupt. As always, when the Greek man’s mental machinery started to work overtime on a new idea, he often drifted into silence in the middle of a sentence. It was useless to try and talk to him.

	 

	‘Gods, music and numbers…’ whispered the man from Samos as he got up with a mechanical movement and said goodbye with his head raised up to the expanse of the cosmos.

	 


Chapter 11. 

	There were almost a thousand kilometres separating the Kgalagadi Transfrontier Park from Johannesburg and they seemed eternal. After crossing the city of Upington, where they had loaded the 4x4 with all the supplies, essentials and fuel that they could, the wide motorway had turned into a gravel track with ditches that got deeper the further they progressed towards the sandy barrier ahead.

	The only hope they had of locating The Dance of the Sun and the tribe it belonged to was called Justin Somich. They hoped to find the American explorer somewhere in the vicinity of the park and convince him to guide them through the desert to find the San people.

	Small hills of sand began to rise along both sides of the road, taking on sinuous shapes over which the first shadows of the coming night started to fall. The emerging dunes were welcoming them to the largest continuous expanse of sand in the world.

	A few minutes later, after crossing the border made up of a lonely wooden shack, they arrived at their destination – the camp which served as the entrance to the Kgalagadi Transfrontier Park. The sign showed its name in the two official languages of the area, Afrikaans and English; ‘Twee Rivieren / Two Rivers’.

	Alicia was pleased to find such a decent ‘resort’ in place of the huts she had expected. About twenty bungalows were spread out around a central reception area. The road had been asphalted for vehicles and laid with gravel for pedestrians. The place seemed clean and well-cared for. The small guest houses were built of bricks and cement, although the owners had tried to give the place an air of authenticity by covering the roofs in straw which hung over thick wooden beams forming a triangular shape.

	‘Good evening. We’d like two rooms, please.’ Miko requested as he dropped his backpack on the ground.

	The receptionist was testimony to the mixture of races that had happened in the area over the years; dark skin and curly hair contrasted with brilliant blue eyes. He handed over their keys and came out from behind the desk to accompany them to their accommodation.

	‘We’d like to meet with the Park Director as soon as possible. Do you know where we can find him?’ asked Alicia.

	‘He’s in his office, but I don’t think he’ll accept visitors at this time of day.’

	‘Please could you tell him that some friends of Justin Somich would like to see him?’

	‘Justin!’ cried the old man, spurting insults in Afrikaans. ‘That’s another matter, we’ll let him know right away. He’ll be delighted to see visitors this evening,’ the last comment was accompanied with a chuckle.

	The director’s bungalow served as his house, office as well as a hunting museum.

	‘Come in, please,’ he announced in a melodramatic tone, giving them an exaggerated bow at the same time. ‘Friends of Justin are friends of mine. I’m Michel Fortuyn.’

	Once inside, and after the preliminary introductions, Alicia saw to her horror that there were a multitude of animal heads decorating the walls. She made an effort not to step on the zebra skins lying on the floor nor touch the leopard skin cushions on the sofas where they were invited to sit. The room was like the chamber of horrors. To make matters worse, the front legs of the table opposite them had been replaced by antelope horns.

	‘Oryx antlers. The noble, elegant and resilient antelope of the Kalahari,’ said the director, gesturing excessively with each word.

	Alicia could see that the cause of the director’s watering eyes was the empty bottle of whisky sitting on his desk. His stinking breath and unsteady gaze confirmed her diagnosis.

	‘Let me serve you both a drink,’ offered the host. ‘Then you can tell me what relationship two such elegant people as yourselves have with that damn son of a bitch Justin.’ While he spoke a couple of thin drops of saliva fell from his mouth.

	Alicia and Miko exchanged concerned glances, wondering if it was wise to continue their conversation with someone in such a pitiful state.

	‘We need to find him as soon as possible,’ Alicia explained, trying to get to the point of their quest for this Justin Somich character.

	‘The only personal matters that are of interest to Justin are in the desert, not out of it, Miss. That crazy man made a pact with the desert; his life in exchange for permission to live within it. That damned Yankee accepted the deal and the desert has kept its promise. I’ve never met anyone who’s lasted as long in there. It’s as if the heat and solitude don’t exist for him. In the thirty years I’ve been here hundreds of explorers have passed this way; all of them ready to take on the world when they enter but leave with their tails between their legs, if they leave at all. The Kalahari is a monster which devours whoever dares to set foot in it.

	‘But I had been led to believe that Justin leaves the desert from time to time,’ Miko replied.

	‘Yes, he’s set himself the useless task of drawing people’s attention to this corner of the world.’

	‘Do you mean the way that he’s condemning the repression that the Bushmen are suffering?’ Alicia asked.

	‘Yes, he won an important court case for the San not long ago. The government gave them back quite a lot of hectares so they could carry on roaming around with their goats.’

	‘It seems as if you don’t sympathise too much with the San,’ Alicia blurted out, annoyed by Fortuyn’s indolent attitude.

	‘I don’t really care all that much about them, I wish them neither good nor bad. But I’ll tell you one thing,’ he said, sitting up on the sofa and pointing with his glass of whisky, ‘I assure you that they are a unique people. They are capable of being happy even though they live in hell. I admire them for that.’

	‘When was the last time you saw Justin?’ asked Miko.

	‘It must have been about five weeks ago.’

	‘How can we find him?’

	‘That’s easy,’ Fortuyn replied, pausing to make sure he had both of their attention, ‘waiting until he comes back.’

	‘That’s not an option,’ Miko responded. ‘Didn’t he say where he was going?’

	The Park Director burst out laughing, making his face turn from pink to dark red. His laughter was cut short by a sudden coughing fit which was so violent it shook the animals hanging on the walls which had been watching, appalled, with their glass eyes. A vein in his forehead was bulging dangerously but Fortuyn, far from showing concern, took another swig and surprisingly returned to normal.

	‘Don’t even think about going after him! It’s impossible. He didn’t say where he was heading because he never has a plan. He’s off in search of his friends, the San, but they roam far and wide all over the desert without stopping. Justin is an expert tracker but you could never follow him – you’ll be dead by the third day.’

	‘But we could follow his tracks. He must have set off from somewhere, we could go after him...’ Miko tried to argue.

	‘You wouldn’t happen to be descendants of David Livingstone?’ joked Fortuyn, sinking into the sofa. ‘I think he and Justin are the only two white men to have crossed the desert on foot... and to be honest, I’m not sure I believe that Livingstone did...’

	‘That’s enough Mr Fortuyn!’ shouted Miko as he stood up. ‘We’re prepared to pay for all the necessary materials and provisions but this is urgent: we must find Justin Somich!’

	‘Friends,’ the director’s tone changed instantly, ‘you’re free to go and lose yourselves in the dunes, I only wanted to warn you. The Kalahari is the largest mass of sand in the world. God forgot this piece of land when he was handing out life. Not even rivers can carve a way through it. Look at the Okavango: it collects water from a basin that’s as wide as the continent of Africa and dies, absorbed by the sand as soon as it touches it.’

	‘We are aware of the danger, but I repeat that it’s vitally important,’ Miko replied, knowing that the director had softened his tone after hearing talk of payments.

	‘He didn’t leave here all that long ago,’ added Alicia. ‘He may not have even left the park boundaries.’

	‘Alright,’ said Fortuyn, standing up, ‘I’ll supply you with all you need for the journey. All the natives who work in the park know Justin, and they may be able to tell you which route he followed. If you haven’t found him after ten days, come back along the same route. If you don’t, you’ll die of thirst.’

	‘Agreed,’ said a more satisfied Miko. ‘We’ll need a map of the desert.’

	‘There are no maps of the Kalahari, the only roads that are respected by the dunes are the dried up river beds. I’ll let you have some four by fours and two drivers who can also guide you around the park and the surrounding areas. But the safari could end up costing you…’ the last part of the sentence was whispered slyly.

	‘It’s a deal,’ Miko interrupted, impatiently stretching out his hand. ‘When do we set off? Tomorrow?’

	‘If that’s what you want, I’ll prepare everything tonight,’ Mr Fortuyn said as they left whilst mentally calculating how many bottles he was going to be able to buy thanks to the money he was going to get from these stupid people. 


Chapter 12.

	A key. Peter couldn’t believe his eyes. He looked at it from all angles, part intrigued, part frustrated. An old key with a really strange shape; there were teeth along both edges and an engraving on each side.

	After his brief visit to Nashville, Peter wasn’t surprised to see the Rosicrucian symbol on one side but he had no idea what the swan engraved on the other side meant.

	Both symbols were back to back on a key that he hadn’t a clue what would open. It was evident, however, that his father had wanted him to have it.

	On leaving the lawyers office after the reading of the will Peter wasn’t the least worried or surprised that half of the inheritance had gone to the ‘non-profit’ organisation (the lawyer’s words) of The Academy. The other half was for his brother and him. Peter’s only thoughts were on the envelope from which he had removed such a strange key. He peered inside and found a handwritten note from his father: ‘This key will uncover all secrets. If you are who I believe you to be, you will know how to use it.’

	Since when had his father been a fan of riddles? It was as if he was discovering a new person since his death. Even so, his presence hadn’t waned, if anything it was even more intense. He couldn’t stop thinking about the things he had done whilst alive; his quirks and the protective parent speeches. His father’s calm, serious tone was etched on his mind and he often surprised himself by hearing his inner thoughts expressed in that same voice. Could it be a trick his mind was playing on him to deal with his anxiety about his absence? Is this what he wanted to happen by leaving so many mysteries behind?

	He folded the paper and put it in his pocket with the key. What on earth could it open?

	He had never been a drinker but it occurred to him that a bar might be a good place for him to think and reconsider everything that was going on. He walked down the street and went into the first place he found. He had to repeat that he only wanted water three times before the barman believed him.

	Peter thought about how easy it had been for The Academy to recruit his father to their modern version of the Pythagorean sect, the students who had succeeded the Greek sage after his death. He had devoted his life to his obsession, he was his idol. On many occasions, especially when he was telling stories about Pythagoras so passionately, the thought had occurred to him that he believed himself to actually be Pythagoras.

	‘Make sacrifices and worship barefoot’, his father had repeated in praise of his Greek idol. Peter’s mind immediately went to the ritual under the obelisk. It was the Pythagoreans’ third rule. He remembered all of them; his father had insisted that he and his brother William had followed them to the letter from childhood. His brother had only done it when their father could see him, but those rules for living had pervaded in his life. They had helped him to order his thoughts in the pain he experienced after his mother’s death and had stayed forever. He had never eaten meat, or broad beans or bay leaves and he even continued to obey the other rules such as always putting on his right shoe first and washing with the left hand, or even rolling up the bed cover as soon as he awoke, regardless of how absurd they seemed.

	What part of him was due to his father’s Pythagorean quirks and how much was down to an innate predisposition for philosophy and Greek sciences? Since infancy, when his father glimpsed his incredible capabilities with numbers and mathematics, he had been given increasingly difficult logic games instead of the more typical children’s games. A few years later, right after his mother’s death, these more subtle techniques were dramatically radicalized. That was when the change had occurred. He refused to send the brothers to school, shutting them up inside the house and making himself their only tutor, placing mathematics at the centre of all their studies.

	He and his brother adapted to this change easily, never questioning their father’s moral or intellectual authority. However, when Peter turned eighteen and began to loosen the bonds that bound him and start thinking for himself, he realised that these exact sciences weren’t able to explain something as terrible as the absence of his mother. Peter rejected mathematics and decided that he would keep them at a distance for the rest of his life. His decision to study medicine, against his father’s wishes, had caused an emotional chasm between them which took years to heal over.

	It was another tragedy that served to smooth over their differences. It happened just after he had graduated from his medical degree, while he was still unsure about what to specialise in. Their father had treated them both to a trip around Europe to celebrate finishing their degrees. William still had two more courses to finish his law degree but their father had wanted them to make the journey together, more than likely in order to strengthen the fraternal ties that had been lost when they were forced to study separately. Peter, brilliant and hard-working, had passed with flying colours whereas William, who was academically more limited, as well as having a greater interest in worldly pleasures, was on the brink of dropping out of university and opening a surf shop in California.

	It was a warm, sunny day and the taxi that was taking them to the airport weaved in and out of the scant summer traffic easily. The brothers were joking like in the old days, congratulating each other, when suddenly a car smashed into the side of the cab where William was sitting just as they were pulling away from some traffic lights. The taxi flipped over and the two unconscious brothers had to be rescued from the mangled mess of metal they were trapped inside.

	After Peter had come round, the bond with his father regained its past strength. Peter’s dormant presence united them as they hoped to see him awake one day. Once he had completely recuperated, Peter had no doubt about what specialty to choose: he would study neurology. If there was anything that he could do to help his brother, he would find a way to do it.

	For a change, his father couldn’t have been happier with his decision.

	Peter’s research focused on neuro-degenerative illnesses. He had only just started work on his doctoral thesis when, attending a concert in Carnegie Hall that his father was conducting, he looked at the people all around him. It seemed as if the music that his father was controlling with his baton was sending them off into another dimension. They looked relaxed, happy, wrapped in a protective aura. When they left the concert, he proposed to his father that they work together to treat patients through music.

	On starting research into previous studies on the topic it was clear that there were very few and that those that had been done only established that music could act as a stimulant to certain parts of the brain. Peter’s intuition told him that there was much more to discover and so he set to work with the aim of scientifically analysing the brain’s response to sounds and thereby make a map of its response to them. His goal was to compose pieces of music which could be used in the treatment of different illnesses, even for each individual patient. Some of his colleagues were unable to stifle their laughter when he summed up his objectives in one sentence: to substitute medicine for music.

	Together with his father, he set out the parameters of the musical patterns they would try; they classified the patients, carried out the studies and analysed the results. They needed the help of quite a few researchers and ever-more sophisticated material, which of course was very expensive.

	One day his father introduced him to the president of the Spark record company, the number one in the world. They were interested in sponsoring the research in exchange for improving their image. The cash injection that they received surpassed all their expectations and thanks to it they were able to advance at a good pace.

	Sometime later his father proposed a change of direction for their studies. He had said:

	‘You won’t be able to complete the map of the brain with only ill people; you’ll need healthy subjects to study too.’

	Peter didn’t like the idea at first; he was a doctor and couldn’t do anything that conflicted with the Hippocratic Oath that he had sworn. Eventually he came round when he had reconciled himself to the idea that it would be another tool to use in his fight to cure people with brain injuries, telling himself that one couldn’t put up barriers in science. That was how project Dylan began – with the aim of acting directly on people’s will.

	The result was conclusive; Peter achieved what he had set out to do. He had become the magician of sound.

	‘A glass of water,’ ordered the man who had sat down on the stool next to his.

	Peter looked at him. The man, with his round glasses and jacket with elbow patches, looked as out of place in the bar as he did. His bulging eyes were scanning the empty bar as if he were searching for someone. Only when he was sure that they were alone did he start talking to Peter.

	‘Barmen have never understood Pythagorean precepts,’ he whispered conspiratorially.

	‘Who are you?’ Peter asked seriously.

	‘Philippe Lecygne,’ he replied, holding out his hand, ‘an old friend of your father’s.’

	‘He never mentioned you,’ said Peter without offering his hand in return.

	‘He wouldn’t have; he wouldn’t have wanted to reveal my past in The Academy. We all took a vow of silence.’

	‘The damn Academy again!’ Peter blurted out. ‘I asked them to give me some space. Did Stephen and Vanderbilt send you?’

	‘No. In fact, they wouldn’t be at all pleased to know that I’m talking to you. I don’t belong to The Academy any more, although I used to be the head of the House of Astronomy. They threw me out some years ago, but I stayed friends with your father despite that.’

	‘In that case, what do you want?’

	‘I’m here to warn you, Peter,’ he said seriously.

	‘About the members of The Academy? I know how to look after myself, thanks. They’re nothing more than some fat cats with delusions of grandeur,’ Peter continued, trying to convince himself that that was his real opinion.

	‘I can assure you that they’re much more than that.’

	The only reason Peter didn’t kick the guy out of the bar there and then was because he felt he could trust him. His timorous demeanour seemed more credible than the supposed self-assurance and strict manners that the chief members of The Academy made such a show of. Philippe Lecygne wasn’t there to ask for favours; it was clear that he wanted to help him.

	‘What do you have to tell me?’ Peter conceded.

	‘Have they told you what the Operations department does? The boss is a real sadist, he’s called Jim Jackson and you’d do well to steer clear of him.’

	‘I met him when Stephen introduced me to George Vanderbilt at The House of Music.’

	‘What they won’t have told you is that they call him Doberman, you can imagine why. He’d rip someone’s head off if they tried to do anything to harm The Academy.’

	‘He looks tough enough, but I can’t see him tearing anyone apart.’

	‘How can you believe that the world music scene had such a ridiculously narrow range? Everything sounds the same. No matter what radio station you tune into, they all play more or less the same music. It’s all the same because The Academy wants it to.’

	‘Up to a point, yes but I don’t think it should come as a surprise that the big record companies form a lobby…’

	‘… if that lobby doesn’t make it its objective to stifle the movements that it feels are unsuitable,’ Lecygne cut in. ‘Musicians don’t usually let people retouch their songs so easily. More than one has stood up for themselves against the attacks on their creative liberty. The Academy has always been obsessed with the idea that only music could bring them down, which is stupid. How could a song cause a revolution? Do they really think that a new music genre could catapult anarchists or communists into power?’

	Peter’s mind shot immediately to Project Dylan. He would have to tell Lecgyne at some point, but now wasn’t the time.

	‘Are you trying to say that they silence any inharmonious undertones - just like that?’ Peter wanted him to continue.

	‘It’s a fact. It’s all there to see written down in the history of music. The Academy was the drug that poisoned the most promising shoots of musical originality. I mean that literally. There’s a long list. Jimi Hendrix would have created revolutionary sounds with his guitar but he died in 1970 after ingesting an explosive amount of alcohol and narcotics. The keyboard player in The Doors – The Academy called him The Pied Piper because they said his music could hypnotise the masses. It was easier, however, to strike the group by attacking its soul and charisma: Jim Morrison – found dead in 1971. The revolution in drumming came with ‘Bonzo’ Bonham, drummer in Led Zeppelin, who died of alcohol poisoning in 1980. He was the link that balanced Page and Plant’s egos. And they didn’t hesitate to eliminate Elvis after his supposed ‘effect’ had worn off. I can go on and on, there’s an endless list: Kurt Cobain, John Lennon…’

	‘But John Lennon was assassinated at his front door, it had nothing to do with drugs.’

	‘The Beatles were another story,’ Lecygne explained, ‘along with the Stones. Angels and demons. Good and the Bad. The tuneful ones versus the rockers. Yin and Yang. Duality, Peter my friend, that was the heart of the all-powerful Academy. It would have been a disaster to impose only one kind of modern music; it would only have meant everyone getting fed up with it. To get people hooked, they have to have choice. Two main ones were enough at the start. After that, different styles emerged but almost all the groups were either following one or the other: Beatles or Stones.’

	‘Are you trying to tell me that those two groups have been manipulated by The Academy all along?’

	‘Let’s say that although they weren’t our creation, we were able to use their talent. Their styles, in fact the mixture of them, triggered people’s alienation with consumer society. People are dictated to by pop and rock!’

	Peter shook his head sceptically.

	‘I can’t believe what you’re telling me.’

	‘The Beatles got so much attention that there was nothing left but to break them up,’ Lecygne continued. ‘Do you know who produced their last album, Let it Be?’

	‘Of course, it was Phil Spector, the greatest producer the popular music scene ever had…’ Peter’s eyes opened wide. ‘Are you trying to tell me that the album was a flop because that’s how The Academy wanted it?’

	‘How else can you explain such a terrible record from the best musicians and producer? Phil was our best man for decades. It wasn’t that hard to sign him up, his crazy mind soon understood our philosophy.’

	Peter was more than familiar with Phil Spector’s contributions to sound engineering as some of his own experiments in neuromusicology had been based on his techniques. It could be said that Phil was the first person to apply science to music producing. An obsessive perfectionist, he was the man who brought the concept of an orchestra to commercial music. By multiplying the number and type of guitars, double basses and wind instruments he created a more substantial and dense sound which had never been heard in commercial hits. Not content with this breakthrough, he created what he called a ‘wall of sound’ which consisted of passing the voices and instruments through an echo chamber, collecting the new sound and then mixing it with the original take. His inspiration apparently came from Richard Wagner the composer and a pioneer in this area, being the first to place the orchestra in a pit, hidden away from the public in order to improve the sound of the instruments and the visual impact of his operas.

	‘Phil’s moment of glory had passed; I don’t think you can blame the Beatle’s downfall on him…’

	‘You’re right; the Brill Building’s heyday had also finished, and he had played a huge part in the success there too,’ Lecygne noted. ‘The Academy had made the right decision to concentrate all the most important music businesses in that one building in Manhattan. After it had been shaken by rock and roll they needed to take back control of the industry before any more artists thought they could go it alone, without the support of the industry to help them. Poor fools! The Brill achieved its goal of transforming the art of musical creation into a completely automatic, mechanised process. In those days you could compose a tune on the fifth floor, record it on the fourth, edit it on the third, find a record company on the second, print the record cover on the first and walk out of the door with the record on the same day. It was where hits were made for decades and of course, the whole process passed through The Academy’s self-interested filter.’

	Peter wanted to believe that this was possible, but he wasn’t willing give up so soon.

	‘I suppose you have proof of all this…’

	‘Do you want more proof? There wasn’t the need to resort to violence in all cases. In many cases all they needed to do was sow discord amongst the members of the groups in order to get their way: to ruin the bands’ dreams of glory. In the 70’s, The Academy worried that Pink Floyd’s rock operas would have a devastating effect on the masses so they didn’t stop until they had destroyed the complex psychedelic vision that the talents of Waters and Gilmour had brought to life. They were in even more trouble with punk in the mid-70’s. Imagine, groups like The Ramones, The Sex Pistols and The Clash called out for anarchy in the form of anti-capitalist, and anti-military lyrics; they were a time bomb waiting to go off and destroy the status quo. The Academy reacted quickly and was soon pulling the strings that would minimize the impact of what was a real revolution.’

	‘Ok, ok, I’m getting the gist of what you want to say,’ Peter cut in.

	His mind started coming up with other well-known cases. Reggae, for a start, had an alarmingly bewitching effect. He himself had worked with the rhythmic Jamaican music style where the third beat of every compass was emphasised, creating a hypnotic effect with the constant repetition of the same chords which helped relaxation as well as opening the mind. He reconsidered the extraordinary success that the Rastafarian movement had had. What would have become of an absurd ideology based around marihuana and dreadlocks have had if it hadn’t been associated with reggae?

	‘I suppose that there’s some sense in what you’re saying,’ Peter continued, ‘but I don’t think that you put everything that has happened on the music scene in the last century down to The Academy. It seems a little far-fetched to me.’

	‘Have you never asked yourself to the ‘one hit wonders’? Why did they just disappear without a trace? The Academy detected them and eliminated them.’ Lecygne could tell that he wasn’t convincing Peter completely. He needed to go all the way. ‘What I’ll never understand is how Don Mclean is still alive.’

	‘Do you mean the man who wrote American Pie?’

	‘The very same. If you study the lyrics of that song carefully, you’ll find his hidden criticism of The Academy’s methods.’

	Peter could only recall the words to the chorus: ‘Bye-bye, Miss American Pie, drove my Chevy to the levee, but the levee was dry… And then good old boys were drinkin' whiskey and rye, singin' this'll be the day that I die, this'll be the day that I die…’

	‘The day the music died…’ Peter whispered, thinking that it was exactly what he had spent the last few years doing – killing the music…

	‘Exactly,’ Lecygne interrupted, elated, ‘the lyrics are lamenting the death of Buddy Holly, Ritchie Valens and The Big Bopper in a plane crash. That was the day that music died because The Academy showed all its power, demonstrating just how far it was willing to go.’

	‘It could be about lots of different things,’ said Peter, tired of all the conspiracy theories.

	‘No, Peter, the lyrics are about the death of the American dream.’

	‘And what’s all that got to do with The Academy?’ Peter’s voice reflected his growing anger.

	‘The end of freedom, Peter,’ Lecygne confessed, and then to clarify: ‘the farewell to the liberty of musicians to change the world.’

	Peter stared at him wondering if this man was an ally or just crazy. It was true that McLean had managed to baffle more than one person with his confusing lyrics; but it was one thing to accept that his father had hidden his membership to a secret society and quite another to accuse him of being mixed up in extortion and murder.

	‘This is all complete rubbish,’ Peter stated as he left some notes on the bar and got ready to leave. He didn’t want to listen to any more nonsense.

	‘Wait! Wait! I beg you.’ Lecygne blocked his way and gave him a piece of paper. ‘Here are my contact details, in case you need me.’

	Peter stormed up the stairs to the street and just as he was about to open the door Lecygne shouted after him from below:

	‘Do you know why your father called you Pete?’

	Peter had never stopped to think about it but it was true that, being the first born son, he hadn’t been given a traditional family name. His father had always abbreviated it to ‘Pete’.

	‘Peter,’ Lecygne announced, ‘was as near as he could get to calling you Pythagoras. It wasn’t supposed to be short for Peter; it was a way of secretly referring to his hero, Pythagoras.’ 1

	The revelation caused a short circuit in Peter’s brain as it raced through a series of events in his life that until now hadn’t made any sense. His father’s death was revealing as many dark sides to his life as it was shining light on other aspects that had gone unnoticed because of routines and needs as well as convenience had covered up.

	What he now understood, albeit sadly through a stranger in a bar, was where his father was sending him with this post mortem weaving path. He had a key in his pocket and millions of uncertainties but at least he knew in which direction he should continue: all he needed to do was follow the clue of ‘Pythagoras.’


Chapter 13.

	Alicia was up at the first light of dawn and ran to the camp shop to buy explorer’s clothes and shoes. She could feel tiny butterflies in her stomach which she put down to the excitement of the upcoming adventure but which she soon got rid of by eating a hearty breakfast from the buffet. While Miko was overseeing the loading of supplies onto the two 4x4s she went back to her room to put on a little light make up as she always did before she went to work. Whilst doing so she reminded herself that this was, indeed, still work.

	Alicia preferred not to pay too much heed to the Park Director’s warnings. If they couldn’t find Justin, she would lose the case and her client would be ruined.

	Miko had finished preparing the vehicles. Alicia noticed that he was more reserved and serious than normal. Fortuyn’s warnings seemed to have made an impact on his usual strength.

	‘Good morning,’ Alicia greeted him. ‘Did you sleep well?’

	‘To be honest, no,’ Miko replied, scratching his stubbly chin. ‘I had an awful dream. The desert transformed into a giant skeleton that wanted to trap me.’

	Miko didn’t want to tell her the part where the skeleton was dancing to the sound of The Dance of The Sun and that he succumbed to its charms without resisting; that would have been revealing too much about himself.

	‘If you’re afraid,’ said Alicia trying to tease him a little and lighten his mood, ‘we could still turn back. Maybe this is too much of an adventure for a waiter.’

	‘No way!’ Miko exclaimed indignantly, ‘What do you take me for?’

	Alicia laughed out loud and asked who their guides were.

	‘They are two of the staff here, local people,’ Miko told her. ‘It’s a chance for them to earn a little extra money. They don’t speak much English, enough for their jobs. Are you getting in?’

	Miko observed Alicia’s failed attempts to get into the jeep. Her new boots kept slipping on the running board.

	‘Would madam like some help getting into the carriage?’ he asked, teasing her back in a sarcastic tone.

	‘No, thank you,’ she replied screwing up her mouth, ‘I can manage alone.’

	They set out along the dried up river bed of the Nossob river. According to the park information it headed north while twisting and turning between South Africa and Botswana alternately. Fortunately, there weren’t any check points at every frontier inside the park so they were able to continue for three hours, until they reached the first camp.

	There were two possible routes from here. While the guides asked the camp employees if they knew where Justin had gone, Miko and Alicia went for a quick walk to stretch their legs.

	‘Tired?’ asked Miko, unable to stop himself from stretching.

	‘Not at all,’ replied Alicia, ‘I’m just waiting for a little action. Where are the ferocious animals and the dangers of the desert? This is more like a stroll in the Casa del Campo in Madrid.’ She was laughing as she spoke.

	‘I’m glad to see you being so optimistic; we’ll need all the positivity we can get when we leave the park boundaries.’

	‘Do you really think it’s going to be possible to find a tribe of Bushmen in the middle of this huge desert?’ Alicia’s tone was serious, ‘even if we do find a tribe, they might not be the same people who recorded The Dance of the Sun.’

	‘I hope we find that Justin hasn’t gone too far away. He’ll be able to guide us better than anyone.’

	‘Hey! Let’s get this safari started!’ Alicia shouted, trying to cheer up a worried-looking Miko. ‘Go and stand by that tree and I’ll take your photo.’

	Alicia took her digital reflex camera from its case and pointed to a few large bushes that were all around them. ‘It’s not all that beautiful, but as there aren’t any lions…’

	‘That’s a heck of a camera you’ve got there!’

	‘It’s one of my hobbies. Come on, smile!’ she ordered as she pressed the button.

	The enquiries at the Nossob camp informed them that Justin had passed that way about a month earlier. If they wanted to go after him, they needed to take the trail heading north which would lead them to the heart of the Kalahari.

	A couple of hours later the comfort levels of the trip took a turn for the worse. The continuous ditches and obstacles in their way meant that they made very slow progress and the rigid suspension of the off-road vehicles sent them flying off their seats all the time. Alicia’s expression got darker and darker until she decided to try and convince Miko to stop and set up camp for the night before the sun began to disappear.

	The guides put up the tents, made a fire and cooked a tasty meat and vegetable soup. The mercury in the thermometer suddenly vanished inside its capsule and everyone huddled around the warmth of the fire until sleep caught up with them.

	During the second day of the journey all signs of civilization disappeared. Alicia was in her element, taking photos of everything that they came across. The scenery wasn’t exactly beautiful in itself; more of a dry steppe than a desert made of sand. Bushes grew scattered all around and were the only things breaking up the isolated groups of acacia trees. By far the most eye catching thing, however, were the strange watermelons that poked up from the arid soil as if by magic. What little water there was on the surface was concentrated inside those inviting green balls which tasted divine.

	A herd of gemsbok accompanied them for a few hours. Their authoritarian gait and their proud chests gave the impression that they were gracefully but firmly inviting them to leave their territory. They didn’t leave until they got bored of being photographed by Alicia. It was more difficult for her to catch a shot of a pair of small leopards who ran off as if they were being chased by the devil when they heard the sound of the vehicles.

	They reached the border which marked the limit to the north part of the park just before night fall. From there the dirt road they had been following disappeared and turned into nothing more than a narrow track which wound its way over the valleys of dunes. Elevated above the surrounding area as it was, the spot offered a threatening view of the immense, red-toned dunes which spread out before them.

	For a moment Miko relived the nightmare of the sand monster and thought he could hear the sound of drums being carried on the wind. Alicia noticed her companion’s serious expression.

	‘From up here it looks like a giant Zen garden, the ones that you rake over to relax,’ she mentioned casually trying to relieve Miko’s unease.

	‘Doesn’t it give you vertigo?’

	‘It’s not all that high…’

	‘I mean on the inside.’

	‘What’s up?’

	‘It feels like the desert is calling us for some other reason than to sort out a case of musical plagiarism,’ Miko confessed.

	‘Does saving yourself from ruin and helping me win the biggest case of my life seem too little?’

	Miko, hands on hips, stood as if defying the arid expanse in front of him. If anything was scaring him about going any further with this adventure it was because his intuition told him that he wasn’t cut out for this, that the adventure was for someone he used to be but didn’t want to go back to being. He wasn’t sure he was going to be able to adequately respond to the whisper carried on the wind. ‘Square Circle’, ‘The Dance of the Sun’, the music box, that one song, demanding the presence of the musician who had buried himself years earlier.

	‘Let’s go back to the tent,’ he said.

	 

	The following days passed very slowly. According to the GPS they only went about fifteen or twenty kilometres per day. The 4x4 followed the narrow track which formed between the dunes although they were sometimes obliged to cross over the crest. They even had to use the metal plates to get the wheels out of the deep sand on one occasion.

	Before every sunset, when their journey had finished for the day, Alicia liked to climb up the highest dune in the area. Sometimes she sank up to her knees in the virgin sand and then had to fight to get it out again, but it was worth it. From up there she could contemplate the grandiose spectacle that was repeated every day in all corners of the planet, but that here, in this forgotten corner of the world, reached extraordinary dimensions. That evening in particular, Alicia thought she saw the shape of a pentagram in the high clouds which traced scattered threads across the sky. Just before it hid, the sun bestowed a symphony of violet, pink and orange tones on the world below.

	‘What does a Kalahari sunset sound like?’ asked Miko, surprising her by coming up from behind.

	‘How should I know, you tell me, you’re the musician.’

	Miko swallowed before answering. He’d gotten himself in this mess.

	‘No, I’m not. I stopped composing ages ago.’

	‘It must be hard to eradicate something that comes from so deep inside,’ Alicia murmured. ‘Why don’t you give it ago?’

	Miko contemplated as the last lights went out along the horizon and a half moon appeared to the east.

	‘I don’t need to.’

	‘What inspired you to compose?’ Alicia continued, determined not to give up.

	Miko hesitated.

	‘Everything, people and how they behaved, universal values, places like this…’

	‘Those things are still around, they haven’t vanished. Don’t you think that they need someone to put sounds to them?’

	‘There are plenty of good musicians who can do that.’

	In the end, Alicia gave in; she had no desire to make such a magical moment uncomfortable.

	‘Let’s make a move, it’s starting to get cold.’

	Miko remained staring into the infinite for a few more seconds. Alicia waited, respecting his moment of introspection.

	‘In the mirror by Yanni would do it justice,’ Miko said in the end, his gaze a bridge stretching out to her, allowing the melancholy piano tune by the Greek artist to slide into her ears.

	Alicia thought that Miko hadn’t liked what the ‘mirror’ had shown him, but she didn’t want to delve any more.

	They went down the dune in silence and, when they reached the camp, the guides met them with reproaches, shouting and pointing to the sky.

	‘What’s wrong with them?’ asked Alicia.

	‘I think they’re worried about the weather. They must be worried about how much the wind is picking up.’

	‘Is there going to be a storm?’

	‘I’m afraid so.’

	‘How are we going to deal with a storm out here?’

	‘If it does happen, the best thing we can do is stay inside the vehicles, nothing’s going to happen to us.’

	 

	The worst didn’t happen and they had a night like any other. When Miko came out of the tent one of the guides walked up to him and told him that they had to start the return journey as soon as possible because the bad weather was going to be upon them in no time. A heated discussion soon followed which Miko calmed with the offer of doubling the original economic agreement.

	They set off with the hope of finding one of the dried up river beds which served as roads in the desert. Mid-morning, however, the wind started to blow even harder. At the start they were just gusts which shook the car, but later the gusts started to send sand flying all over the car and reducing visibility considerably. Even so, the day was quite clear. After a few minutes they realised that there wasn’t a cloud in the sky and that they were in the middle of a sand storm!

	Miko stared at the driver’s face; he was holding onto the steering wheel tightly whilst he concentrated on driving. Alicia was in the back seat of the car and the other guide was driving the vehicle behind with all the supplies.

	A while later the gale became a full storm and then a hurricane. The wind made its way through the gaps in the car, making sharp whistling sounds. Sand beat against the windscreen in irregular, violent gusts, shaking the car from side to side. In only a few minutes they had been converted into a toy held in Eolo’s hands.

	‘We need to turn back!’ Alicia shouted, but it was impossible to hear her above the sound of the wind.

	Miko tried to communicate the same thing to the driver, but with gestures. The driver indicated, however, that the safest way was to continue straight ahead. They carried on at a snail’s pace, trying to avoid the sand banks.

	Alicia turned around in the back seat but she couldn’t see the car behind. Had he turned around? Had he made the sensible decision to go back whilst they were determined to get dragged into the eye of a hurricane?

	When visibility was zero the driver stopped the car, pulled on the hand brake sharply and began to shout at them like crazy, pointing at the doors. They couldn’t believe it; he was telling them to get out of the jeep! That would be suicide! He immediately pulled on the door handle and opened the door to get out. Miko jumped on him, trying to stop him but the small gap was enough to let the air come gushing in and fling it wide open. The door banged against the outside of the car with a loud noise and the wind soon whipped the door off the damaged hinges and carried it away. The guide ran away as the sand began to poor into the jeep.

	Miko moved to the back seat in order to help Alicia get out. If they stayed in the vehicle, the sand would soon fill it. He wanted to open the back door but it was stuck. Alicia was overcome by panic who watched wide-eyed and spitting out sand as Miko lay down across the car in order to kick the opposite door open. Miraculously it opened just as Alicia noticed that the sand had already completely covered her ankles.

	They left, feeling their way, clinging on to each other, fully aware that if they let go then they would be lost. The wind made it impossible to open their eyes and they had only gone a few paces away from the car when the ground began to move slowly under their feet. Terrified by the strange sensation they were frozen with fear, holding on to each other’s hand. After a few seconds the ground seemed to stop moving.

	They thought that they were back on solid ground when they were surprised by a loud creaking noise which was even louder than the sound of the wind.

	That was when they noticed the ground disappear from under them, and that they were free-falling down a steep slope, surrounded by a cloud of dust which made it impossible for them to see when their fall was going to stop.

	They tumbled, hit and scraped their skin against the brutal wall. When their bodies finally reached the bottom, they were unconscious. 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I am the eye in the sky

	Looking at you

	I can read your mind

	I am the maker of rules

	 

	 

	Eye in the sky. The Alan Parsons Project.



	
Chapter 14.

	Bavarian forest, 1787. 

	 

	The young Ludwig van Beethoven couldn’t sleep. Curled up in one corner of the carriage, he watched the hours pass by accompanied by a bitter, ever-growing sensation of claustrophobia. A fleeting yet horrifying thought wouldn’t stop worrying his soul but he was unable to identify it no matter how hard he tried to analyse it.

	He passed the back of his hand across his forehead and realised that he was sweating intensely. A sharp pain was crushing at his temples. Had he become ill during the journey? If he wasn’t on top form when he reached Vienna, the unique opportunity that the journey offered him would be wasted.

	He chased those thoughts from his head immediately. He wasn’t ill even though it felt as if his head was about to explode. The dark interior walls of the carriage seemed like a cage which was shrinking and leaving him without air. He felt as if a giant hand was pushing down on his chest while a high-pitched noise sounded in his ears causing him to feel dizzy. He felt as if he didn’t get out of the carriage that instant, that he would go crazy.

	Quickly and as quietly as he could, so as not to disturb his companion Count Waldstein, he got out of the carriage. A stroll would calm the anxiety that was troubling him. He walked across the countryside, leaving the marked path. He wanted to be alone, find peace within himself in order to put together the pieces inside his head which were floating around like leaves being blown around on the autumn wind. He would only find peace if he could put a little order to his rebellious ideas and feelings.

	He took a look around him. The night was offering a beautiful full moon which was shining down from the highest point of the heavenly dome. Beethoven felt that its presence, albeit remote, helped to alleviate his solitude. The sky was littered with stars and despite the clarity that the moon shone on the dark canvas, he could clearly see the hazy arch formed by the Milky Way.

	He remembered some of his astronomy lessons and as he wandered further away from the carriage he traced the shapes of the larger constellations in the air with his finger. He didn’t have any trouble finding the Great Bear and, following the line of the two stars which closed the cart, he found the Pole Star, the unmoving north for all the travellers over the passage of time, inseparable buoy to sailors. Lower down, Orion showed off his shining belt, the symbol of his strength. To the west, the huge Hercules constellation dominated the sky. Even though he had seen him depicted in books on his knees, prostrate, he felt it would be more true with his character to imagine him riding his chariot, bearing down on his enemy.

	‘What a stupid extravagance!’ he said, ‘a man like me changing the heavens!’ Or was it? Just as he had done with Hercules, he wondered what marvellous goals man could achieve if he devoted his time to thinking for himself, interpreting the world in his own way without being led by politics, fashions or protocol; if he let his liberty and creativity run free, studying his own interior in order to make the most of other people…

	Distracted by his thoughts, he had unknowingly gone into an area filled with the thick fronds of conifer trees which soon blocked his view of the sky. All around him a blanket of shadows engulfed everything and the weak light of the moon only managed to caress the very tops of the trees.

	His feet slid over the damp, smooth grass, giving off a pleasant hissing sound which was only broken by the sound of dry leaves being broken underfoot. The cold was silently penetrating his bones, taking advantage of any gaps in his clothing that would let it pass through. He imagined an ethereal, frozen demon was floating around him, waiting to spy a sleeve or fold in a shirt where it could dive through and take over his warm body.

	An intense smell of fresh nature was emanating from the trunks of the fir trees which surrounded the path. He stopped, closed his eyes and took a deep breath, letting all of that purity in its original state invade his being.

	Suddenly a shiver went along his spine like a strike from an axe, followed by a slight dizziness which made him wobble clumsily until he could steady himself.

	On recovering he asked himself what had happened and decided to carry on walking, becoming all the while more excited by a strange mixture of euphoria and fear. A light breeze began to blow which soon gained intensity until it rattled the trunks as it came and went. The branches twisted harmoniously with the rest of the trees, the whole forest improvising a shocking dance. The wind slid between the leaves, creating a disturbing murmur, warning the young man that he was getting too far into what was unknown territory.

	Young Ludwig’s heart accelerated, agitated by a fear which urged him to confront it. The nocturnal call of an owl joined in with the other night sounds. He couldn’t help but turn his head quickly only to see two huge, round eyes studying him from among the dark foliage. The creature repeated its call which caused hundreds of other nocturnal birds to reply. Where had all these animals come from just like that? The unsettling spectacle of dozens of bright, round eyes, immobile, blinking, floating on the mist made Beethoven’s already racing heart beat even harder if that was possible.

	The wind seemed to stop dead, and with it the night sounds leaving everything in a static silence. At that precise moment all the owls took flight again in a noisy yet short burst. Ludwig was again left alone and in silence. His head asked him to return to the warmth of the carriage but his heart was determined to continue, so he carried on walking. As soon as he did, as if they had been waiting for him, all the trees recommenced their crackling dance, shaking again in the revived gusts of wind.

	The forest grew even denser as new sounds appeared from the nature around him. At first, he thought he heard the sound of a snake slithering over the grass; then he heard the far off cry of a wolf. There, in the middle of the night, and in almost complete darkness, the cry of that animal seemed to him to be so authentic, so sad and so powerful all at the same time that he felt as if it could be the cry of nature itself; that of mother earth being shaken along with him, saturating his senses with stimulants which hit directly at his heart.

	The grunt of a wild boar which seemed to be coming from close by made Beethoven even tenser. Until that moment he hadn’t felt any real danger, but this could be. The animal didn’t seem to be getting any closer as the sounds weren’t getting any louder.

	He took one more step, reaching a large clearing with a strangely circular shape. When he got to the centre of the circle, he felt a strong urge to stop and stay there. He found himself exposed and defenceless, but to what?

	Above him, the moon was being covered by moving clouds which extinguished its pearly reflections and spread a patina of ash all around it. The wind got stronger, becoming a gale and a few cold, sharp drops began to wet the young Ludwig’s defiant face.

	Dozens more howls seemed to be replying to the first call, shaking the forest with a kind of strange, magical choir, overlapping each other in a chilling harmony. Beethoven was hypnotised by the depth of the sound, wisely modulated as it was by the legacy of millennia of the animal species. It was as if it was resonating with the forest itself, move up and down the valleys and disperse across the snowy peaks. Its intensity grew and grew and Beethoven deduced that they were getting closer. Just as he was certain that they were only a few metres away, the howling stopped.

	Heavy steps coming from behind him warned him of another danger. Judging by the sound, the animal’s approach was decided yet not violent. A deer? Maybe a bear? He couldn’t see a thing because the trees that surrounded the clearing almost completely blocked out the moonlight. More animals seemed to be approaching this meeting point, but none of them dared to pass the invisible barrier, all of them watching this small human standing as stiff as a pole.

	A bolt of lightning blinded the curious eyes of the animals who were observing from behind the bushes and then a few seconds later the sound of thunder frightened some of his smaller companions who only stopped their nervous growls when the following echoes of thunder acted as a soothing balsam and calmed them down again.

	The lightning had struck very close, its violence making Beethoven tremble. The flash of light had blinded him but what was worse was that it had left him momentarily deaf. The sensation of only being able to hear his own pulse and breath was terrifying. He wanted to snap him himself out of it by shaking his head but, when he opened his eyes, another bolt of lightning hit the ground only a few metres from him, the pressure of which caused a crack in his eardrums.

	He thought he was going to be deaf forever, he felt dizzy and then he fell down onto the ground.

	The animals took advantage of the human’s defenceless state to leave their hiding place and get closer to him. All the animals in the forest had joined together that night in order to act out an impossible scene. The elegance of the deer clashed with the rough presence of the wild boar. The wolves’ fangs shone in the darkness. Foxes and weasels, squirrels and hares all the animals parted for the slow, heavy steps of the bear. The majestic hawks circled threateningly high above. Snakes and lizards joined in with the inspection. Recovered after the unexpected human presence, the animals gathered around the still body to give it a more thorough examination. They smelled his body, licked his face, nibbled at his fingers and felt him with their paws. The rodents crawled over him, soaking up his heat and the reptiles curled around his extremities to check the firmness of his muscles. When they felt that they had checked over him enough they left in silence, each one going back to the place they had appeared from.

	 

	When Beethoven opened his eyes again his head was spinning. He found himself lying on the ground, curled up and freezing cold.

	He tried to remember what had happened, but a cloying fog was in the place where his memories should be. He must have fallen asleep in the forest. It was still night time, if he was quick Count Waldstein wouldn’t notice he was gone.

	It was hard for him to get up, but when he did he felt a sharp pain in his temple. A multitude of images and visions flashed through his head. First snakes that crawled up his legs and arms, twisting around each other. Next, huge birds which took him up higher than the sky, from where he could see the blue globe of the Earth illuminated by a glorious sun. Straight away he saw himself going through the tree trunks and dividing into an infinite number of particles, each one branching off to later become fine dew drops which slide over leaves. Those drops join others, running along valleys, forming a river, penetrating a mountain; he could feel the power generated by the core of the Earth, a chill of pleasure ran through him from head to toe, finishing up in the sea. The sharp pain diminished and Beethoven could relax for a moment, stunned by the dream-like visions that had run through his mind.

	As he was making his way back to the horses and carriage, Ludwig van Beethoven tried to clear his mind and chase away the haziness that had taken him over for the last few hours. In spite of being aware that it had all been a fantasy, he remembered it as if they had been real experiences, maybe even something that he had already lived or maybe dreamed; even so, extremely real. 


Chapter 15

	‘What a nice surprise! I would never have imagined coming across anything so beautiful in the middle of the desert. Let me help you up, miss.’

	Alicia’s first sensation was that she was roasting on a grill. Where was she? The sun was shining directly onto her face making it impossible for her to open her eyes in order to see who she was talking to. Could it be a dream? Maybe an angel was talking to her from heaven. Her skin was burning and every bone in her body was hurting.

	She was shocked when she remembered what had happened. The sand storm, the car, Miko and her holding on to each other blindly: and then the fall. Yes, the last thing she remembered was rolling downhill whilst her body was repeatedly being battered.

	‘I think you are probably a little confused, miss but I can assure you that it’s nothing that can’t be fixed by some water and rest. Wet your lips with the water from this flask.’

	At last she could open her eyes. The man who was looking at her, smiling, had coloured markings all over his body and was dressed in nothing more than a loin cloth even though his face revealed his western origin.

	‘Who are you? Where’s Miko?’ she asked, frightened. ‘We were in an accident.’

	‘You fell from up there,’ he said as he pointed to the upper part of a sand bank. ‘I saw a load of metal over there; I imagine that your friend isn’t very far away.’

	‘Let’s find him!’ Alicia exclaimed, jumping to her feet and thus making herself dizzy and obliging her to sit down again. ‘Quick! He might be hurt.’

	‘Stay here,’ the stranger advised. ‘I’ll look for him.’

	The man who was dressed as a native took a quick look around him and scrutinised every tiny detail that was out of the ordinary. A piece of an exhaust pipe that had broken off the jeep was a few metres away from the vehicle, upright in the sand. He fell to his knees and began to use his hands to dig as fast as he could. He found what he was looking for a few centimetres away. A piece of canvas with a pole through it was covering a large lump. He pulled on it until it was completely uncovered and shook him until he regained consciousness. As his first attempts seemed to fail he took a bar of something yellowish from his bag and put it in Miko’s mouth. The Swiss man awoke instantly, waving his arms around as if he was scaring off an invisible danger.

	‘That was a good idea, my friend,’ the rescuer said. ‘Burying yourself in an air chamber under the sand and breathing through the tube... It was the best thing you could have done to stop yourself dying of suffocation.’

	Miko was in shock but he remembered the moments right after the fall perfectly. He had lost physical contact with Alicia when they started to fall down the slope. In the distance he could see the huge towers of sand falling from above, being dragged along by the wind. He thought he was going to die there, buried, but he realised that, even though he couldn’t escape, he could find somewhere to hide right there and that’s how he ended up inventing the refuge with canvas and an exhaust pipe.

	‘Alicia!’ he shouted with all his might. His cry repeated itself, echoing across the narrow gorge.

	‘Don’t worry. Your friend is fine. Look, she’s up there.’

	Miko saw his travelling companion on the rocky outcropping which had broken her fall. He remembered the loud creaking noise that he heard before the fall. Now he could understand what had happened a little more clearly. In the middle of the sand storm, the vehicle had hit something impossible to overcome. The river bed that they had been looking so hard for had appeared at exactly the wrong moment as a deep gap in the land.

	Miko went up it, still confused, stumbling more than once, until he had reached Alicia. They fell into a long, silent hug before going back to the man who had saved their lives.

	‘You must be Justin Somich,’ said Miko—. ‘Thank you for finding us.’

	‘Thank your guide. If it wasn’t for him, the hyenas would have eaten you. He found me, worn out and disorientated. In normal circumstances I wouldn’t have bothered to go to the help of two crazy westerners who had gone off in search of their own death, but he told me that it was me you were looking for. I felt obliged to do something to help him find you, even if it was only to bury your bodies...’

	Miko looked at Alicia crestfallen. He felt terrible for having put her in danger.

	‘I’m sorry, Alicia, I was feeling around for you in the storm but I couldn’t find you; I couldn’t see a thing!’

	‘We’re both fine, that’s all that matters.’

	‘Come on, let’s take cover over there,’ pointed Justin ‘we’ll have some shade at the edge of the ditch. You need to tell me why the hell it is that you’ve risked your life just to find me.’

	After a reviving meal of roots, dried meat and the ever-present Kalahari melon, Miko and Alicia told him all about the events that had led them to that point.

	‘All for a song?’ Justin asked, surprised.

	‘That’s right, we’d like you to lead us to The Dance of the Sun,’ said Miko.

	‘I’d be delighted to; anything at all to get at that Dick de Bilde character.’

	Alicia and Miko looked at each other in surprise.

	‘We thought you two were friends,’ said Alicia. ‘At least that’s what he led us to believe.’

	‘We were, until I found out that he was robbing the San. He never gave them any of the profits from that record and I know that it was quite a hit, at least in South Africa.’

	‘I knew that con man was lying!’ Alicia shouted.

	‘The producer was stupid to talk to us about you and the history of the song,’ Miko said. ‘He dropped himself in it…’

	‘I suppose the stupid ones were you two for daring to cross the Kalahari. I imagine Dick would never have imagined that the pair of you would come all the way out here just to checkout his story. Only crazy people would do that.’

	Alicia told herself that she wasn’t crazy, maybe she had taken the normal limits of a defence lawyer a little further than necessary, but her personal situation demanded the effort.

	Miko didn’t think he was crazy at all for defending his honour and intellectual property; maybe he was being a bit daring for flirting with music again after it was the cause of his demise.

	‘What we propose is to leave the song on sale, promote it, and then giving all the profits to the San people,’ said Miko.

	‘That sounds like a wonderful idea.’

	‘Let’s talk about the song, if you don’t mind,’ Miko requested.

	‘We can do it while we’re on the go. There are still a few hours of sunlight and we should use them. Let’s go!’

	Alicia and Miko got up, feeling their battered bones but with the knowledge that they were closer than ever to closing the case soothing their aches and pains. Justin insisted that they make use of the blankets from the jeeps and which were scattered around the river bed. They also managed to salvage Alicia’s camera and Miko’s mobile phone which had both miraculously escaped.

	Justin pointed at the river bed ahead and set off.

	‘The Dance of the Sun is an essential part of San culture; it’s the corner stone for all their rituals. It’s been passed down from their ancestors; they’d tell you that it has always existed. Coming from the San, that’s something – they’re the oldest civilization on the planet. Luckily their way of living and habits haven’t changed in twenty thousand years, meaning that The Dance of the Sun is one of the first melodies that humans played.’

	Miko shuddered a little, wondering why the oldest music in the world had come knocking at his door.

	‘If you feel dizzy, tell me. The poison I used to revive you could kill an elephant in seconds. It’s a secret bush formula made from ground beetles and tree resin.’

	Miko looked at him wide-eyed.

	‘It won’t kill you. At least not before the thirst does.’

	Thirst. Terror suddenly struck Alicia. They didn’t have a drop of water. How were they going to survive in these conditions? In just a few hours they were going to be fried in the huge frying pan of the desert. The sweltering heat made the apparition of apocalyptic images jump easily into Alicia’s imagination. Her cracked skin began to take on the colour and appearance of the ground they were walking on. The panic was so unbearable that she felt the blood evaporating in her veins, the flow slowing so much until it almost stopped.

	As if reading her thoughts, Justin studied the ground carefully, took out a long straw from his arrow bag and then stuck it in the ground skilfully. He sucked and filled an ostrich egg shell with a dirty liquid which filled Alicia and Miko with delight.

	‘The San use the word Pula for water as well as for money.’

	Alicia felt her terrible nightmares disappear, washed away by the warm stream of water which slid down her throat.

	Not long after setting out, Justin decided that they should leave the comfort of the dried up river bed and walk over the sand. From thereon they walked in a line, one behind the other, going over the tops of the dunes like the bushmen did in order to scare predators, Justin explained. They carried on like this for a few hours until night fell and relieved their burning feet. When they were sitting next to a fire Justin told them the terrible story of the San tribe since the white men had arrived, which he described as extermination pure and simple.

	‘When the first Europeans disembarked at The Cape of Good Hope, the Khoikhoi who lived in the area had to move north, leaving them no option but to invade the territory of the San, their kin. The San had settled in the inhospitable desert after wandering for thousands of years after leaving the area that we now call Egypt. Next came the hell that diamonds brought when the many mines in the heart of the Kalahari were established.’

	‘What about the Botswana government?’ Alicia asked indignantly. ‘Didn’t they do anything?’

	‘They thought that establishing reservations for the natives would quell the political pressure from foreigners, but it wasn’t the solution. Imagine what taking away the nomads’ right to hunt did, especially because it was so that foreigners could come and do exactly that. The Place of Death, that’s what the San called the reservations where they were supposed to re-settle.’

	‘I hope that Square Circle is a big hit so that we can help to stop the suffering, even though it’s a drop in the ocean,’ Miko said. ‘All people should have the right to honour their ancestors’ land.’

	‘I hope you can understand why I’m here. This tribe is the nearest thing we have nowadays to the first people who lived on the planet. Instead of looking after them and respecting them we’ve left them to fend for themselves. How can we move forward into the future when we are ignoring such a bloody past?’

	Alicia and Miko were thoughtful for a few seconds. They would have sworn that they could hear The Dance of Sun playing in the distance and getting closer and closer.

	‘Let’s get some sleep,’ concluded Justin. ‘We’ll find the San tomorrow.’


Chapter 16.

	Egypt, 532 B.C. 

	 

	Pythagoras entered his house like a whirlwind. He urgently needed to test his musical theory. He broke an old table to make a board to work on. He found nails and a hammer in a box. He couldn’t remember where he had left his fishing line. The rod was in the back patio. He had removed the fine line in no time at all and then proceeded to nail it to the board, precisely marking the distances that he wanted to check. Now he had his own harp, but he could only play one note at a time, which is why he called it a monochord.

	He marked the two third measurements exactly; two over three, as easy as that… Harmony was explained by these simple numbers. The gods hadn’t made the musical scale too complicated. If any piece of music could be composed from this simple mathematical relationship, surely all other intangible concepts could be reduced to numbers and, therefore, be analysed from a scientific perspective. Pythagoras could see his goal of quantifying the human soul getting ever-closer.

	He held the chord in position, repeating the sound a few times, checking with the other chord that wasn’t being held. It was true! They were in harmony!

	Next he tried holding down the chord in different places. He discovered that the sound from half a chord was similar to the original one. He repeated both chords various times and realised that in fact they made the same sound except that the one that was half the length was of a higher pitch. He had found another sound, closely related to the original and at half the length, no less. One over two; the simplest relationship between numbers. Yet again he proved that numbers, especially the simplest ones, played the lead in making harmony!

	His mind was racing. His reasoning was instant. Instead of notes, he saw numbers. The fractions one over two and two over three had similar sounds to the number one, the next on the list must be three over four. He measured the length and marked it exactly, then he put his finger at that point and pressed down on the chord. The monochord clearly emitted another harmonious note. Incredible! Music came to life from the first four numbers. One, two, three and four: he couldn’t believe it; they added up to ten, the perfect number!

	He felt like he needed more air so he went out to the street. The night greeted him with a sky full of stars whilst in his head combinations of numbers and sounds were bubbling away. He lay down in the hammock that he had hung between two palm trees, trying to find some peace for his soul. He was suddenly attacked by a worrying question, one which encapsulated the mystery that he sought to solve: what did the universe sound like? His eyes rested on Venus, always the brightest, and asked himself why planets always moved in circular orbits around the sun. He supposed that it was because by maintaining the same distance from the largest body they achieved a kind of balance for their path. Is the distance arbitrary or…? His heart jumped at the revelation: in order to maintain harmony in the universe, the planets must be situated at harmonious with regards to the sun, the same distances that he had discovered that very day with the monochord. A quick succession of ideas led him to an even more fascinating idea: the stars, when moving, made a sound which corresponded to the musical note associated with their distance from the sun, those lengths being defined by their simple numerical relationships.

	He allowed himself to get carried away by a marvellous dream where he was able to stroll leisurely across the infinite universe: he climbed on Jupiter’s side, then stepped on Saturn which gave off a very deep, powerful note; he returned via Mars and Venus to Mercury where he was forced to cover his ears to protect them from the highest-pitched note in the universe. With every step he took, the notes changed in synchronization, immediately adapting to the others.

	It was a dream full of movement and music; of numbers and sounds; of body and spirit; of magic and reality: all the planets travelling around the sun and playing a celestial symphony: the music of the spheres. 


Chapter 17.

	Being so close the The Dance of the Sun made the terrible heat and the blinding desert sun more bearable. Miko faced the new day feeling refreshed because he sensed that the agony they were going through was about to end.

	At around mid-morning some dazzling, sinuous shapes appeared on the horizon. Being used to the visual tricks that the land had played on them, Alicia and Miko didn’t pay too much attention to what appeared to be a kind of small camp. However, every step they took the image of the shacks got clearer. Eventually the movement of the silhouettes gave way to the recognizable shapes of humans.

	‘The San!’ shouted Alicia, pulling on Miko’s arm.

	‘Let’s pick up the pace, they’re expecting us,’ confirmed Justin who observed the jubilation of his companions with a wry smile.

	The whole village, no more than six or seven families were waiting at the entrance to the camp to greet them. They were small people, with cinnamon-coloured skin, tightly compacted in folds. They all had the same, smiling curiosity in their dark, almond-shaped eyes. Their hair, messy and course looked a bit like a large ant colony. Justin had adopted the same attire as them; scanty leather garments as well as tattoos in various colours.

	The man who seemed to be the head of the group stepped forward and hugged Justin warmly. They appeared to be old friends as they exchanged a few words in an unintelligible language, made up of constant tongue-clicking sounds. The rest of the clan gradually moved forward and ended up forming a semi-circle around the visitors.

	‘Come here so I can introduce you,’ Justin invited.

	They both moved forward timidly while the leader made a long speech which Justin set about translating.

	‘He says that he speaks for the whole group to welcome you. ‘Justin’s friends are our friends’ – his words.’

	‘Wonderful, tell him we are happy to accept their welcome. Have you already told him why we’re here?’ Asked Miko anxiously.

	‘I’ll tell him in a moment,’ said Justin, turning back to the San leader. He explained the situation calmly, gesticulating with his arms as he tried to make the incredible story of how Xhosa, the South African music studio, was suing their visitor for plagiarism, more comprehensible to him. He also added that all Miko wanted to do was to give the money back to the San and help them to get back what they had already lost after recording their music with Xhosa a few years earlier. They had come all this way because the San, as authors of The Dance of the Sun, were entitled to make the decision about what to do with it.

	When he finished, silence filled the air all around the gathered tribe who appeared confused and anxious; they seemed to be at a loss for words.

	‘What the hell did you tell them?’ Miko whispered to Justin.

	‘Only what you told me,’ he replied.

	Right then, one of the tribe who had stayed a little further away than the others, and who seemed to be older than the rest stood up and proclaimed some words in a deep voice.

	‘That’s Kabee, the wise,’ Justin said, ‘and he’s asking you how you found out about the song of the San.’

	All the other men made way for the old man to pass.

	‘Tell him that I heard it by chance; a young man had it in a music box and he asked me to compose a version.’

	The group had divided into sub-committees which commented in worried tones about Justin’s explanation although nobody came forward to speak as they seemed to be waiting for Chief Kabee’s reaction.

	He spoke again.

	‘He asks if the woman is involved in the request or not.’

	‘I’m with him,’ Alicia replied without leaving time for confusion.

	Justin translated again.

	Miko sensed that Kabee was doubting. He couldn’t let that happen.

	‘Kabee,’ said Miko, addressing the head of the San directly, ‘I’m here, not to escape a huge lawsuit, or even to offer unconditional help to the San. I’m here because of The Dance of the Sun; it captivated all my senses since the moment I heard it and it was the song that guided me like a puppet here to you. Now the truth is that I don’t know exactly how to continue.’

	The elderly man who had suddenly transformed into the soul of the group weighed his reply. His tiny eyes, reduced to slits in the folds on his hard skin, studied Miko from head to toe. At last he spoke.

	‘He says the The Dance of the Sun doesn’t belong to them either,’ translated Justin, ‘it belongs to the Gods who gave it to the San so they could communicate with them. That’s why he feels that whoever has any relation to the song is a friend of the San. He said that they will perform the dance for you.’

	Miko clenched his fists, trying to contain a scream of joy as the San dispersed. The conversation was over. Alicia, as excited by the news as him, went to his side instinctively.

	‘It looks like they’re not going to object to signing your pardon.’

	‘Yes, it looks as if we’re going to have a happy ending to this fun safari,’ Miko replied sarcastically.

	‘Safari?’ Alicia protested, trying (and failing) to pinch Miko in the ribs.

	Away from their fun a group of the San were caught up in a discussion that was getting louder and louder. Justin was listening intently.

	‘Is anything wrong?’ Miko asked, alarmed.

	‘Kabee has decided to change the planned direction in order to please you both and it would seem that the others don’t think it’s such a good idea. The San don’t like changing their plans.’

	The camp was packed away in a few minutes and the caravan made a line, heading west.

	They spent a few days in the company of the tribe, observing the men hunt antelope and the women collect roots from the ground as well as insect larva, feeling all the while that they were experiencing some kind of ancestral déjà vu. At night the families joined together to celebrate, telling stories around the crackling camp fire, the little that was left for them: their community. Alicia imagined that, in some way, the San were able to control the chemistry of fire in order to protect the essence of their people; summed up in those nocturnal whispered words which seemed to cling to every stone, bush and star in the sky so that they could avoid the passing of time.

	A few days later, the landscape seemed to want to join in with the happiness that Alicia and Miko had regained. The dry ground changed into budding savannah and the first shoots of grass and bushes began to appear.

	It was well into the afternoon when the scenery took on a more rolling quality, indicating the proximity of the mountains which, when night fell, was confirmed as their destination. Some trees with slim trunks were poking up between the rocks which had come loose from the hills. Alicia breathed a sigh of relief; they had left the desert behind.

	When the night was all around them, the advance party of the tribe stopped at the wall formed by a small mountain, pointing out the way to go for the others.

	‘This is the door to one of their caverns, we’ll spend the night here,’ Justin explained. ‘I have never been to this one, but they are safe places, they’ve been their refuges throughout the history of time.’

	Miko turned towards the group of San who, sitting on the ground, were trying to start a fire by rubbing a long stick against another, shorter and softer one. He was just about to pull out a lighter when Justin jumped on him.

	‘Don’t even think about it!’ he said brusquely, grabbing onto Miko’s arm. ‘Fire is a sacred element to them; they have to get it by their own means and effort. If not, they’ll make the bad spirits angry.’

	It didn’t take long for the flame to burst into life and so they were able to light some torches which they used to enter the cave one by one.

	The temperature dropped by at least ten degrees instantly, making the hair on Alicia’s arm stand on end and her face cloud over. She didn’t like confined spaces, especially one so sinister.

	Miko walked ahead of her. He had been feeling uneasy ever since he realised that they had changed their route because of their visitors. Why had Kabee insisted that they had to perform The Dance of the Sun here, in this cave?

	When they reached the end of a long grotto which snaked a hundred metres into the intestines of the mountain, an enormous cavern opened up in front of them. Their mouths fell open as Alicia and Miko looked around them in all directions, surprised at the enormous dimensions of this magnificent underground space. Sharp edges jutted out from the walls but the floor was so smooth it almost seemed to have been polished – a sign, no doubt, of its ancient inhabitants. The space was more or less circular and sloped gently towards the centre, creating a kind of stage in the middle.

	Kabee separated from the group. He positioned himself in the centre of the area and said some solemn words which resonated all around them. Miko instantly understood why they had been brought there; the cave had the most astounding acoustics!

	‘May the path of the stars guide you through time to the power of music,’ Justin translated for his companions.

	‘What was he trying to say?’ Miko asked.

	‘I have no idea,’ Justin replied, shrugging his shoulders.

	‘Look over there!’ shouted Alicia, pointing to the other side of the dome where there were some huge cave paintings on a large wall.

	All three of them went running to see them up close. Thousands of figures filled the enormous mural; some of them were recognisable as birds, antelopes, lions, zebras, elephants and other animals. These had been mixed with other representations of simple geometric shapes too: circles, stars, triangles… despite the random mixture of images their distributions were quite organised, forming a large, well-defined, circle with the pictorial elements organised in the middle in successive rings. The combination gave the mural the effect of being well-planned, unified even and that each figure was part of the whole, that it couldn’t be appreciated alone.

	‘Could you ask the San what this disc means?’ Miko asked Justin, who was going to look for Kabee.

	Alicia had stepped back to try and capture the whole picture with her wide-angled lens. The powerful flash lit the large area and caused a stir from some of their indigenous hosts.

	Justin returned with an explanation.

	‘This disc represents the birth of humanity just as the ancestors, or ‘the old men’, handed down to the generations that came after them. From what I understand, it forms a compendium not only of their spiritual beliefs but also as a practical guide to the day to day tasks involved in living. It explains how to hunt lions, which animals they should and shouldn’t eat, the correct dates for collecting all different types of plants etc.’

	‘You mean it’s like the Bible and Wikipedia summarised on a wall,’ Alicia simplified.

	‘The most surprising thing is that the San don’t know how to write. Their language is very rich, but they’ve never needed to write it down because they are so isolated from any other tribes. These symbols aren’t letters, they’re hieroglyphs, but Kabee assures me that the teachings are made visible to the people through certain rituals. You won’t believe this, but the most important is The Dance of the Sun. They’re busy preparing for it as we speak!’

	Miko’s heart jumped inside his chest. The three of them moved away in order to observe the preparations for the ritual.

	The San started by making a good fire in the centre of the arena. Strangely, the wood they were burning didn’t make any smoke, had it been otherwise it would have been impossible to stay in there for very long.

	They began to take a series of rudimentary-looking artefacts which turned out to be musical instruments out of a big, old bag. There were different sized drums, decorated with the figures of animals. They also shared out maracas made from fruit shells filled with pips. The percussion section was completed with the addition of some fine metallic strips to their arms and legs. The same bows that they used for hunting were also transformed into string instruments which were tuned by using the mouth as the resonating chamber. Finally, using a trunk of wood to which they fixed fine strings, they made a kind of harp.

	All the members without exception participated in the preparation for the ritual. Some painted the bodies and faces of others with a mixture of clay and other pigments. When they had finished, they invited their guests to sit in a place which had been reserved just for them.

	The show started by the San forming three consecutive circles around the fire, the flames of which had grown so high that they almost reached the top of the dome. The oldest members were seated in the middle.

	‘Those are the healers,’ pointed Justin. ‘They are in charge of channelling the energy of the Gods over all the others. They have the gift of extraordinary mental strength, otherwise they would fall victim to the bad intentions of the spirits.’

	Armed with long staffs, these masters of ceremony stood up and started to beat the ground in a steady rhythm. Others remained seated, holding the drums between their knees.

	Kabee also stood up and began to recite a type of psalm. His guttural voice echoed around the closed space.

	‘All their ceremonies begin like this,’ Justin explained. ‘They recall the foundations of their beliefs. Kabee the wise is inviting their gods to the party. ‘Kauha’ is generous and the source of positive energy, but they mustn’t forget the lesser god ‘Kuh’, destroyer and lover of black magic. This duality is the base of their rich mythology which is handed down from generation to generation through their ancient stories.’

	‘What do these stories say?’ Alicia asked, intrigued.

	‘They call them ‘the stories of the old people’, and they are teachings in the form of metaphors and simple images. They are all set in a time long forgotten when humans, animals and gods all lived in harmony.’

	Miko pointed to the exterior circle which was made up of women who were plucking metal strips over some boards. The new sound rose in the arena and mixed in with the fire, filling the air with a ghostly resonance.

	‘That’s a lamellophone,’ Miko said, ‘I know some African groups who use them, but I’ve never seen any so old.’

	‘They call them mbira,’ said Justin.

	The third turn was for the strings. The men in the middle circle plucked some bows which they called quasi, making them vibrate in short, successive tones. The last entrance to the stage was reserved for the drums. The sound completed the melody with the low notes that were needed to complete the spectrum of sound.

	Miko noticed the hypnotic effect of the repetition of the melody and how it penetrated his awareness and relaxed his muscles. His mind was entering a state of diffuse drowsiness and he would have sworn that his heart was beating in time with the drums, losing control of its palpitations to surrender to the monotonous, tiring pattern that was dictated by the percussion.

	Alicia didn’t want to resist the impulse that was dragging her towards unconsciousness. The ceaseless rhythm that sounded all around the chamber was also resonating within her. She felt as if she were the prey of something superior which there was no use fighting against, even if she had wanted to. It was such a pleasant feeling, so vital, so powerful… that she gave in to it without putting up a fight.

	The group opened up the circle so that chief Kabee could approach the three outsiders. He offered his hands amiably; one to Alicia and one to Miko. They were both obliged to shake off the sleepiness that made it hard for them to get to their feet and accompany the elderly San to the centre of the group.

	The tune had been repeating in the same tone, without any variations as if it was going around in a circle. Now, however, some other mechanism had been activated and the instruments went up a time and got faster at regular intervals. The circle had changed into a spiral, leaving Alicia and Miko in the state which the elderly healer needed them to be in. At that moment, Kabee took out some powder from a leather pouch and scattered them on the fire, causing a loud crackling sound followed by white smoke which soon disappeared into the air. He repeated this movement quite a few times, every time the tune had returned to the start, and with every new addition to the fire, the smoke entered Alicia and Miko’s lungs, injecting itself directly into their blood flow.

	Justin hadn’t been worried until that point. From where he was sitting, at a distance, he could see how the San had guided Alicia and Miko into the interior ring, next to the fire where the effect of the drug that they used to communicate with the Gods had hit them intensely. The San, and even he, himself, were accustomed to this strong narcotic, and they could stand the state of drunkenness at least until the end of the ceremony. His friends, however, had lost consciousness and were lying prostrate on the floor.

	That was when the San lifted Alicia and Miko into the air and carried them out of the circle, which is what cause Justin’s alarm. That wasn’t a normal part of the usual ceremony. He had seen The Dance of the Sun on various occasions and all that remained was to play the main tune, the one that Miko was so interested in. However, since the outsiders had fallen unconscious the music seemed to have been paralysed, repeating itself in an infinite loop like a scratched record. It was clear that the ceremony had been left hanging in mid-air, as if it was waiting for something to happen before it could continue.

	When he saw that his friends were being carried deeper into the cave he got up and went to ask what was happening. All he got, though, was a severe recommendation to stay in the margins. He tried to follow Alicia and Miko but the San made it impossible.

	The said something about a test that only these more recently arrived guests were invited to take.

	 


Chapter 18.

	Peter opened the front door, overcoming thirty years of anxiety. He hadn’t set foot in the house since he left, as a child, to bury his mother. His father had decided to leave the house just as it was and move to a new house in the suburbs straight away. Neither he nor his brother ever went back. He got the sensation now that his father had returned; now he was there to find out why.

	He had waited a few seconds in the doorways, before going in. The three floors of the abandoned red-brick house rose up squashed between the showy houses on either side. The tangled purple bougainvilleas had completely taken over the façade and its sweet smell triggered something in his memory which intensified as he stepped through the door and into the house.

	It was like taking a journey in time back to his childhood. The mugs with all their names on were in the same place as always, organised by age, on the worktop; the legs of the furniture traced the same scratch marks on the parquet floor, and the family photo of the holidays at the Lake Chautauqua sailing club from ’74 on the mantelpiece over the fireplace. He thought he could almost smell his mother’s delicious apple pies… He had been the happiest boy in the world between these walls but even so it would always be the place where the tragedy took place.

	‘Why did you have to leave, mum?’

	In spite of so much time having passed, he had never managed to fill the void caused by her absence. His mother was love and goodness in the flesh, her early death had caused a breach in the bridge between Peter and his feelings. The small orphan took refuge in himself, creating a shell to stop anything from ever hurting him again. His brother William, however, chose to look for the answers externally, rebelling against the world and disappearing into a vicious circle of drugs and bad company. Finally, and after a great effort, his father managed to minimize the traumatic effects of their mother’s death and so avoided the complete breakdown of the family, but nothing could replace the maternal bond.

	Peter tried to push his sentimental thoughts out of his mind and headed towards the stairs feeling decided. The bedrooms were on the first floor. He didn’t want to open any of the doors, fearing that the sentimental barrier that he had built up over so many years would collapse.

	He took the key from his pocket and read the note once more: ‘This key will uncover all secrets. If you are who I believe you to be, you will know how to use it.’ That’s why he had come. There must be a secret room in the house that was still a secret after all these years. The private office that his father had had in the attic space had always been off-limits to him. That stranger, Lecygne, had given him the definitive clue in the bar.

	The revelation Pete is Pythagoras still echoed in his head. This was the house where his father had begun their alternative education. His theory was that the education system was losing touch with moral values and that there was too much confusion in general; that’s why from an early age the two boys had been taught the classical Greek doctrines in both the sciences and humanities which their father often said were one and the same. He remembered the first lesson as if it had been yesterday. His father was a wonderful speaker who could transmit his ideas clearly and, for Peter, the story of Pythagoras the wise man had struck deep into his core. He was the first man who set out to explain the universe using numbers and who ended up studying music as the definitive form for all the sciences. He had said, half joking, but also half seriously, that that was the reason he had become a musician and not an engineer or mathematician or physicist. Whenever his father went up into the attic office he had always said: ‘I’m off to see Pythagoras.’ They had always understood that he was going to compose music, which was his job, but now Peter’s intuition told him that there had been something else behind those words.

	With the key depicting the swans and the Rose Cross in his hand he made his way to the attic. Already knowing that it wasn’t going to fit as it was obvious that the door had a much more modern system, he put it into the keyhole. As expected, the door didn’t open.

	He automatically retraced his steps and found himself in the kitchen, in front of the dust-covered mugs. He lifted up the one that said ‘Sebastian’ and found a key under it. Judging by its shape he guessed it would fit the attic office door perfectly.

	How did he find this hiding place? What was happening to him? During these last few days he had felt as if his father was talking to him from inside but he had put it down to some subconscious attempt to deal with his absence. This time, however, the sensation had been much stronger; it was as if his father had taken control of his body. Should he talk to Stephen about the ritual of the transmigration of souls or just forget everything? He told himself that all that had happened is that he had a distant memory about where the key was hidden.

	He went back upstairs, put the key in the lock and, just as predicted, it turned smoothly and opened the door.

	It was a large, rectangular room. Darkness reined - other than the rays of light that shone on the corners through four skylights. He immediately recognised the symmetrical layout of the furniture. In each of the corners there was a table and chair surrounded by shelves filled with books, notes and various objects. It had all been divided into four which didn’t surprise him at all. Four mathematas, four areas which comprised knowledge in the time of Pythagoras: arithmetic, geometry, astronomy and music. The same four subjects that his father had introduced as after-school activities at first and then, after their mother’s death, the only subjects they would study in their new house in the country. The pretext was that he was protecting them from harm, avoiding any more tragedies striking at the family, but the result was an isolated and incomplete childhood with their only company being a father who tried to embody everything he felt that a child could need: teacher, father, mentor, priest and guide.

	Peter carried out a preliminary inspection of the four areas in order to verify his theory, sitting down in the area dedicated to music. He lent back into the soft chair and rubbed his eyes. He instantly felt comforted, relived after the tension that had been accumulating over the past few days. Being in his father’s sanctuary, surrounded the things that were important to him, brought him closer. He heard his voice coming from within, repeating the message that he had read a few moments ago: ‘This key will uncover all secrets. If you are who I believe you to be, you will know how to use it.’

	Who did his father think he was? I’m your son, dad and mum’s too, he whispered to himself, although he corrected himself instantly. I was your son. I’ll never get either of you back. Now I’m just William’s brother.

	This thought drew his attention to something he hadn’t noticed before. Being a private space for his father to work and study there weren’t any personal belongings which linked him to the family. Nothing except a photo of his brother in a wooden frame hanging on the wall. He was on a swing, his arms and legs outstretched as if defying gravity from the swing’s highest point. The shot had captured his cry of pure joy and happiness.

	He approached it decisively, lifted the frame and unhooked it. There, behind it, was a narrow hole in the wall, confirming his intuition. He put both arms into it and pulled out the heavy object that was hidden in there.

	An old chest made of leather with metal rivets appeared in his hands. He placed it on the floor and carefully tried to open it. The lock made a metallic sound but refused to open which reminded him of the key he was carrying in his pocket. He took it out and examined it again. Which side should he try first, the swan or the Rose Cross? It was then that he realised just how similar the notches at the two ends were. In fact they looked like they were the same key! He confirmed this idea by putting both ends, one after the other, into the lock. They both opened it easily. Why on earth would anyone have a double key with identical ends made?

	The lid opened on its hinges and revealed a roll of yellowing parchment paper. It looked as if it would disintegrate if he laid a finger on it. Peter unrolled it slowly, taking care not to ruin it, until he beheld a manuscript written in the most beautiful calligraphy, even if time had taken its toll on it.

	It was written in ancient Greek, which wasn’t a problem for him so he translated it mentally:

	Four are the legacies that were left for man:

	 

	Water for creation

	Air for growth

	Earth for life

	Fire for love

	 

	The person who controls the four earthly elements

	Will have the door to wisdom opened to him

	And he will be granted the greatest treasure imaginable.

	Only he who knows how to see, will see.
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	On the back, Peter could see four numbers separated by hyphens: 2-0-1-8

	Who on earth could have put the current year on there?

	Peter was baffled by the verses for a few seconds, the time it took for his brain to link together ideas. He had seen a jug of water in the arithmetic corner, a table-top fan in astronomy, a plant pot filled only with earth in the geometry corner and some candles in the music corner. The four classic elements of nature were represented by these simple objects in each of the mathematas. After finding these lines, his father’s old attic space suddenly took on a new dimension. It would seem as if this space had been dedicated to working out what the mysterious scroll had been trying to communicate.

	He hurried over to the corner which was dedicated to arithmetic. The shelves held books which ranged in subjects matter from algebra and differential calculus to computation theory and cryptography. He opened the files on this last topic and found sheets of paper where his father had done a cryptographic analysis of the Greek characters on the parchment. He had tried, through countless combinations, to translate the code that the symbols after the versed represented. It appeared that he hadn’t had much success.

	He quickly moved on to the geometry mathemata, where he found a similar historical sequence to the last corner: from the classical geometry of Euclides to its application in architecture, biology and symbolism. His curiosity growing, he opened the drawers in the desk. In the left hand ones the code appeared in an infinite number of shapes, plans and volumes; from the right and back to front, with a whole notebook solely dedicated to platonic solids. He knew that for many ancient civilizations these shapes held magical properties, and that since those past times each of those shapes had been associated with a natural element: fire with the tetrahedron, air with the octahedron, water with the icosahedrons and earth with the cube. The last magical shape, the pentagonal dodecahedron was said to be the shape of the outer limits of the universe. With his heart beating ever-faster he opened the drawers on the right and spread the notebooks he found there over the desk. He had had no idea about his father’s passion for biology but he could see, in his father’s own handwriting, complex examinations trying to equate the code on the scroll to a genetic sequence. In another file he found an attempt to make sense of the code through fractal theory, although this too had resulted in failure.

	Finally, he was discovering what his father had been doing up here all alone: he had been obsessed with the scroll, and had been trying to decipher its hidden message by using the four vantage points that his revered mathematas offered him.

	A large telescope dominated the astronomy corner, but the books on top of the table had gathered more dust than the others. The study of astral orbits shared a shelf with Newtonian mechanics. Lower down, essays on the origin of the universe co-habited with more modern texts on antimatter, anti-gravity and elemental particles. He picked a couple of files at random and saw his father’s attempts to interpret the Greek code as a stellar map, a sign of radio frequency waves and some geographic coordinates: once again, all to no avail.

	Peter felt sad. Judging by the sheer volume of all the information gathered there, his father had dedicated many hours to that task, but the solution seemed to be out of his reach. But why would a renowned composer and orchestra director waste his time on such a wild goose chase? Could his friends from The Academy have asked him to do it? Why had he only chosen to share it with him after his death?

	He went over to the music corner with the sneaking suspicion that it was where he would find the key to interpreting the posthumous puzzle his father had passed down to him. Various instruments were strewn over the floor. There were more papers scattered over the table than the others. He must have been working there only hours before he got into that damned plane. There were some scores resting on a music stand: Mozart’s Jupiter symphony, Claro de Luna by Beethoven and Mahler’s Titan. He could recognise the planetary inspiration in each of them. This brought to mind the book he’d seen by chance on the shelf: Harmonices mundi by Johannes Kepler which his father had obliged him to study when he was young. It surprised him to see it there as it would have fitted better with the volumes on classical astronomy. He opened it at the part that had been bookmarked and found out why. It was right on Kepler’s musical interpretation of the planetary orbits. Basing the study on the speed of the stars, he had described the six melodies that should originate from each planet as it made its way around the sun on a pentagram. It was then that the bookmark caught his eye. His father had used the insert from a CD to mark the reference. The title of the album cleared up all his confusion. It was Mike Oldfield’s ‘Music of the Spheres’, released in 2008.

	The Music of the Spheres…

	Damn it! How could I have missed that at the start? he cursed himself.

	‘The greatest treasure imaginable’… It couldn’t be: his father had believed that the scroll came from Pythagoras himself, and he also believed that the code to the strange characters hid the very music of the spheres!

	 

	Peter’s heart could hardly take all this. The numbers. The order of the cosmos. A musical vision of the universe. A beautiful myth, almost poetic: the harmony of the spheres. Pythagoras had founded the musical theory based on his own arithmetical discoveries, and after finding that the musical notes obeyed simple numerical relationships, he arrived at the conclusion that the universe was ordered, pure harmony. This magical vision was synthesized in his theory of The Music of the Spheres in which he postulated that the stars, whilst revolving around the sun, produce a vibration which can be translated into different musical notes, depending on their distance from the sun. And so, all the planets together performed a musical symphony, the music of the spheres.

	But Peter knew that the precise observations of the orbits of the planets had de-bunked this theory; in reality the importance of Pythagoras’ fantastical exercise had been that he had tried to explain a complex system with a simple one, just as the wise men who came after him throughout history had tried to do. So, in that case, why had his father made such an effort to keep trying to find it?

	‘The door to wisdom’, the ‘greatest treasure imaginable’, so said the verses on the Pythagorean parchment. Could Pythagoras really have found a way to capture the key to existence in a sequence of sounds?

	Peter closed his eyes as he attempted to assimilate all the new information. He realised that the most important question was still unanswered: what did his father want to do with such a discovery?

	The elder Bigelow’s deep voice sounded in his head again: ‘This key will uncover all secrets. If you are who I believe you to be, you will know how to use it.’

	 

	‘You’ll know how to use it’… His father was passing on the responsibility to continue his work. But what could he do? He had abandoned his mathematical studies, along with arithmetic and astronomy, at the age of eighteen when he had decided to stand up to his father’s oppressive dominance and become a doctor; thinking that by helping others he could make up for all the years that he had lived wrapped up in himself. It didn’t take him long to see his error. He didn’t have a drop of solidarity for the world that had taken his mother from him in his heart. He couldn’t find a grain of generosity towards others in his heart. Nobody had helped him; he didn’t owe anything to anyone. He had especially bitter memories of his time in the Emergency Unit. It was a place where thieves, rapists and shady characters of all kinds passed through. Just thinking that he could be saving the lives of the people who killed his mother made him hate himself. Choosing to specialise in neurology had been the lesser of the evils. Treating what were in many cases terminally ill patients, he didn’t have the worry of helping them. Moreover, it was an easy way to get his hands on guinea pigs who he didn’t feel sorry for when, as had sometimes happened when he tried dangerous tunes, a patient was fried whilst plugged into the electroencephalogram.

	The only mathemata that he had continued to study was music, but only from a neurological point of view. His head immediately turned to the photo of his brother. There he was, captured in that expression of unbound vitality. His father and he had shared the last years trying to find the way of returning him to consciousness through music and sounds but until now he hadn’t responded to any of the stimuli.

	Why had his father chosen that photo to cover the hole where he was hiding the Pythagorean scroll?

	That’s it! He thought that he had found the solution to William’s coma in the parchment! The power granted by the discovery of the music of the spheres would wake him up from his eternal sleep. That’s why he had encouraged him to study the interaction of music with the brain: he wanted to have as much knowledge as possible at his disposal when he uncovered the melody hidden in the scroll so he could apply it to William’s cure.

	Peter took a deep breath, accepting the legacy his father had left him: he was proposing that he cracked a twenty-five century old code to save his brother.

	Peter’s confusion gave way to a torrent of interior energy which urged him on to confront and solve the problem. For an instant he didn’t feel lonely. Various voices called him from inside:

	‘Pete is Pythagoras…’ Lecygne said.

	‘The obelisk will free your father’s soul and transport it to the heavens,’ Stephen had told him in the ceremony under the obelisk.

	‘If you are who I believe you to be, you will know how to use it,’ his father’s voice repeated.

	It can’t be…

	Why had it felt as if his father was speaking to him from inside? Why had he accepted Pythagorean precepts from such an early age? Why had he been given the name ‘Pete’? If he truly believed in the transmigration of souls, what better dwelling place could he have chosen after his death than his own son’s body? Hadn’t he been preparing him for this role his whole life?

	He remembered again his initiation ritual in The Academy. The Tetraktys, the apex representing perfection, union with the cosmos…

	‘I’m going upstairs to Pythagoras’, his father had said before shutting himself away in the attic.

	He now understood that his father had believed that he had the soul of the one and only Pythagoras within his own body and that before being lifted to the stars he had been chosen as the last stopping point. Now Peter Bigelow was in possession of a twenty-five century old soul which had been enriching itself with the wisest minds in history to end up in his father. The penultimate link had taken on the task of finding a solution to the scroll with all his power. Now it was down to him to finish the job.

	But where should he begin? He didn’t want to repeat his father’s mistake. He wasn’t going to waste his time in that tiny room, armed only with a pencil and notebook and just the stale volumes in the classical library for help, pushing his patience to the limit.

	In the twenty-first century there were other, more efficient, methods. A new plan began to form in his mind. He was going to need a lot of money but he was sure he knew where to find it. George Vanderbilt, the highest ranking member of The Academy, was going to be speechless when he told him what he intended to do.


Chapter 19.

	Miko woke up with a terrible headache. It was dark and he had no idea where he was. He got up, still feeling drowsy because of the drugs, and looked around him. The sight was overwhelming. He was in a large area filled with fires which were projecting ghostly shadows onto the grim walls.

	He didn’t know how long he’d been unconscious. Where was Alicia? In the shadows he could make out the shape of a body a few metres away. It was curled up in a ball on the ground. He worried as he approached but soon realised to his relief that she was just in a deep sleep.

	’Alicia, Alicia!’ he shouted.

	He had to shake her quite violently to get her to open her eyes.

	‘Miko, what happened? Where are we?’

	‘I don’t know.’

	‘What’s that sound?’

	‘What sound?’ Miko asked, hearing for the first time at that instant the humming sound that seemed to be coming from the centre of the earth. ‘It’s the Dance of the Sun!’

	He jumped up and turned his head, trying to get his bearings but he couldn’t work out where the sound was coming from. His eyes, however, had grown accustomed to the dark and he could distinguish the limits of the area where they were. He estimated that it was about twenty metres in diameter and so high that he couldn’t see the roof.

	‘Let’s get back as soon as possible, this place gives me the creeps,’ Alicia said.

	‘I’m not sure it’s going to be so easy.’

	‘Why not?’ asked the lawyer as she was helped into an upright position by Miko.

	‘I’ve got a bad feeling too,’ he said gesturing to the source of light with his head, inviting her to join him.

	Despite the suffocating heat of the fires, what they saw as got closer left them stone cold. The fires had been placed precisely in order to completely block their way out to what appeared to be passages back to the main cave.

	‘Oh my god, they trapped up in here!’ Alicia exclaimed, burying her face in her hands. ‘But why?’

	‘I suppose it must be some kind of test.’

	‘And why on earth are we expected to play their game?’

	‘It could be a kind of initiation ceremony or something – like what the youngest members of the tribe have to go through in order to become an adult.’

	‘But we aren’t members of the San tribe; nor do we want to be.’

	‘Something must have made them think we do: maybe it was because we asked about The Dance of the Sun. Listen!’ Miko stopped a moment to hear the far off sound coming through the walls. ‘They’re showing us the prize that’s waiting for us if we find our way out.’

	‘When I thought this case was going to be complicated I never imagined ending up in a cave with my exit blocked by fire,’ said Alicia as she went over to one of the fires to see how high it was. ‘We’ll never get out without burning ourselves, the flames go all the way up to the roof!’

	Miko considered the possibility of waiting for one of the fires to burn itself out for a moment until he realised that the flames were coming up from a hole in the ground.

	‘They’re coming up from a lower level and I’m sure the San have made sure that they won’t go out. And look up there,’ pointing to other holes in the stone roof at the start of the way out, ‘that’s how they’ve managed to create a chimney effect.’

	Alicia looked anxiously at the flames as they spread up to the higher levels. It would be impossible to jump over them.

	‘Let’s inspect the entire perimeter of the area,’ suggested Miko as a way to keep busy. ‘You go one way, and I’ll go the other.’

	Alicia agreed; as much to take her mind off the anxiety which was threatening to overwhelm her as in the hope of finding an escape route. She started to follow the wall, stopping at every fire to check for any way around it. It was such an ancient place, possibly a shelter for the earliest hominids, that she was amazed by the complexity of the mechanics behind these doors of fire. To her dismay, they were all identical and equally impregnable.

	Miko’s deep voice echoed from the other side.

	‘Come here, I’ve found something!’

	Alicia hurried over with renewed hope to where Miko was standing with his hands on his hips and looking very pleased. She followed his gleaming gaze to find the source of his enthusiasm. A column leaning against a wall was holding a flat, square stone. It wasn’t a grand altar or even an object of any sacred object, but being the only different thing in the whole area, it was bound to be important. Alicia approached it slowly, as if she had found a treasure.

	‘It looks like a stone slab,’ Alicia said sounding disappointed.

	‘That’s not all it is’’ Miko added, full of energy. ‘Look, it’s the same size as the hole where the fire’s coming from.’

	‘It can’t be as easy as that, can it?’ groaned Alicia.

	‘We’ll soon find out.’ Miko gripped the stone and being careful that it didn’t slip out of his hands, made his way to the nearest fire. He set the stone down on the ground carefully, sat down and got ready to push it with his feet.

	‘Wait a minute! What are you doing?’ Alicia screamed when she saw that Miko was about to try and block the hole.

	‘Trying to get us out of here, do you want to help?’

	‘And how do you know that you’re trying to block the right fire to let us escape?’ asked Alicia, unable to understand Miko’s hurry. ‘There are twelve identical exits and we only have one stone. If we don’t use it right, we’ll be stuck here forever.’

	Miko realised the erroneous decision he was about to make.

	‘But we haven’t found any other sign or indication, nothing that could show it was the right way out,’ he apologised.

	‘Let’s look a bit more,’ Alicia suggested.

	After ten minutes of wandering around the area and examining the walls carefully they gave up and met back in the centre. They slumped to the ground side by side.

	‘We’re missing something,’ said Miko.

	Alicia moved her head and shoulders to try and relax. The drug they’d been given by the San was still clouding her thoughts, making it impossible for her to think clearly. She moved her head from left to right and then up and down.

	‘What’s that?’ she asked, pointing to the roof.

	Miko looked up. Until then, he hadn’t noticed the strange array of lights above their heads. Small sparks appeared and disappeared apparently with at random

	‘It’s as if someone had wanted to recreate the night sky up there,’ said Miko, drawing out the last word thoughtfully until his face shone in delight. ‘The path of the stars!’ he exclaimed as he stared into Alicia’s eyes who remembered Kabee the elder’s words at the start of the ceremony: ‘may the path of the stars guide you through time to power of music.’

	They both scrutinized the strange roof. Miko timed the intervals between the lights shining but he couldn’t see a pattern. Alicia noticed that the brightness wasn’t uniform and that the lights didn’t appear for the same length of time. Whatever happened up there seemed to be down to chance.

	Miko tried to come up with a theory to combat the random aspect.

	‘What if they were painting a picture up there? Like the constellations that are supposed to represent animals or mythological beings. Let’s try to follow the lights as they appear.’

	After a few minutes of pointing out the route of the lights as they appeared, spread out over the whole roof they were forced to give up yet again.

	‘That’s not working either,’ Alicia said desperately, ‘some other factor must be escaping us.’

	‘That’s it!’ Miko explained, making Alicia jump. 'It’s not exactly a factor, more a complete dimension.’

	‘What do you mean?’

	‘I need your camera. Is it still working?’

	‘Why do you need it?’’

	‘Time!’ Miko exclaimed. ‘Kabee’s sentence had all the information we need to get out!’

	Alicia instantly understood Miko’s idea. She reached to her side and produced her camera. She selected the long exposure mode, pointed it to the roof, set the focus, fixed the camera vertically, programmed automatic shooting and chose the exposure time… ‘How long does The Dance of the Sun last?’

	‘I don’t know, about a minute I suppose,’ Miko guessed.

	‘OK, I’ll set the timer for a minute.’

	They looked at each other, understanding what the other was thinking: eliminate the variable of time from the equation, condense the minute of twinkling stars into one image.

	‘The photo should be starting… now!’

	Alicia pushed the shutter as the start of The Dance of the Sun started a new cycle. They stayed completely still while the camera was carrying out its task, trying not to make any sounds that could cause the camera to vibrate.

	‘Let’s have a look at the result,’ said Miko when the San people’s song came to an end so that it could begin again, and again, tirelessly.

	They got the camera and lay down on the ground so as to see the roof in the background and Alicia found the image that the digital screen had captured.

	‘Oh my god!... This is…’ Miko couldn’t believe the image that the photo had captured. ‘This wasn’t at all plain to see!’

	‘That’s an arrow!’ exclaimed Alicia. The shot had captured what was invisible to the human eye. By condensing the light to only one photo they could see a thicker line going across the sky and ending with two slanting lines.

	‘Wasn’t that exactly what we were looking for? It couldn’t be clearer.’

	‘According to the photo, the exit should be…’ Alicia followed the image over the roof, ‘on that side!’

	They stood up and went towards the fire that blocked the indicated exit. They slid the slab of stone on top of the hole where the flames were coming from, covering it easily.

	‘We did it!’ Miko celebrated. ‘Let’s get back to the San and ask them to explain themselves…’ he said, holding Alicia’s hand as they passed into the grotto that opened up in front of them.

	Unfortunately, their elation only lasted a few steps.

	‘I don’t think the test is over yet. Look ahead of us,’ Alicia pointed. At the end of the narrow passage there was the glowing silhouette of another fire. ‘It looks like we haven’t seen the last of fire.’

	Another flame, of the same size as the others, was blocking the way but this time they didn’t have a slab to block it. As they got closer they saw a strange decoration that seemed to suggest that they still hadn’t finished wracking their brains. In front of the fire there was a small wooden table with iron legs. On top of it, and strewn around it on the ground, there was an array of San musical instruments: six or seven drums, some wooden harps called quasi, the mbira with their pieces of metal in blocks and some walking sticks like the elders used.

	‘Great, and now what do we do? Are they expecting us to perform a tune? There are enough instruments here for an orchestra and there are only two of us.’

	‘If you remember what Kabee said, the stars have guided us here and so now this next test must have something to do with the power of music…’

	‘Do you think there’s some way music can put out a three-metre high fire?’ asked Alicia sceptically. ‘Can you please explain what you’re talking about?’

	‘I’m just trying to follow the instructions,’ Miko explained. ‘What’s happening to us seems to be part of a script. Help me analyse the clues and we’ll get out of this. Just like in the last room, we have the tools to solve the problem.’

	Suddenly a strange movement in the fire followed by flying sparks startled them.

	‘What was that?’

	‘It’s as if something fell into the fire.’

	They both looked up to the top of the fire that could have been five metres high. They were amazed to see a wooden box hanging by a rope from the roof. It looked as if it had just been placed there as it was swinging slightly. The box didn’t seem to be very solidly built and from time to time a little water escaped only to be devoured by the fire.

	‘You see, there’s our way to stop the fire,’ pointed Miko.

	‘Yeah, very easy,’ said Alicia ironically, ‘all we need to do it tip over the bucket. Are you going to lift me up there or would you prefer to get burned?’

	Miko took a deep breath. Alicia’s good mood had vanished along with her will to collaborate. He focused on what was in front of him. He hadn’t a clue what to do. The instruments didn’t help at all. Maybe he needed to play a tune or… Did he need to join in with the notes of The Dance of the Sun that he could hear far away so as to create a current of air which would put the fire out...? What did Kabee mean by the power of the music? Everyone knew that music could calm beasts but how on earth was it going to extinguish a fire?

	‘I think we should play Square Circle…’ said Miko, trying to regain Alicia’s attention.

	‘With instruments that are so old that they’ll probably fall to pieces when we touch them? I doubt it. The only thing they’re good for is to feed the fire.’

	It only took a couple of seconds for Miko’s expression to change completely. A smile spread from ear to ear.

	‘Of course! Feed the fire!’ Miko shouted euphorically. He went up to Alicia, hugged her and spun her around. ‘You hit the nail on the head. The instruments are a red herring, they’re just wood. If we throw them on the fire we’ll make it big enough to burn the bucket!’

	‘And the water will put out the fire…’ Alicia finished off as the smile came back to her face.

	‘Come on; give me a hand to put all this on.’

	‘Don’t you think we’re being hasty? What if we burn something really valuable?’

	‘We don’t have a choice. Either this works or…’

	‘Or what?’

	‘I don’t know,’ Miko replied thoughtfully, ‘but we haven’t got any other options.’

	They stared at one another. Miko cursed having been brought here by a song. Alicia regretted many of her decisions from the past weeks. She didn’t feel afraid however. The man by her side, despite being the main cause for her desperate situation, inspired confidence in her. She crouched down, picked up a couple of wooden walking sticks and threw them on the fire.

	Miko carried on throwing instruments onto the fire until there were none left.

	‘The fire’s a bit bigger,’ Miko pointed, evidently feeling a little defeated.

	‘I’m not sure it’s enough,’ Alicia speculated. She could see that the flames hardly reached the bottom of the wooden container. ‘We need the fire to be about half a metre higher. Wait, what’s that?’

	Alicia pointed above the fire. A strange object was now visible over the box of water. It looked like a rudimentary crossbow, loaded with an arrow that was pointing directly at the rope. The arrow was being held back by a metallic hook and, with it, a strange metal hinge embedded in the ceiling was what appeared to be the trigger.

	‘Damn it! We’ve put everything on the fire. There’s nothing left to aim at the trigger and release the arrow,’ Alicia lamented.

	‘Let’s take everything we’ve got that we can throw up there,’ Miko proposed. ‘Shoes, boots, watches, mobiles, your camera… anything goes!’

	They had soon gathered their pitiful arsenal, as much as in terms of quantity as quality.

	‘I’ll start with this,’ said Miko, picking up his watch.

	He aimed, threw and the watch hit the stone roof only a few centimetres away from the target.

	He wasn’t any luckier with the boot, in fact it was worse: the crossbow almost fell without coming close to releasing the arrow.

	‘I’m not so sure this is the correct technique,’ Alicia said. ‘Maybe we should finish what we started. We still have this wooden table to put on the fire and try to reach the water box.’

	The top of the table was made of a wooden box but it had been saved because its heavy metal legs made it difficult to move.

	‘If you help me, maybe we can drag it nearer and put it on the fire,’ Miko replied.

	The bowed legs turned out to be heavier than they had anticipated when they tried to move the table. They seemed to be literally fixed to the floor.’

	‘Damn it! I can’t move it,’ Miko shouted and, at his wit’s end, he gave one of the legs any angry kick.

	An unexpected sound, sharp and metallic, resonated as if by magic from under the table. Alicia and Miko looked at each other in surprise.

	Miko repeated the kick. Another kick to another leg gave the same result: a perfect tone hung in the air for a few seconds.

	‘This isn’t a table,’ Miko announced. ‘This is an upside down tuning fork!’

	‘…the power of the music…’ thought Alicia, remembering Kabee’s final words which were undoubtedly a list of clues as to how to pass this test.

	‘Tuning forks are used to tune instruments,’ Alicia stated, ‘but what instrument are we supposed to tune? You do remember that we threw them all on the fire, don’t you?’

	‘’Give me a hand to turn it over’ asked Miko. An idea was taking shape in his mind; quite an outlandish idea… ‘Tuning forks work better when they are in contact with the air, not the ground. The wooden tabletop is its sounding board, it amplifies it. It’s completely the wrong way round.’

	Alicia didn’t know what Miko was getting at, but nevertheless she put her shoulder to the tabletop and helped to tip it over. The next step was to put it on its back. When the table slammed against the ground the impact made the wooden top split down one side. Some metal rings fell through the split and scattered over the floor.

	‘What’s this now?’ Alicia lamented, exhausted by the effort.

	Miko grabbed a couple of the rings and found that they fitted perfectly over the table legs, confirming his suspicion. The tuning fork has been used to tune instruments since ancient times because it always produces a clear, constant note whose tone only varies on the size and material from which it is made. Normally there are a pair of metal bars which react when given a light tap. This was an enormous tuning fork, the rings which had been hidden inside served to slightly vary the frequency at which it vibrated.

	‘Come on, Alicia, one last push. We need to point the legs up at the roof.’

	Alicia was exhausted but she did as Miko asked. In the end they managed to get the two metal legs pointing upwards.

	Miko took hold of one of the rings and tapped one of the legs. As expected, the other vibrated in harmony with the first, and the sounding board amplified the sound. In this position the tuning fork had recuperated all of its power and the sound hung in the air for more than half a minute.

	Alicia covered her ears to protect them from the loud noise.

	‘Another one like that and you’ll deafen me. What are you trying to do?’

	‘What we have here, Alicia is a universal remote control.’

	The cynical expression on Alicia’s face said it all.

	‘The power of music! Don’t you see? Music is nothing more than vibration of air. By using music we can transmit energy from one place to another. That’s why this huge tuning fork was built; to generate a tone and send it to another place and be able to receive it correctly too.’

	‘You’re not trying to tell me that you think you’re going to put out that enormous fire with vibrations in the air, are you?’

	‘Exactly! but not directly. Tuning forks can activate each other when their frequencies are the same. Did you see the curved metal that’s holding the crossbow trigger? It’s another tuning fork!’

	Alicia’s eyes opened widely in surprise and hope.

	‘If we manage to make it vibrate,’ she said, catching on to Miko’s plan, ‘then it’ll move enough to release the arrow…’

	‘I’ve just tried the lowest, fundamental frequency, and it didn’t work, but these pieces,’ he said pointing to the rings, ‘modify the frequency of the tuning fork. We need to keep trying until we find the frequency that matches the other one, putting rings of the same size one on each leg to make sure there’s symmetry.’

	‘Let’s get started then. Here, take these two rings, they’re the same.’

	They made a different tone, but the metal arc didn’t move. They carried on, trying different combinations but without any success.

	‘There are thousands of combinations,’ Alicia complained, ‘we should be more methodical, don’t you think?’

	‘What do you mean?’ Miko replied, busy trying to find another pair of rings to try.

	‘Tuning forks are very precise instruments and I get the idea that the note we’re looking for is going to be very difficult to find. What do you use to tune your instruments, Miko?’

	‘Err…,’ Miko paused, blushing slightly. ‘Don’t laugh but I usually use my iPhone. I’ve got an app that can hear the note and then show you its frequency. It’s simple but reliable.’

	‘I knew it! I’ve seen the app and I thought you’d know about it too. Give me your phone,’ asked Alicia. ‘Let’s listen to the base note from the tuning fork.’

	Miko removed all the metal rings from the legs and struck it again. The iPhone screen showed the numeric value in hertz.

	‘That would be the ‘Do’ of the instrument. Let’s adjust the scale on the app to make it the same as this ‘Do’…

	‘Now I see what you’re trying to do, we can play all the notes on the scale in order. Now we need to find the rings that make the ‘Re’ and then ‘Mi’, and then… If my ear doesn’t deceive me each pair of thick rings makes a tone’s difference and the thinner pairs are a semi-tone.’

	‘In that case, put three thick rings and one thin on each leg.’

	‘Why do you want to start with ‘Sol’ straight away?’ Miko asked. No sooner had he asked the question than he knew the answer. ‘The perfect fifth!’ The note which goes best with ‘Do’; the base of the Pythagorean scale, you’re a genius Alicia!’

	Miko quickly put the rings Alicia had mentioned on the bars of the huge tuning fork and gave another to Alicia so she could use it as a hammer.

	‘’Get us out of here!

	Alicia struck the metal and a new note resonated around the cave. Their eyes shot upwards. The metal latch hardly took a second to start vibrating. Slowly, while the tone and range of the sound stabilized in the air, transforming into a perfect tone, the metal arc began to vibrate more and more. Alicia and Miko waited with clenched fists, as if they were trying to help.

	In the end, the arc released the hook, the crossbow shot the arrow and the arrow cut cleanly through the rope. The bucket of water fell downwards.

	The crash against the floor made Alicia and Miko jump backwards, protecting themselves against the flying pieces of the bucket. The sound of sizzling ashes was music to their ears. When they looked at the fire again, there were hardly any embers left.

	They high-fived in celebration of their success and then jumped over the remains of the fire to head into the darkness on the other side. They felt their way for a few dozen metres, following the cave’s sinuous trail and, on turning one last bend, a dot of light appeared ahead of them showing them the end of the tunnel.

	The distant melody of The Dance of the Sun got louder with every step they took. The sound of footsteps, objects striking the ground and rhythmic movements joined the melody, confirming that they were getting closer to human activity.

	‘We’re nearly back, it’s them, the San!’ exclaimed Alicia, overjoyed.

	‘Let’s not be too hasty and go carefully,’ Miko suggested. ‘They may have planned another surprise for us yet.’

	Miko’s concerns were dispelled when they saw the main room again. The tribe continued to be absorbed in their music, and of course it was The Dance of the Sun. They could make out Justin’s relieved and satisfied face in the crowd.

	Kabee the elder came to meet them and stopped a few metres away with a proud expression on his face. A stream of clicks flowed from his mouth which they interpreted as an invitation to join the performance.

	In difference to the previous time they saw the ritual, there was a group of people dancing around a fire, beating a delirious frenzy on the strips of dried grass that were hanging from their arms and legs.

	The women in the exterior circle began chanting a soft melody, fitting in with the music perfectly. They produced long notes which hung in the air like circus artists high up on the trapeze, passing the legacy from one to the other in an archaic form of harmony.

	Miko shuddered. The female voices bathed the main theme of The Dance of the Sun in a rich patina of profound melancholy, a barely audible moan which was spiralling into an otherworldly lament. It was as if the very mountain in which they found themselves buried was releasing a searing cry to humanity. All of those present felt as if the infinite centuries of history were revealing themselves through their fingertips, the sweat on their hands, the movement of their feet, their raised voices, sending out a message from an invisible dimension into the heavens.

	Miko could feel the energy that he had first perceived in the song invading his skin. Its notes whispered secrets to him and magic gleamed in its melody. He delighted in the beauty of the songs whilst fighting against himself not to fall at the Goddess Music’s feet. He didn’t want to let her back into his life, but this tune showed him who he really was; and it was nothing like the person he had created in Lisbon.

	Alicia was hypnotised by the fire, which seemed to dance in time with the music, and saw her soul reflected back at her. The light and dark areas of her life moved to the rhythm of the flames. A spark burst upwards. It could well symbolise the boost that this case was going to have on her career. She was hoping to get the post that she wanted at the IPDA, on the other hand; the bigger the fire, the longer the shadows. Maybe this promotion was not enough now.

	Kabee led them to the central fire where they were painted with ritualistic drawings. Next, Alicia was offered a place in the women’s chorus where she joined in with the formidable voices enthusiastically.

	They had reserved a place at a hand drum for Miko. It had been left on the outer part of the orchestra in a privileged position, saved by its ancestral guardians for such a special occasion. They insisted that he play with them, motioning for him to join in the party.

	After a few tentative strikes, he could sense the perfect tension and the smooth feeling of the velvety soft skin against his hands.

	The moment had come. Carry on playing this game or go back to where he came from. Stay on the outside, or be seduced. Sadly, it was already too late to consider the quandary.

	He tried to enter by following the rhythm of the other drums, but it wasn’t at all easy as this percussion didn’t correspond to his Square Circle, it was completely different. The other members of the group were signalling to him constantly until Miko realised what they were trying to do: they were teaching him how to play the song!

	Miko repeated it until he could play the new score. When, at last, he had mastered it, the other drummers began to stop playing one by one until only Miko’s drum and the female voices could be heard. At that moment he felt as if he had stopped being himself and had rather become a puppet instrument, being played by a superior being who knew how to use him for a purpose he still didn’t understand.

	He didn’t really know what the succession of drum strikes that the San had taught him really signified, but he did know that it was something very important and of great value to them.

	The beautiful voices also began to fade out until they had disappeared, marking the end of the ritual of The Dance of the Sun. There were, however, only a few of the San who really understood what had just happened. The majority of the tribe knew The Dance of the Sun as one of their sacred songs which they used to celebrate special events, just like many other dances and songs which had been passed down to them, but only the oldest of the elders were truly aware of the grave importance that the appearance of the blond foreigner had. Their task as guardians of the ancient treasure generation after generation had finished at that moment, when the message had been passed on to that man with a gazelle’s eyes and the courage of a lion.

	It was in his hands alone to do god with such a powerful weapon.

	


Chapter 20.

	Vienna, 1787. 

	 

	Inside the carriage Count Ferdinand Wildenstein had already woken up and was looking fondly upon Ludwig van Beethoven who was sleeping peacefully. He had encouraged the young man of sixteen, for whom he felt deep affection and admiration, to visit the music capital to meet Mozart who had been honoured whilst still alive as the greatest musician of all time. With any luck the grand master would see the talent that this boy showed and take him on as a disciple.

	Beethoven seemed to have been transported to a heavenly kingdom, his habitual expression transformed into a more pleasing version of itself. Curled locks fell from his thick head of hair over his rugged face. His small, penetrating, eyes were giving the world a rest for a moment. His face seemed to have been carved by hands which were powerful but not very skilled at details, his fingers, short and full of life were ever so slightly retracted as if he wouldn’t let go of the piano even while he slept.

	The Count remembered how they had left Bonn and taken the path of the Rhine to cross the regions of: The Rhineland, Swabia and Bavaria. That was where they had encountered the Danube which flowed majestically, sharing out its fertility over the fields of wheat and rye. He had noticed the young Ludwig’s passion for nature brimming over throughout the whole journey, passing hours as he did, looking out of the window and contemplating the graceful flight of birds of prey as they soared over the thick forests of the mountains, or listening to the sounds of nature; be it the nocturnal call of the owl or the lone howl of a wolf. One night they had had to stop in the middle of a forest in order to sleep in the carriage. He would have sworn that, while he was snoozing, Beethoven had silently left the carriage and not retuned until quite some time later. He couldn’t be completely sure that it wasn’t a dream, or if the boy had simply needed to relive himself.

	‘Ludwig my dear, wake up,’ the Count urged. ‘You have before you the capital of the empire. You’ll never see another city like it, so elegant, so splendid or so cultured.’

	‘Have we arrived?’ Beethoven asked, rubbing his eyes and quickly moving close to the window of the carriage.

	‘Weren’t ten days long enough for you? My bones are shattered after all the rattling, I couldn’t have stood it for one more day.’

	Ludwig could see a beautiful morning through the window. The sun was still low in the sky, but the interior of the carriage began to warm up. The city of Vienna could be seen a few miles ahead and below the hill they were travelling on. From there, they could clearly see the two concentric walls which separated the two cities of Vienna. In the outer ring were the tiny houses of the working class and the agricultural workers, whereas inside the defensive second wall the monumental Saint Steven’s cathedral loomed over the palaces and mansions belonging to the noble and the rich. This double wall seemed to illustrate perfectly man’s ability to live alongside its own kind in peace. Could he, with his music, manage to break down these walls which separated mankind from itself?

	 

	After three days, Beethoven already had his appointment with Mozart. Prince Lichnowsky’s influence on the court had helped to accelerate the meeting between the two musicians. Lichnowsky was an old friend of Waldstein’s and the welcoming host to them both in the great city.

	Beethoven nervously checked his pockets, assuring himself that he had remembered to bring the papers with the composition he had written in the hope of impressing the maestro.

	‘Is this the house?’ Waldstein asked.

	‘I told you it was close,’ Lichnowsky said, pushing open the gated entrance to the palatial residence.

	A servant came out to meet them and led them across the garden to the entrance to the mansion. Once inside, he took them to a luxuriously decorated, spacious living room. At the far end of the room was a small group of people gathered around a piano. As they got closer, Beethoven could see that Mozart himself was sitting on the piano stool casually playing a light-hearted piece.

	For a moment he felt a little daunted. What was an ignorant young man thinking, presenting himself to such a genius? The opulence intimidated him, he felt out of place, a village boy surrounded by such extravagance. What the hell! ‘Nobility resides in talent, not in the blood’ he repeated to himself internally, trying to calm himself down.

	Mozart got up when he saw the three visitors. Without saying a word to greet Prince Lichnowsky, which was what protocol demanded, his fixed his gaze on the young man who accompanied him. For a few seconds, which felt like an eternity to Beethoven, the genius from Salzburg tried to evaluate the young hopeful’s worth. Beethoven accepted the challenge and met his gaze without blinking; he could have gone on forever. Looking the creator of some of the most sophisticated symphonies and beautiful operas straight in the eye made the god that Beethoven had imagined transform into flesh and blood. He could see marks that illness had left its on his face and the exaggerated slope of his shoulders and his anti-natural posture more than suggested a fragile body which was coming apart on the inside.

	His suffering was reflected all over his body; in his swollen ears, deep wrinkles and pale complexion. His elegant clothing – a white suit with golden edging at the wrists, an elaborate wig and even a little make-up on his face, may well have been an attempt to hide his delicate health.

	‘So this is the lad who had charmed you with his music, Prince Lichnowsky. I hope he’s better than the last few youths that you’ve tried to get in as my disciples,’ Mozart said in a short, sharp chuckle.

	‘Maestro, you undoubtedly set very high standards. I’m sure that previous candidates were very talented but maybe they were too young and inexperienced to impress you. The young man you see before you was recommended by Maximiliano Francisco, the Elector of Bonn and is, indeed under his tutelage. But I am sure that what is of most interest to you is the fact that Count Waldstein is the lad’s principal defender.

	‘Count Waldstein,’ he said as if he was only just noticing that he was there. ‘How are you? I’m delighted to see you in Vienna again. The city lost a true musical ear when you left us. I hope you and your family are well.’

	Mozart had a sense of respect and gratitude to the Count, who was a descendant of an aristocratic Viennese family and who had promoted the musical careers of both himself and Hayden.

	‘Wolfgang, my friend, you’re looking well,’ he lied. ‘It’s true, it’s been quite some time since we last met but the Prince keeps me informed of your success.’

	‘I don’t need people to praise me, you should already know that,’ he protested. ‘Anyway, let’s leave the words for later,’ and turning to the young man who had not joined in the conversation, ‘What’s your name, boy?’

	‘Beethoven, sir, Ludwig van Beethoven,’ he said in a deep, serious voice, ‘it’s an honour to meet you.’ That was all. He couldn’t think of anything else that he could say to the grand master.

	‘Well, why don’t you show me what you can do on the piano? But please, be brief. If I can see that you are worth it, I may give you some classes to help you perfect your technique, but if not, I don’t want these kind people to be bored by you.’ He signalled the small group of people as he spoke. ‘Be seated, please. Let’s see what this young lad from the Rhine has prepared for us.’

	‘I had thought about starting with one of your pieces, if you agree: your Piano Concerto in D major…’

	‘I didn’t come here to listen to my work played by the hands of a child. Play something of your own or you can leave now!’ Mozart screamed from his seat in the front row.

	‘Very well, maestro,’ Beethoven wasn’t put off. In fact, he’d only suggested it out of courtesy; in truth he really wanted to play his own composition. He sat down and stretched his arms, showing his enormous hands and short, knotted fingers so atypical for a virtuoso pianist.

	Beethoven began his interpretation with an impetuous introduction. Those who knew him claimed that pianos’ lives were shortened by him playing them; such was his style of pounding the keys rather than pressing them. He wanted to grab the audience’s attention from the start, so the first part was a whirl of force and energy. He made a very slight pause before starting the second movement and, out of the corner of his eye; he could see the surprised faces of his audience as well as Mozart’s intrigued expression. Lichnowsky and Waldstein exchanged satisfied glances.

	Beethoven now went deeper into a slower melody, playing with the harmony of elaborate associated motifs. Totally concentrated on the piano, he seemed to absorb all the energy in the room while the people watching allowed themselves to be carried along to an inner joy by the music they were listening to. His work wandered along intricate paths; one minute showing off a marvellous simplicity and the next alternating fast rhythms with other, more melodious ones and all being woven together with an invisible thread.

	Suddenly Mozart leapt up and motioned for him to stop, shouting:

	‘Enough, enough! Stop now, stop…!’ Beethoven continued, absorbed in the piano without hearing Mozart’s cries. ‘I said that’s enough!’ he shrieked again, and Beethoven looked up, at last stopping.

	Mozart was slightly embarrassed by the astonished looks from the others present after seeing his heated reaction and said:

	‘I think I’ve heard enough.’ Lichnowsky and Waldstein stood up. ‘Your composition is original, but quite poor, and your violent interpretation will cause the walls to crumble. I wish you all the success in the future, but you have a long way to go.’

	Beethoven couldn’t believe what was happening. He was sure that his composition was good and couldn’t understand why he was being humiliated like this.

	‘Very well, maestro; maybe you would like to put me to a test,’ Beethoven challenged. ‘I mean to say,’ he said, trying to calm himself and his tone of voice as much as he could, ‘that maybe you could give me a tune that’s more to your liking, and that I could use as a base to improvise from.’

	‘I see you’ve got guts, boy,’ Mozart was forced to admit. He looked around doubtfully and saw the expectant faces of the small crowd all eager to see a duel between two such fine pianists. He recognised the quality of what he had heard; he’d never heard something so good that had been composed by someone who wasn’t him. He was shocked, but if he didn’t accept the challenge it would be all the more obvious.

	‘Alright, move your behind from the seat. I’m sure you know all my work, so I won’t do you the favour of proposing one of those. That would be making it too easy for you. Allow me to play something new.’

	Mozart sat down at the piano and Beethoven stood behind him. He didn’t waste a second and started to improvise a beautiful sonnet. The Austrian’s creative capacity seemed eerily immune to the passage of time; since the age of eight when he was proclaimed a child prodigy with his first symphony to now, still a prodigy, but also still childish thought Beethoven to himself.

	The German musician contemplated the maestro, listening carefully in order to follow the composition where he left it. The beauty of the piece, it delicacy and sensuality, made him wonder if he were talented enough to be able to continue with anything even remotely similar. But soon his mind opened up and his eyes closed as he allowed the music to flow freely. With each theme of the piece he searched his mind for a variation, a more appropriate rhythm or a different tempo. All this was being pieced together in his head at a dizzying speed and eventually he was surprising himself by moving ahead of the music he was listening to.

	The genius finished with a masterful sequence of notes that only a virtuoso could attempt to play. He jumped to his feet and gave a long bow to the excited audience and their applause, finishing the movement with his arm pointing at Beethoven.

	‘Your turn, my boy,’ he said, aware that he had made an impression.

	Beethoven looked briefly at Count Waldstein who responded with a wonk of an eye which filled him with the confidence he needed in order to face this challenge.

	Seating himself slowly, he raised his arms in order to pull on his sleeves and then allowed them to fall onto the keys of the piano. He remained still, brushing the keys with the tips of his fingers, for four deep breaths.

	The start was surprising, he repeated Mozart’s incredible finale note for note and at a dizzying speed. He could see the astonished faces of the spectators from the corner of his eye. Once the first obstacle had been passed, he went on to play the diverse variations that he had already etched on his brain, enriching them as he played. At times he added completely new parts which amazingly fit in beautifully with the piece as a whole. For more than five minutes he continued to expand on the theme, tracing imaginary lines in the people’s heads; some of them impeccable, closed loops others which faded away into infinity, never to return. At the end he also improvised something new, which seemed strangely out of context to all present. It was his own, personal, signature.

	The audience burst into applause, but despite the noise Beethoven didn’t hear a thing. He had completely drained himself and stayed still with his body leaning forward and his hair covering his face. For the first time in his life he had felt at one with the music, he had forgotten about pentagrams and had allowed himself to be carried along to the unexplored limits of sound. He wasn’t aware of his surroundings; his ears were blocked and all he could hear was the sound of his heart trying to escape from his chest. He felt fear; panic even, about what had happened. Mozart, however, had a big part to play in it all. He had baited the hook and Beethoven had swallowed it whole. He had opened a door for the younger man and he had entered without hesitating, closing it behind him. He believed, as did everyone else in the room that he had passed the test set by the genius, and that would make him his successor. From now on many things were going to change in his life.

	He didn’t know whether to call what he was feeling pride, satisfaction or optimism. He could only really call it vertigo.

	‘This lad is going to give us a lot to talk about,’ was Mozart’s only comment before calling the event to an end.

	Beethoven didn’t want to upset him, the look on the grand master’s face let him know that he had won the duel.

	 

	As the evening passed he received countless felicitations, but he couldn’t manage to come out of the trance that the music had put him in so as soon as he saw the opportunity to escape outside for some fresh air he took it. He moved a few metres away from the entrance in search of privacy, but what he found were the moving shadows that were being projected by the flames of a fire coming through a downstairs window. He could recognise the long, gaunt outline of Prince Lichnowsky as it paced the room.

	He was about to move away to avoid getting involved in something that was none of his business, but the heated tone of the discussion tempted him to listen at the window.

	As he had imagined, it was Mozart, Waldstein and Lichnowsky.

	And they were talking about him.


Chapter 21.

	Alicia emerged from the Metro which was just a few metres away from the IPDA. A glowing sun was fighting against the morning chill. She contemplated two men who were waiting at the main door, one either side of the barred entrance.

	‘Don’t tell me that you haven’t introduced yourselves yet.’

	The two young men looked at each other, only then aware of the other’s presence.

	‘David, I’d like you to meet our client, Miko Tarvuk. Miko, this is David who I was telling you about.’

	Alicia and Miko had arrived from Johannesburg the night before. She had preferred to go and rest at her own home whereas Miko had opted for a hotel in the city centre. He had only slept for a few hours after getting all the paperwork for the case ready.

	Before entering he couldn’t avoid a slight unease when he looked up at the majestic building where her office was; it was one of the true jewels of the 20th century. She saw that they had had the façade painted yet again, it was often a victim of the boundless creative energy Madrid’s graffiti artists had – especially as the front of the IPDA building was one of their favourite canvasses where they could protest against the taxes that the Agency had placed on digital storage. Alicia had never admitted this to anyone, but one night she had participated in one of the famous ‘painting sprees’ after a night of excesses in this neighbourhood.

	‘You must be the music surgeon,’ Miko greeted David.

	‘And you the musician that the whole of Alicia’s generation danced to. I’m sorry, I didn’t use to go out much…’

	A strong handshake was all it took for the two men to form an unspoken alliance.

	Once back in the circular lobby, hearing the humming coming from the offices and the ringing of phones Alicia felt that she had returned to the routine. As she was asking for the keys to the ‘egg box’ or the music room as it was also known, she took a deep breath and tried to immerse herself into the familiar atmosphere of the office. Recent events, however, had stolen that safe zone from her life.

	Just as she was reaching the top of the imperial, wrought iron staircase some louder than usual laughter coming from the corridor caught her attention. It was coming from her boss and forgotten ex-boyfriend Xabi Osborne who was displaying a completely love struck smile on his face. Hanging from his arm was a short, blonde woman with suggestive curves called Valerie McGoohan, who was laughing heartily at some joke that Xabi had made. The American was wearing a mini-skirt which could easily have been taken for a belt and a tightly fitting jacket that showed off her new charms perfectly.

	‘Welcome home, Alicia,’ said Valerie in a relaxed, happy tone as her shameless eyes ran over Miko from head to toe.

	‘Congratulations on your new post, Valerie,’ Alicia congratulated her, putting out the fire than had been raging inside her. If she made a scene it would only be even more humiliating.

	Xabi put on his serious face.

	‘We need to talk, Alicia. Is now a good moment?’ he asked, taking a sly look at Miko.

	‘Wait for me in the music room,’ she said to David, handing him the keys.

	Valerie carried on swaying along the corridor, on the hunt for unwitting executives, while Xabi invited Alicia into his office.

	The Perspex and steel furniture was in contrast to the classic exterior of the building. The cold, artificial world, of business here at the heart of the heart of what was supposed to be a warm, human feeling, music.

	‘Well, Alicia,’ said Xabi soon recovering his authoritarian role, ‘I should be asking you for explanations of your rebellious and disobedient behaviour. Since when has it been alright for you to do as you please and act outside of the IPDA’s jurisdiction? I hope you’ve got a good reason for behaving like that.’

	‘What’s wrong? You’ve always let me act as I saw best; or is the new Legal Director changing the way you work?’ she asked scathingly. ‘Maybe you should have chosen a different person, or should I say woman, for the case?’

	It seemed that Xabi felt the blow. His face showed signs of disgust.

	‘You know that I’ve always done all I could for you, Valerie being chosen was merely a matter of politics. CSB records supplies the IPDA with a lot of projects, they were calling in a favour.’

	‘I deserved that position, Xabi!’ she shouted angrily. ‘Everyone knew that it was mine.’

	Xabi paused for a second, unsure of how to reply. Alicia was not expecting the reply he gave her.

	‘That had got nothing to do with your behaviour, Alicia!’ he shouted back furiously. ‘What were you thinking? How could you run off to South Africa with your client to go up against one of the best legal firms in the country without so much as the Agency’s approval?’

	‘I had a clue that could help my client,’ she replied calmly.

	‘And then you’re out of contact for a week!’

	‘There was no signal where I was.’

	‘Would you be so good as to tell me where you’ve been?’

	‘Crossing the Kalahari Desert,’ she replied firmly although Xabi wasn’t listening to her.

	‘Those lawyers are going to bleed us dry! Look,’ he said, taking a letter out of a drawer. ‘Apart from disapproving of our unprofessional attitude after you visited the claimant without his lawyer’s knowledge they have put a price on their lawsuit: two million Euros!’

	‘That’s not so much.’

	Xabi managed to hold back the avalanche, surprised at Alicia’s reply.

	‘Not much! Have you gone mad? Your client couldn’t even begin to pay that. And now, because of your recklessness, it could even damage our reputation.’

	‘That song is going to be a massive hit. If they’d waited a few more days, they could have gone for much more.’

	‘Here, take the phone; do you want to call them and give them your advice personally?’ he said casually. ‘You couldn’t have done worse, Alicia,’ he concluded, falling into his chair deflated.

	‘Here you are,’ Alicia said as she placed the file she had prepared the previous night on the desk.

	Xabi looked at it worriedly.

	‘The case is solved,’ she explained in the same calm tone that she had accepted the reprimand with. ‘Xhosa studios stole the author’s rights from the true creators of The Dance of the Sun, the San people of the Kalahari. You’ll find statements from some of them, as well as from the American explorer who had put them in contact with each other. I’ve also attached original recordings of the San and the version that they recorded in the studio. It’s obvious that Dick de Bilde, the producer, acted in bad faith, appropriating the profits from the sales which didn’t belong to him.

	Xabi looked at her with an expression which changed from anger to shame.

	‘Null and void?’

	‘That’s right. What’s more, not only can they not claim a single cent, but they should return the money for the record to the San. You’ll find a copy of the police report in with the intellectual property documents from South Africa.’

	‘Miko Tarvuk only did a version of it later...’

	‘Exactly,’ she said, leaving out the part about the mysterious young German man and the music box. ‘We’ve agreed with the San to continue promoting the Square Circle tune and give them all the profits.’

	‘That’s it… simply… I don’t know how I can make this up to you, Alicia. You’ve done brilliant work.’

	Alicia remained silent; she had nothing more to say. An insistent knocking at the door saved Xabi from his embarrassment; behind the door stood the president of the IPDA.

	‘Hello Xabi,’ he greeted in his deep voice. ‘Hello Alicia, how are you, beautiful?’ Gonzalo Ortiz had a reputation as a charmer and he had no qualms about living up to it whenever he got the chance. ‘I heard that you were back and wanted to hear the results of your trip first hand. You’ve had us all on edge!’

	Despite being at the highest point of the Agency’s organigram and having shown himself to be ruthless with his measures, Gonzalo’s methods were much more cordial than those of the vultures who surrounded him.

	‘Thanks for your concern. It was a tough trip, but our client’s interests are safe.’

	The president arched his eyebrows as he looked to Xabi for confirmation.

	‘Indeed,’ he corroborated, burying his head in Alicia’s papers. ‘It looks as if the case is closed.’

	‘I don’t doubt it, that’s why you’re our best lawyer.’ Alicia couldn’t stop the scornful smirk that crossed her face and Gonzalo picked up on it immediately. ‘We’ve made a couple of decisions recently that may have confused you, but it has to be this way because we have something better planned for you.’

	Alicia let out a slight snort.

	‘Believe me; the executive committee has been thinking of expanding the market and to do that we’ll need to open a new position for the Vice President of Strategic Planning. Alicia, we always thought that the position would be for you.’

	Alicia didn’t know whether to feel indignant about the way Xabi had treated her or delighted by the president’s praise.

	‘I was unaware of that,’ she said carefully.

	‘You would be in charge of offering a specialised service for audiovisual corporations who wanted to break into the Spanish market. You’d help with the administrative side, support your financial analysis and carry out market research.’

	‘And what would the Agency gain from all this?’ she asked as she tried to imagine herself doing such a different job from her own.

	‘Apart from charging these multinationals for extra services, which is no small matter, we will be giving our associates international projection. You’ll be the bridge for our musicians, studios and smaller record labels to worldwide fame.’

	‘It doesn’t sound bad at all,’ Alicia admitted, although she suddenly felt distanced from the two things she loved: music and justice. ‘A moment ago Xabi was about to fire me, so I suppose you’d better talk it over with him before you offer me anything definitive.’

	Gonzalo glared at Xabi.

	‘That’s all been sorted out,’ Xabi whimpered like a scolded lap dog.

	‘In that case, the one who needs to consider this further is you, Alicia. Take a day or two to mull it over, but no more. We’re making you an offer that’s too good to refuse! I’ve already got a couple of ideas I’d like to go over with you and the sooner the better; how about lunch later so you can tell us all about your adventure?’

	‘I’ve already got plans,’ Xabi said to excuse himself. Alicia imagined that the blonde from earlier was the reason he was avoiding lunch with the boss.

	‘Fine by me,’ Alicia replied. ‘I’ll be bringing company, though. Miko Tarvuk came back with me to sort out some paperwork.’

	‘Perfect! It’s always good to stay close to the clients.’

	Gonzalo strode out of the office and back to his own at the end of the corridor taking Xabi with him. Alicia went in the opposite direction back to the music room.

	She found the two men chatty amiably with their feet up on the table, which they quickly removed when she entered the room. The ‘egg box’ was a recording studio, a meeting room and an IT lab all rolled into one. Its walls were completely soundproofed. Miko was excitedly finishing off his story about what had happened in Africa.

	‘The end of the adventure was tremendous. We all gathered around a fire and we didn’t stop playing until we were sure that I’d learnt the drum part perfectly.’

	‘The prize for passing the test in the cave was to be allowed to participate in the music?’ David asked, confused.

	‘No, the prize was being taught the drum part, they only played that after we had made it out of the cave. But the truth is, no matter how hard I try, I can’t work out what it means.’

	‘Look, there’s a mixing deck and a virtual drum. Why don’t you play it and see if you feel anything new?’ suggested Alicia.

	‘That’s it, I’ll play The Dance of the Sun by the San, it’s here on mp3’, David said as he took out his pen drive, ‘we’ll be able to record the mix.’

	For Alicia the result was nothing like what she had felt inside the cave in the Kalahari. Some things lose their charm when they are taken out of their context, although, she thought with a mischievous smile, Miko hadn’t been spoiled at all by his change from a loin cloth to jeans and a jacket.

	David seemed happy with the recording.

	‘I see that you didn’t need my technical verdict but anyway, if you’re interested my programme Orpheus found Miko to be guilty of plagiarism.’

	‘And how does your software deduce who is the author of the songs?’ Miko asked interestedly.

	‘Well, I’m not going to give away all my programming secrets but I will tell you that the original holds certain parameters that are ‘authentic’ and which thereby make it unmistakable.’

	‘According to the law, any more than eight identical bars are regarded as plagiarism but there are plenty of artists who know how to get around the rule,’ Alicia explained.

	‘How did it go with the vipers?’ David asked.

	‘They’ve offered me a job that I wasn’t expecting. Valerie’s is nothing compared with this.’

	‘What does it involve?’ Miko asked curiously.

	Alicia gave them a quick summary of the duties that the president had outlined.

	‘That’s fantastic!’ David shouted.

	Miko remained silent as he observed her intently.

	‘Is anything wrong, Miko?’

	‘No, nothing,’ he shook his head. ‘It’s just that now you’ll be selling small, independent studios and musicians to the big record companies.’

	Alicia blinked, surprised by his reaction.

	‘What? Is it wrong to bring the country’s greatest talent into the limelight around the world?’

	She wanted to react indignantly but Miko’s words had given form to the doubt that she had been feeling since Gonzalo had made the offer.

	‘In theory no, but in practice… the quality, the imagination and talent of the young artists get diluted in favour of fashions and commercial sounds. I’ve seen it with my own eyes. It’s an attack against music in itself. I’ve seen young composers, local groups, virtuoso players who just lose themselves the moment they sell out to the music business.’

	‘That’s not always the case,’ David interjected. ‘You are an example of how to be original and commercial at the same time.’

	‘And look how I’ve ended up, terrified of touching an instrument.’

	An uncomfortable silence filled the room, shattered in an instant by the vibration from Alicia’s phone which was on the desk. She looked at the screen and snorted. She stood up, walked over to a corner and connected the call.

	‘No, I haven’t gone anywhere… I’m still here,’ she grumbled in a bad temper.

	…

	‘Yes, I’m with Miko, he hasn’t left yet, why?’

	…

	‘Tell them to bring him to the music room, we’re here,’ and with that, she hung up.

	‘They’ve got something for you. I suppose they want to save the cost of sending it to you in Lisbon.’

	There soon came a knock at the door and a secretary gave Miko an envelope.

	‘It arrived a few days ago, and seeing as you’re here…’ she said before leaving.

	Miko went pale as soon as he opened the envelope.

	‘Is something wrong?’ Alicia asked.

	‘I can’t believe it. Look at this.’

	Miko handed her a flyer which appeared to be advertising an event. Alicia looked at the printed paper without understanding a single word of the language it was written in. A picture with concentric squares filled up one side. It supposedly showed the location for the event.

	‘It’s in English on the other side,’ Miko told her.

	Alicia turned it over and started to read out loud:

	 

	‘Magnificent happening. A place of dreams. Unrivalled scenery. Gamelan percussion concert by the Grand Sultan of Jakarta’s Official Court Orchestra.

	Saturday, February 8th, 19:00h. Borobudur Buddhist temple.’

	 

	‘Look, there’s a handwritten note on the side. It says: “Interested in why Square Circle is on the repertoire? Temple Summit. Saturday 18:00h.”’

	None of them were able to find any logical explanation to the message, but each of them digested it as best they could.

	Miko mulled it over. He could feel it, sense it, he knew it. The whole thing with the music box wasn’t over yet, maybe it had only just begun. The song hadn’t stopped playing in his head, calling out to him from another sphere, demanding him to act and finish some unknown task. He didn’t understand why it had chosen him, why it was cruelly torturing someone who had already been beaten by music. He had accepted defeat, he had given up forever and he had no energy left to fight this. There had been a time when he wanted to ensnare the power of sounds, reveal the mysteries of melody and harmony, control the tempo and rhythm. Looking back, with the benefits of hindsight he could see what had happened. The music had rebelled against him, defeated his talent and made him into a forgotten musician, a failure, an exile. Why should he accept this evil proposition now? Hadn’t he made peace with his life? He should just go back to Lisbon, his spiritual retreat, his son, his café, his friends, and his tranquillity.

	Or was it a second chance?

	‘I knew that song had a special power,’ he said as he picked up his train of thought.

	Alicia seemed to have frozen, not knowing what to say.

	‘Technically,’ added David ‘it could be another case of plagiarism.’

	Miko saw where David was heading.

	‘Yes,’ he added ‘we should see if there’s some legal trap behind this innocent invitation.’

	‘You’ll need to go there, Miko.’ David pointed out, winking an eye. ‘These things are better cleared up as soon as possible.’

	‘But I can’t do it alone,’ The musician answered. ‘I’ll need a lawyer with me.’

	Both men looked at Alicia who was following the conversation with great interest.

	‘Don’t be ridiculous. I can’t go with Miko. There aren’t any good reasons why I should be at that traditional music concert.’

	‘You don’t think that getting to the bottom of the Square Circle mystery is important enough?’

	‘Or the Dance of the Sun?’ added David.

	‘Or the tune from the music box that knocked on my door?’ Miko insisted. ‘After what happened in the Kalahari, the music is calling you as much as me.’

	Alicia felt as if she had been transported back to the cave with the San, as it vibrated like a maternal womb incubating a new being, or maybe an alchemist’s melting pot in which the soul was transformed into a purer element. In that dark cave she seemed to have gained a new talent, the capacity to step outside her essence and observe herself from outside. It wasn’t some kind of astral projection, she didn’t feel detached from her body but now she was able to see through the excuses that she told herself to convince herself she was happy. An outsider would have dismissed it frivolous to have such doubts: a young woman, beautiful, intelligent, educated, a virtuoso musician and with an unequalled career… But was that the life she wanted to lead? The price she had to pay for professional success was high. On the one hand, she felt cheated by the idea of universal justice, seeing that she was often obliged to act against her conscience. It wasn’t what she had wanted when she was a young girl who dreamt of becoming a lawyer.

	On the other hand, her private life was a disaster. Leaving home at eight o’clock every morning and using her weekends to prepare her next cases; it had been a long time since she had enjoyed being in the company of people who she chose to socialize with, with the exception of David. Her instinct told her to follow the rhythm that the song was dictating, but right now wasn’t the best time to go away. Gonzalo wanted her to take the new position straight away, and he wasn’t going to agree to her taking a holiday right now. One thing was for sure, she wouldn’t get away with a repeat of her last escapade – the Agency would never permit it. What would she lose? This was the question that had always put a boundary on her limits. There was, however, another question that popped up to take its place: what could she gain?

	Alicia stared at the two men in front of her, waiting anxiously for the outcome of her prolonged silence.

	‘I’ve never been to Indonesia,’ she concluded.


Chapter 22.

	Peter thought that he was awake; or maybe not. In that room, the line between sleep and insomnia was more confused than ever. The absence of windows, and in particular the way the walls looked, made you feel strange as soon as you entered. Peter rarely used this room in his hospital lab to sleep, but last night he had felt the need to bring a hospital bed in here and sleep in the anechoic chamber.

	Most people felt disorientated and confused in there. The walls were covered with a series of wedges made of a porous material which absorbed all sound. Buried underground and completely soundproofed from the exterior, no sounds could get in or out. Peter called it the chamber of silence. He used to use it a lot with his patients, when he felt it was important to maintain the original sound, eliminating any chance of echoes or reverberations in the walls, making sure that he was transmitting the sound to the patient’s brain without any exterior alterations.

	This particular anechoic chamber was special. Usually they were lined with soundproofing material on the walls, the ceiling and even the floor, but Peter had thought that was insufficient because the rectangular shape didn’t match the way that sound waves spread, which was concentrically. And so, to build the perfect anechoic chamber he had designed a spherical space with metal grating for the floor which went across the middle, dividing it into two. The result was spectacular. Anything said in there was instantly trapped as soon as it left the mouth. Many people felt dizzy as their brains couldn’t handle the non-existent delay between mouth and ear.

	The hypnotic effect of the room increased when you slept in there. There being no sound made the ears amplify everything as much as they could, meaning that Peter could experience the pleasant sensation of listening to himself. Instants after waking up he could hear his own breath as if it was coming from a set of powerful bellows and his beating heart echoed in his chest which had been converted into a sound board; he would even have said that he could hear the humming of electrical transmissions being carried out by the synapses.

	Peter believed that the essence of all things could be defined by the sound they emitted, and the chamber of silence was the perfect way to capture that sound. In there, Peter found the way to listen to his very own soul. In there, Peter and sound became as one.

	The beeping of his alarm shook him from sleep. He needed to hurry and get ready for his meeting with George Vanderbilt where he was going to propose his plans to update The Academy.

	Twenty minutes later, he was knocking at the door.

	‘Good morning, Peter,’ Vanderbilt greeted him. ‘You’re looking very well; I can see you’ve slept soundly.’

	Vanderbilt seemed happy. Undoubtedly because Peter’s call to inform him that he was going to accept the post in The Academy had relaxed him. Even so, he had made some conditions.

	‘Hello, George, come in. I don’t think you’ve ever visited my laboratory. I’ll show you around while we’re talking.’

	Peter had found the perfect ally for his research into neurological music therapy in the ‘All Soul’s Night’ hospital. The type of patients who turned up there suffered the illnesses that most interested Peter: dementia, Alzheimer’s, Parkinson’s, strokes, autism, anxiety, post-traumatic disorders or comas. The board of directors was always receptive to alternative therapies and a few years ago, music therapy had been shown to be a useful tool in stimulating and rehabilitating the senses, language use and also motor skills in neurological illnesses.

	‘This room had been closed up for years,’ Peter said, opening one of the doors. ‘This is where it all began. I began the study of the brain’s reaction to music with my first magnetoencephalogram. After a year of studying brain waves and their internal frequencies I had a surprising result which pushed me to keep on researching: the brain is designed to recognise music before all other sounds. That’s why we like it; because we are music.’

	‘Pythagoras wasn’t wrong when he defined it as the mother of all the sciences.’

	‘Of course not. The whole brain analyses music as a whole, but it divides up the work. It took some time to identify the different parts that analyse the parameters that music is made up of: tone, harmony, pitch, rhythm and beat, as well as those that are related to emotion and recognition of sounds.’

	‘I suppose that you were building the foundations for your posterior experiments.’

	‘I needed to do many more things, and with ever-more sophisticated tools,’ Peter responded. ‘Behind the next door we have the magnetic resonance machine and in another room the PET which measures the emission of positrons.’

	‘That sounds expensive, am I right?’

	‘I don’t think that the hospital regrets the investment. Thanks to the machines we can see the brain’s reaction to musical stimulants in real time and in detail. While others continue to investigate and come up with subjective answers, I have managed to complete the first musical map of the human brain.’

	‘And that’s why The Academy has chosen you for the House of Music,’ Vanderbilt pointed out.

	‘That’s what I wanted to talk to you about. If The Academy wants to keep its objective alive, we need to make some urgent changes.’

	‘I’m delighted to see that you’re throwing yourself into the post with such devotion. What made you change your mind?’

	‘I know about the Pythagoras scroll,’ Peter spat out. Vanderbilt couldn’t hide his surprise.

	‘It’s one of the well-kept treasures of The Academy. Did your father happen to mention it?’ he asked cautiously.

	Vanderbilt’s careful tone confirmed Peter’s theory: his father had removed the scroll without permission from The Academy.

	‘Yes, he told me that Pythagoras had written down a code that contained the very secret to the music of the planets.’

	‘Yes, your father was far too obsessed with that myth. You shouldn’t take it too seriously. You know, he once told me that he frequently spoke with Pythagoras, who gave him advice while he slept, things like that. I think he got too involved.’

	Peter held back an outburst of rage. How could he say that when it was The Academy that had tricked his father so they could steal his research? He took a deep breath and calmed down. His plan demanded him to remain serene.

	‘He was sure that this code would grant an extraordinary power to whoever possessed it; isn’t it strange that The Academy didn’t take it seriously, seeing as it would make it easier to complete their mission?’

	‘Look, Peter, the topic of Pythagoras’ scroll is one which has recurred throughout the history of our brotherhood. Suddenly someone appears who is under its spell and they dedicate their life trying to find its meaning. You have no idea how many wise and learned minds have studied the scroll, all without success. My personal opinion is that there is an error in it, or that it’s simply an absurd riddle with no solution at all.’

	‘I don’t agree with you, Vanderbilt. I’ve read the verses and they fit perfectly with Pythagoras’ world view: the music of the spheres. The scroll says that he really found it, and he even gives clues to help discover it. All that’s needed is to decipher the Greek symbols.’

	‘Damn it, Peter!’ Vanderbilt shouted, visibly angry. ‘The scroll was a scam Richard Wagner played on my ancestor, William Henry Vanderbilt. I beg you to forget the thing.’

	‘Richard Wagner, the German composer?’ Peter asked, surprised by the unexpected connection.

	‘The very same. My great-great-grandfather William was the son of the clan’s patriarch, the great Cornelius Vanderbilt from whom he received an unimaginable fortune. William was able to multiply his inheritance with his skill for business and he became one of the richest men of his time. Cornelius had already started charitable work, like founding the Nashville University which I currently preside over, but William surpassed him, dedicating the last years of his life to purely philanthropic work. He was made more famous by his donations to schools, hospitals and museums than for his achievements in business. He knew that his time was coming to an end and he wanted to go down in history, outlive death…’

	‘Buy his salvation.’

	‘You could put it like that. It’s therefore no surprise that he attracted the attention of crooks and cheats and that he let himself be fooled by a famous European composer who was offering him just what he didn’t have.’

	‘Wagner sold the scroll to The Academy?’

	‘Not only that. Wagner sold all the Rosencreutz treasure to my great-great-grandfather, the only person in the world who had enough money to buy it. The composer was closely linked to the seats of power in the United States since he had composed the Centennial March to commemorate the declaration of independence in the United States, which was first played in Philadelphia in 1876. From then on he focused on moving the entire collection of Christian Rosencreutz’s treasures to America.’

	Peter couldn’t help but think of the extraordinary music that had illuminated Richard Wagner’s mind. How much of it was from his own inspiration and how much was due to the knowledge that he had gained about the power of music on the mind? Why did the Nazis use his music? Could it have some kind of fatal attraction attached to it?

	‘And why did he risk moving such a precious treasure so far? It doesn’t make sense,’ Peter objected.

	‘It’s no surprise that Wagner could see that Europe was reaching the end of its dominance not only in terms of commerce but also spiritually. The United States seemed to him to be the next intellectual reference point for the world.’

	‘There’s something that doesn’t quite make sense,’ Peter protested. ‘Richard Wagner never lived an opulent lifestyle, not even at the end of his life. If, as you claim, he was paid a fortune for the Rosicrucian secrets then it would have been reflected in his lifestyle, surely.’

	‘I imagine that he was acting on behalf of the true owner.’

	‘Who?’

	‘We do not know.’

	‘Anyway, it must have been very hard to keep the shipment in compete secrecy.’

	‘Do you know who paid for the transfer of the Egyptian obelisk of Tutmosis III from Alexandria to Central Park?’

	Peter admitted that he didn’t have the slightest idea.

	‘William H. Vanderbilt. By then, Wagner had already been guiding my great-great-grandfather’s interest towards classical culture and an unconditional adherence to the Pythagorean commandments, which were the same as Christian Rosencreutz and his disciples replicated in the Middle Ages. His greatest obsession was to rid his life of all materialism and to purify his soul just as Pythagoras had shown. To do that, in 1881 he brought the obelisk by boat from Egypt and the only stop they made on the journey was in Gibraltar, where they were able to load the Rosicrucian treasure. On their arrival, The Academy was founded in order to continue the safe-keeping of the treasure just as Christian Rosencreutz’s had done up to that moment.’

	‘Then the treasure is hidden under the obelisk, in the temple where we held the ascension ritual for my father…’

	‘Yes, but don’t bother to go there, the four mallets which open the door are well hidden,’ warned Vanderbilt, who could guess Peter’s ideas. ‘I’m warning you; don’t let yourself be seduced by that damned code, we don’t know what Pythagoras wrote there, but whoever touches it, ends up badly. Don’t do it, or you’ll end up like your father.’

	‘What exactly do you mean by: ‘like your father’?’ Peter asked, standing up to him.

	‘Wasting a successful life on a fool’s errand.’

	Peter remembered that his father’s ultimate goal had been to save his brother. As impossible as it seemed, he dedicated his heart and soul to the task, right up until his death. There so-called ‘brothers’ at The Academy hadn’t helped in the slightest. What’s more, they had laughed at him and his effort to understand the scroll. But that was all going to change.

	‘Pythagoras cultivated science and spirit from all angles, and at the end of his life he condensed all that he had learnt into a musical composition in which a code was hidden. Imagine what it would mean to discover such a thing, George! If The Academy had exclusive access to that knowledge, you could manipulate the world as you pleased. The Music of the Spheres is the only hope for the future of The Academy.’

	‘Don’t get carried away, Peter. The Academy has managed to maintain its goals without the help of The Music of the Spheres up until now, or whatever else that’s hidden behind those Greek symbols on the scroll.’

	Peter decided to drop the subject for the moment.

	‘I’d like to offer all my knowledge to The Academy’s cause: a consumerist civilization that’s under control and stable. And I can do it. I’m sure that you’re not aware of what I’ve been working on recently, in parallel with project ‘Dylan’. Are you aware of the concept of ‘neuroplasticity’?’

	‘No, but its name suggests new and very interesting applications for The Academy.’

	‘Until recently it was believed that the number of neurons in an adult brain was finite and that there were no substitutes for the ones that died, but later it was confirmed that neuronal regeneration existed. In the lateral ventricles there is a deposit of stem cells that are able to move and cover damaged areas. As soon as I found this out, I started working with the information. I was sure that I could use music to stimulate neurogenesis.’

	‘That sounds very good. Would it be possible to recuperate any dead parts of the brain? The possibilities are endless. Even so, I don’t see how it could be of use to The Academy…’

	Peter didn’t want to confess that the only reason for this line of research was in the hope of getting his brother William out of a coma; nor that the first experiments in the field, carried out on terminally ill patients had not ended well for them. He hadn’t managed to control the dispersion of the stem cells which did in fact help to regenerate the damaged area, but which also affected the healthy parts, negatively. By substituting the healthy cells for new ones, they had to re-establish their connections from the beginning, learn everything from scratch, meaning that the patient suffered considerable mental delays. It was as if they went back to being babies.

	‘I’m sure I’ll find a use for all of them,’ Peter confirmed. He had prepared Vanderbilt now and so it was the moment to clear things up. ‘George, I am the only one who can direct the House of Music, true? You don’t have anyone else.’

	Vanderbilt hesitated. He could see where Peter was going with this: his commitment to The Academy in exchange for them accepting his conditions.

	‘What do you want in return?’

	‘The Academy needs to be restructured.’

	‘What do you think that we need to change?’ asked Vanderbilt showing his reservations.

	‘We need to look to the future but with our base in the past. Just as Pythagoras did with the four mathematas: arithmetic, geometry, astronomy and music, but with a twenty-first century vision. The world has changed a lot since Elvis. Globalisation is a fact, but during the last few years it has taken a turn towards the individual. People have changed from being passive listeners to active voices. Each and every person is a means of communication, an opinion, a position in favour of or against what is happening in the world. Social networks unite to surpass borders, languages, politics and religions. It’s impossible that The Academy maintains its control over music production from the confines of a headquarters in Nashville and four producers, no matter how powerful they are. We need to grow and expand just as society is doing so that our message can reach all parts of the world without exceptions.’

	‘I couldn’t agree more, please go on.’

	‘We need to make an effort to improve the potential of our Houses of study. I’ve seen what you do in The House of Music, and I’m sure that we could do much better. I would imagine that the rest of the mathematas are just as unproductive. All I’m asking is for an investment to bring The Academy up to date, bringing everything in line with the real needs.’

	‘The other houses already play an important role within The Academy; spreading and promoting their values via the socio-political and cultural networks.’

	‘Nonsense,’ replied Peter, raising his voice. ‘You can’t be happy with just giving talks and conferences at universities. You are undervaluing the role of arithmetic and geometry, not to mention astronomy which has disappeared. We can’t eliminate the contemplation of the stars as a means to inspire our behaviour on earth; they reflect the purification of souls and should serve as our guide.’

	‘We had a problem with astronomy a few years ago,’ Vanderbilt admitted. ‘The person in charge decided to leave The Academy and since then we have been restructuring that house.’

	‘Professor Lecygne was fired, he didn’t leave voluntarily. I would like him to come back.’

	‘How do you know about what happened with Lecygne?’

	Peter opened another door and asked Vanderbilt to enter, watching with satisfaction as the other man’s face showed his surprise.

	‘Come into the echo chamber,’ Peter announced, leading him towards another of his experiments, the room which had the exact opposite function to the silence chamber. ‘Sounds linger in the air here for a long time, so be careful what you say,’ he joked, ‘the walls bear witness to everything. My father spoke to me of his great friend, Lecygne, and how he deeply regretted the decision to expel him from The Academy.’

	‘Look, Peter, Lecygne’s return is utterly non-negotiable; he was nothing more than a mad man who was in danger of compromising The Academy’s image. With respect to the investment you’re requesting for The Academy’s Houses, how much are we talking about?’

	‘Fifteen million should be enough to make a start.’

	‘Are you mad? The Academy hasn’t got that kind of money.’

	‘It’s small change for those of you who are behind it.’

	‘No way! You’ve only been with us for a couple of days and you’re not in a position to be making those kinds of demands. First of all, you’ll need to prove that you’re worth it.’

	The rising tone of the conversation, amplified and repeated inside that spacious room, made dialogue impossible.

	‘Let’s get out of here, we can’t talk like this.’ Vanderbilt complained.

	Peter went ahead of him to open the door but at the last moment he shot forward and left the room, closing the door behind him, leaving Vanderbilt inside. If he needed a demonstration of his abilities, he could experience one first hand. He hurried to the control room from where he could see his colleague through a window.

	‘Do you want a demonstration? Well here you are,’ he said over the speakers.

	‘What are you going to do?’ Vanderbilt asked, frightened.

	Peter turned on the control panels so he could send the first sounds to the echo chamber. The walls were lined with a ceramic material which increased the reflection and diffusion of the sound, the result being a multiple echo for the listener. When one sound was joined by various others the cacophony of the actual sounds and their echoes at different speeds became unbearable. Peter called it the noise cage, and had used it for a number of different reasons; from studying the brain’s resonance to the effect of one’s own echo, although sadly there hadn’t been any exciting results from the experiments. But today was going to be different, he had just thought of a new use for it.

	He subjected Vanderbilt to a sequence of ever-growing unpleasant noises: screams, breaks, explosions, crashes. Then he added natural sounds: thunder, wind, rain and some animal sounds like screeches, barks, roars, buzzing bees…

	Vanderbilt was suffering a terrible punishment. Desperate inside the chamber he had fallen to his knees and covered his ears with his hands, scared to death. Peter observed that he looked pathetic. All of a sudden, he raised his head a little toward the window and seemed to beg for forgiveness with his eyes. Peter instantly disconnected the speakers. The sound began to die down slowly inside the echo chamber and thirty seconds later there was complete silence. Peter Vanderbilt felt as if he were in paradise.

	‘We’ll give you all the money you need, but get me out of here,’ he managed to stutter in a shaky voice.

	‘I want unlimited access to The Academy’s accounts. Sign the paper in front of you.’

	Vanderbilt straightened up and approached the small table that was on one side. He read the contract that Peter had prepared and gave him a confused look.

	‘Sign!’ shouted the speakers loudly. Vanderbilt put his hands back over his ears. He couldn’t stand another session. He signed.

	‘I also want Lecygne back at The Academy, in his post as head of the House of Astronomy.’

	‘But that’s impossible! All the positions at the head of The Academy are filled. We can only replace one after a death.’

	Vanderbilt instantly regretted his words.

	Peter let an evil smile run over his face and raised the volume in the echo chamber to maximum, wondering for a moment what the best combination of music for his purpose would be. Vanderbilt wasn’t giving him any other options to permit his plan to progress, and anyway, he had offered to help solve the problem.

	He had managed to cure patients with many different mental conditions with music; he had acted on the conscience, memory, learning, mobility and even on the free will of some people. What he had never done, because it had never occurred to him, was to try and kill someone. Wouldn’t that be the next logical step to his investigation?

	The only problem he could think of right now was how to get rid of the body.


Chapter 23.

	Miko and Alicia looked impatiently at the clock. It was six o’clock exactly; at the top of the Borobudur temple, Yogyakarta, Indonesia. The coordinates matched the ones on the invitation that had accompanied the strange letter exactly. All they wanted was for the hope that they had placed in the note about how they could continue to unravel the mystery of the song from the music box not to be part of a practical joke.

	The largest Buddhist temple in the world was to be found in a strange location, hidden in the middle of the jungle on the island of Java and far away from any signs of human life. It crowned a small elevation in the earth and the reasons for its position there were a complete mystery. It was a surprising structure, shaped like a stepped pyramid and whose geometry reflected the Buddhist ideal of existence.

	Once Alicia had set foot at the top of the temple, she felt as if she had been transported to another dimension. The air was more spiritual there, it was more serene – perfect even and it all seemed to come from the temple itself. The rays of sunset accentuated the outlines of the statues, gargoyles and relief work that were etched on the stone. The Buddhas which were encased in rounded stupas made of stone seemed to be there in order to accompany her on the spiritual journey. The sight of the dark jungle all around was like an infinite, bottomless sea which had flooded over the distant mountains and gave rise to introspection and soul searching, making it feel as if the universe was rotating around this very spot.

	Alicia, however, could see that Miko was feeling nervous about the uncertainty of their wait so she tried to relax the atmosphere.

	‘I was just thinking that it can’t be a coincidence that you’ve been called here.’

	‘Why do you say that?’

	‘We’re standing on top of a giant mandala, a symbolic representation of the Buddhist perception of the cosmos and human beings.’

	‘That’s too many things to be represented by just one picture, wouldn’t you say?’

	‘The circles at the centre represent the absolute and mankind, while the squares outside imply stability and balance. Mandalas are used as a guide to meditation. They say that by concentrating on their shapes you can achieve higher states of consciousness.’

	‘But what’s that got to do with us?’

	‘Haven’t you seen it yet? Square Circle – the circle squared…’

	Miko suddenly seemed to understand something. Since he first set foot in the temple, the song Square Circle hadn’t stopped playing in his head, causing him to suffer a strange type of synaesthesia brought on by the confused mixture of shapes and figures included in the monument with the notes of the song.

	‘It’s as if sound had been made into the shape of this stepped pyramid,’ admitted Miko.

	‘That’ll be because its dimensions are very similar to music. The relationship of two-thirds is present in the geometry of the pyramid,’ Alicia stated, pointing to the tourist guide in her hand. ‘It’s seen constantly in the monument, two-thirds is the key for the musical scale too.’

	Miko remained thoughtful for a moment.

	‘Not only that: two-thirds is the relation between the notes ‘Do’ and ‘Sol’.’ He turned to Alicia. It looked as if he had seen a ghost. ‘It was also the thing that saved our lives in the cave with the San...’

	‘I see that you’ve arrived just in time,’ said a tired voice behind them. When they turned around they saw the bowed presence of an old man who was followed by a child who was shyly hiding behind him.

	‘Are you the person who sent us the invitation?’ asked Miko directly.

	‘Bintang Habibie at your service. You must be the musician,’ he said, pointing at Miko, ‘but who is the young lady with the jasmine petal perfume?’

	Alicia approached and observed a glazed expression in the old man’s eyes in contrast to the lively expression on his face. She imagined that he had problems with his sight, and that the child was there to help him.

	‘Alicia del Toro, pleased to meet you.’ She introduced herself. ‘How did you know it was us?’

	‘You’re the only foreign tourists who aren’t taking photos.’ The old man gave a gap-toothed smile. ‘I hope I haven’t caused you too much trouble, asking you to come so quickly, but I think the occasion is worth it. You are going to attend quite a unique concert. My grandson Arbi is debuting in the Sultan’s orchestra.’

	‘No matter how well your grandson plays, I imagine that you called us for something more,’ Miko said. ‘You said in the note that the repertoire for the gamelan concert tonight included Square Circle, is that true?’

	Before setting off on the journey, Miko had admitted that he had no idea what a gamelan concert was. A quick search online showed them that it was an orchestral group made up of percussion instruments, originally from Indonesia, the used music as an accompaniment for a type of puppet theatre.

	‘Try not to get ahead of yourselves and allow this poor old man to explain.’ The man took a deep breath and continued. ‘My grandson and I are united by our love of music. I was also a part of the Official Court Orchestra of the Grand Sultan when I was young. At one of the performances, it must be fifty years ago now, we played a beautiful composition that I had ever heard. I can remember all the notes exactly of this sublime creation, one after the other.’

	‘So,’ Miko interrupted, ‘I suppose that my song Square Circle must be similar to the gamelan piece that you are referring to…’

	‘Not only are they similar, they are identical!’ the old man exclaimed, the force of his excitement causing him to cough. ‘We never played the song again after that day. Just as it came, it left – it just disappeared from the gamelan repertoire. I asked about its origin and tried to find out more but it seemed to be cursed because the directors of the orchestra didn’t want to hear a word said about it. It affected me so much that I wrote down the music for myself and I saved it at the bottom of a box until the other day when Arbi appeared in my puppet shop. He had come from school and was wearing his music player around his neck. My lack of vision has honed my hearing and so I could hear the music and it sounded familiar. I asked my grandson what he was listening to and he lent me this damn thing. I couldn’t believe it! It was the gamelan tune being played on modern instruments. I immediately asked him where he had got the tune and Arbi told me that a friend of his had found it on the internet and passed it on to him. It was your Square Circle, Mr Tarvuk,’ Bintang concluded with a weary voice.

	‘Are you saying that my song is identical to an old piece for gamelan?’ Miko asked. ‘Could I see the score?’

	‘It won’t be necessary, I’ve managed to convince the director of the orchestra, an old friend of mine, to include the score that I wrote in tonight’s shadow theatre show.

	‘I can’t believe all of this,’ Miko said. ‘It doesn’t make sense.’

	Young Arbi was tugging insistently on his grandfather’s sleeve.

	‘You can look for the meaning by yourself. The show starts in a few minutes so we need to go.’

	They went quickly down the temple stairs, Arbi ran to his place in the orchestra and Bintang led Miko and Alicia to one side of the auditorium.

	‘We’ll see the traditional Javanese show much better from here,’ he commented.

	On a raised stage they could see that a white sheet had been set up so as to act as a screen. Silence fell in an instant and the show started. A line of oil lamps gave off a yellowish light on the canvas, allowing the audience to see the shadow of the first character.

	The director filled the air with his powerful voice, making drastic changes in tone and intensity. The man appeared to be doing everything as at the same time he was moving the puppets skilfully and playing the parts of all the characters.

	That was the moment when the gamelan group made its appearance with a series of metallic strikes which gave off a loud sound. The orchestra was made up of various percussion instruments which were played by musicians who were seated on the floor. Some of them used a small hammer to rhythmically strike xylophones and metallophones; others made a sound by banging a group of vessels of various sizes which were leaning against a long, low table with a metal bar. At the back, a line of gongs hung from the ceiling, giving off the deepest and longest sounds of the orchestra.

	The music adapted to the rest of the elements around it: soft lighting, undulating shadows and the style of narrating, bringing them all together to transport the hidden secrets of the ancient art of wayang kulit directly to the spectators’ minds.

	Bintang seemed to be besotted by Arbi his grandson who was playing the xylophone.

	‘He plays well,’ Alicia pointed out.

	Bintang invited them to step a few metres back from the audience, looking for a little more privacy.

	‘Mr Habibie, when will the song be played?’ Miko asked impatiently.

	‘You’ll have to wait; it’s going to come at the moment of honour in the play and that moment hasn’t arrived yet. Meanwhile, tell me the story of your song Square Circle.’

	Miko paused for a moment. What did this seemingly innocent looking man want? Whatever it was, if he wanted to delve into the relationship between the music box and a traditional Indonesian tune he would have to give him something in return. And so, under the influence of the shadows and the music coming from the gamelan, Miko revealed the true origin of Square Circle to Bintang while Alicia told him enthusiastically about the difficulties they encountered in the African desert and the surprising coincidence with The Dance of the Sun and the primitive tribe.

	‘Very interesting,’ commented the old man. ‘Now I understand why you accepted the bizarre invitation I sent you; you’re searching for the same answers as me. What on earth can this music mean? Who created it and why?’

	A set of familiar notes suddenly caught the attention of all three of them. Silence fell, letting the sensual melody reach its end.

	Alicia and Miko both experienced the sensation of déjà vu, the insistent hits of the gamelan mixing with The Dance of the Sun from the African cave.

	Spellbound, Bintang heard the magical tune again, half a century after the first time. The sublime melody pushed him to be sincere with his visitors. It was time to tell them the rest of the story.

	‘The Song of the Forest,’ said Bintang with closed eyes. ‘That’s the name of the piece.’

	‘The Song of the Forest, did you say?’ Alicia asked, first to come out of the trance.

	‘What song is that?’ asked Miko. ‘What forest are does it refer to?’

	‘The only thing I was able to find out back then was that it originated from an ancient tradition of Sumatran tribes. Someone told me that the song didn’t have an owner, at least not a human one, and that it belonged to Nature itself. It’s called The Song of the Forest because on full moon nights this song could be heard coming out of the centre of the forest and soaring up to the sky. According to the tradition, it was the trees, the vegetation, the animals who made the mysterious sound that could be heard by the people who lived in the surrounding area.’

	‘Nature can produce an infinite number of sounds,’ Miko affirmed, ‘but not come up with a melody that’s always the same. It’s impossible.’

	‘Maybe that’s why it’s considered a cursed tune,’ Bintang continued. ‘People are afraid of it and I’m sure that’s why it had never been played again until today.’

	‘Generally there are real stories hidden behind these legends, and behind myths there are usually real people,’ Miko stated. ‘I’m going to find out who gave the forest a voice.’

	‘Are you saying that you’re going to Sumatra to investigate?’

	‘No doubt about it,’ said Alicia resignedly.

	‘In that case I can help you. Arbi’s father, Rasán, works for the Far Forest Company which deals in timber, they have their base there. He is here tonight to see his son’s performance but I heard that he was returning tomorrow.’

	Alicia and Miko couldn’t believe their luck.

	‘Tell him that we’ll accompany him!’ Miko exclaimed.

	Bintang Habibie smiled to himself. At last someone was going to do what he had never dared: travel to the heart of the forest where ‘his song’ originated. People said that you were born already linked to something, a hobby, a trade, a woman, a friend…He had met his other half in the form of music, and he wasn’t prepared to die without knowing more about his travelling partner. That young man reminded him of himself as a much younger man, with the only difference being that he wasn’t happy to keep the song in a box. The look in the young man’s eyes told him that he wouldn’t stop until he solved the mystery.


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The hills are alive with the sound of music

	With songs they have sung for a thousand years

	The hills fill my heart with the sound of music

	My heart wants to sing every song it hears

	...

	I go to the hills when my heart is lonely

	I know I will hear what I've heard before

	My heart will be blessed with the sound of music

	And I'll sing once more

	 

	 

	 

	The sound of music.

	 


Chapter 24.

	Vienna, 1787.

	 

	‘It would seem as if you have chosen well with this latest youth that you are sponsoring Count Waldstein,’ Mozart said.

	‘Tonight’s exhibition was magnificent!’ exclaimed the Count. ‘On both counts of course,’ he added; although he wasn’t fast enough to avoid Mozart becoming furious.

	‘It was I who allowed him to show his talent. I handed him the opportunity on a plate, all he had to do was take it. He did it masterfully, that has to be conceded, but let’s not forget that I had already written my first symphony at the age of eight. How old is he? Fifteen?’

	‘Sixteen,’ Waldstein replied, frowning.

	Beethoven listened from the other side of the window, outside the house. He was leaning against the wall, freezing cold and unable to believe what he was hearing. The greatest genius of music at that time, and maybe in the history of music, was defending himself in a comparison of the two of them. His chest swelled with pride.

	‘Where I don’t see any real progress,’ Mozart continued, ‘is in the ‘indoctrination’. Count Wildenstein, are you and your friends in Bonn still trying to escape our lodge?’

	‘You are mistaken, maestro,’ Waldstein replied. ‘Young Ludwig shows signs of impeccable morals. He extols virtue and rejects vulgarity. It may be true that at times he shows this with too much… fervour.’ He tried to underplay the sometimes uncontrolled attitude of the young man. ‘But this is without doubt a sign of his great interior strength.’

	‘I will vouch for that,’ Lichnowsky interrupted. He had remained in the background, standing and pressing a smoking pipe between his teeth. ‘His small body is sometimes unable to control his enormous spirit. It’s as if a titan were trapped inside the body of a man.’

	‘If he hasn’t already been introduced to your group, Count Waldstein, maybe Prince Lichnowsky would be keen to steal him for our Viennese lodge,’ Mozart ventured, letting out a malevolent smile.

	‘No, he’s officially too young,’ Waldstein replied, ‘but he had been in the care of people we trust since he was a child. They have already instructed him in the basics of our wisdom.’

	‘If the young man decides to move to Vienna,’ Lichnowsky added ‘I can assure you that our brothers would be proud to welcome him into our group. You only need to look at him; he’s the embodiment of a cultured youth. Our men of tomorrow! A true potential mason!’ he exclaimed, raising his pipe exaltedly.

	‘I wouldn’t make too many plans for him, gentlemen,’ Waldstein interjected. ‘I can assure you that he won’t find himself with you or with me. Beethoven is a free spirit. It would be impossible to classify his greatness. He is unique, and he is beginning to realise it for himself. So, despite the respect that we have for the institution you belong to, and that we in Bonn feel a brotherly love,’ Waldstein gave a wink to his friend which went unseen by Mozart, ‘I predict that nobody will be able to tame this young beast.’

	Beethoven, shivering with cold, grew ever more puzzled as he listened. He had read something about the masons. Even though it was officially banned, the authorities turned a blind eye as long as the members didn’t cause problems. If at one time, according to popular belief, it was considered to be an association which kept its secrets well-guarded, he had always thought of it as just another social club. From the conversation it seemed that Count Waldstein belonged to another institution in Bonn. He couldn’t think of any other than the Teutonic Order. Waldstein as well as Stephan Breuning, another of his good friends, worked for it. But it was not at all secret. Of medieval origins, it had been founded with charitable aims but had also obtained control of vast tracts of land in central Europe and the Baltic from the papacy in return for fighting the infidels to whatever extremes necessary. This order had waned throughout the centuries and presently maintained only one elitist part which was exclusively linked to the Imperial Army. The truth was that it enjoyed an untainted social image.

	For a moment Beethoven thought how embarrassing it would be if he were to be caught. He looked around. He was perfectly camouflaged by the darkness and shadows which surrounded this side of the house. From his position he could only be seen from the street, but even then, the distance and lack of light were in his favour. He carried on listening.

	‘Very well, Mr Mozart,’ Lichnowsky continued. ‘Count Waldstein, a great admirer of yours, hasn’t only come to Vienna to see about his young ward’s possibilities. The two of us have been maintaining an intense correspondence and in the end, we have decided that we would like to share our concerns with you. We need your help.’

	Mozart arched an eyebrow; giving piercing stared to both parties.

	‘What are you talking about?’ he asked suspiciously.

	‘It’s about a kind of game. Count Waldstein has a riddle that nobody had resolve’ he added to try and make it more interesting.

	‘And he wants me to solve it? I don’t have the patience for games.’

	‘Maestro Mozart, we haven’t chosen you by chance,’ Lichnowsky added. ‘You see, a manuscript has fallen into Count Waldstein’s hands which we will show you shortly. As you will be able to see, it doesn’t appear to make any sense at all. Wise men throughout the ages have attempted to make sense of it without any success. Count Waldstein is convinced that the key lies in music, that’s why we have chosen the only person who can confirm his theory. If the Count is right, you have the key to solve the mystery.’

	‘Just a moment, just a moment!’ Mozart stretched out his arms in front of himself to show his protest. ‘Manuscript? Wise men of history? Would you please explain what you are talking about?’

	‘We’ll show you a perfect copy of the original scroll in a moment, and you’ll be able to see with your own eyes,’ the prince said. ‘Before that, all I ask is that you promise to keep this a secret, as appropriate to your position as Master Mason. This must not leave our circle or be mentioned after tonight. Consider the manuscript another trial on the upward path of ascension in the Masonic rituals.’

	‘I can see the importance that this must have for you both, but please understand that I refuse to waste my time on a riddle if you don’t give me any more information about its origin.’

	‘I’ll tell you all I know,’ Waldstein conceded solemnly. ‘The scroll belongs to a private collection of antiques,’ he lied as he didn’t want to reveal the truth about where it came from as by telling him that, he would give away a great friend’s secret. ‘Its origin goes back quite a few centuries and the message it contains has never been deciphered. It has passed through the hands of the wisest of men throughout the years: mathematicians, engineers, alchemists, linguists, historians; all kinds of experts have given up on the task. However, after only a glance at the document I had an enlightened idea. What if it wasn’t a hidden message? What if the code was hiding a musical score? I asked Prince Lichnowsky for advice in case any of his Masonic contacts could help me, being accustomed to codes, symbols and hidden messages as they are, and that’s why we’re here. If there is a hidden score in the manuscript, who better than you to decipher it?’

	It seemed that Mozart’s curiosity had been aroused. Scratching his beard, he rocked gently back and forth, weighing up his next words.

	‘Maestro Mozart,’ Prince Lichnowsky emphasized the word ‘Maestro’ in order to praise Mozart’s position in the Masonic hierarchy, ‘I would like to stress the importance that such a discovery as this would have on the lodge. We would be eternally grateful.’

	‘Enough chat! Of course you are right that I am the perfect candidate. I’ll have a look at whatever it is that you’ve brought here. But please, leave me alone, I’ll need all my powers of concentration. The servant will show you to one of the adjoining rooms where you can wait comfortably for me.’

	The musician rang a bell and a butler appeared immediately to lead them to the room next to the one they were in.

	On the outside of the house, Beethoven was rubbing his hands together to try and combat the intense cold. The conversation inside had taken a really interesting turn and he wouldn’t have dreamt of leaving before he found out what happened in the end.

	The Count and the Prince were in the next room to Mozart, whose window shared the façade of the house where Beethoven was hiding, meaning that he now found himself in the middle of the game. The positive side was that, from his privileged position, he could listen to the conversations in both rooms. On the other hand, his escape routes had been reduced drastically as any way he thought of to flee would mean running past one of the windows. He decided to remain as still as a statue and carry on listening.

	‘I don’t feel comfortable leaving his alone with the manuscript,’ Count Waldstein confided in Lichnowsky.

	‘Calm down,’ the other replied, ‘there’s nothing to worry about, it’s only a copy of the original scroll.’

	‘Have we done the right thing? Or do you think that we’ve been too rash, putting something of such great worth into the hands of that lunatic musician?’

	‘You are forgetting that the lunatic is the greatest, most prolific and innovative music genius the world has seen. He’s a man whose name will transcend this era, he had a superior mind.’ Lichnowsky paused respectfully. ‘He’s just what we need.’

	‘I don’t doubt Mozart’s value for the task,’ Waldstein admitted, ‘my doubts lie in his discretion. We have no idea what the message hidden behind the code could be, meaning that we don’t know how he will react if he does decipher it. Imagine that he resolves the mystery, memorises the message and yet tells us that he wasn’t able to make any sense of it. How can we trust him? Do you feel you know him well enough to tell if he’s lying?’

	‘The cards are on the table, Ferdinand.’ It sounded strange to Beethoven to hear Prince Lichnowsky call Count Waldstein by his name. ‘We risked a lot just taking the manuscript from its original location, we can’t turn back now.’

	‘Yes, Karl; I hope your tactic of making him think that it’s another of the Masonic initiation rituals works.’

	‘There’s no reason he should suspect that it isn’t; in my position as Grand Master of the Viennese lodge I am permitted to give this type of test, even though this is out of the ordinary protocol.’

	Beethoven’s curiosity to see the content of the manuscript was growing, but he couldn’t do a thing about it. Why hadn’t Count Waldstein mentioned anything to him about it during the journey? He was furious inside; his pride had been offended. Why had they chosen Mozart instead of him to decipher the score? He was thinking this just as the genius from Salzburg suddenly drew back the curtains completely.

	Beethoven jumped and stuck himself to the wall even more. At the same time, the moon disappeared behind some clouds, bathing the exterior of the house in a deeper darkness. He remembered his nocturnal walk a few days before. On that occasion the moon seemed to have guided him to the interior of the forest. Tonight, at just the right moment, the improvised help of the satellite had allowed him to remain hidden.

	It would seem as if the stars had aligned on that night to help the promising young musician bear witness to an important event.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The time has come

	To say fair's fair

	To pay the rent

	To pay our share

	The time has come

	A fact's a fact

	It belongs to them

	Let's give it back

	 

	Beds are burning. Midnight Oil.

	 


Chapter 25.

	Rasán turned out to be a man of few words. He had introduced himself as: ‘Forestry Engineer for the Far Forest Company, concession of the Indonesian government for the administration of its natural resources’. Bintang Habibi had introduced Miko and Alicia to his daughter’s ex-husband who had been friendly enough until Bintang asked him for the favour of taking them to the forest in Sumatra. The both of them were left speechless when the old man lied to his ex-son-in-law about the reason for their trip. He hid the story about how they were investigating the ‘Song of the Forest’ and invented a television documentary about sustainable development that Miko and Alicia’s own production company had chosen to film in Indonesia. Wouldn’t it be splendid to have firsthand experience of how the Sumatran forests were managed? And who better to guide them than someone who worked there? Rasán didn’t seem very enthusiastic about the idea, but he was unable to find an excuse to get out of it and so he resignedly accepted the foreigners’ presence, albeit disgruntled. Miko sensed the reasons behind the lie: if, as the old man claimed, the song belonged to the forest, it was better to leave the forestry company out of the matter – in case they wanted to make that their property too.

	They took an internal flight to Djambi, a river port city which was found in the east of the island of Sumatra. Rasán took his 4x4 jeep and hastily headed north east. After a few kilometres, when the forest began to dominate the landscape, they took a perfectly terraced road which headed into the heart of the increasingly dense jungle.

	‘Far Forest Company motorway,’ a sign warned. ‘Private Property. No entry.’

	Coming in the opposite direction all they could see was a long line of huge lorries filled with tree trunks or pieces of wood. The procession only stopped when the forest was submerged in darkness.

	They were alone on the road with only the two powerful headlights from Rasán’s 4x4 for company and with which to pierce the profound darkness. Alicia felt a little nervous and so tried to distract herself with conversation.

	‘Where are they taking all the wood?’ she asked from the back seat. She pulled herself forward so as to be between the two men in the front.

	‘To the cellulose plant,’ the engineer replied, coming out of his autism to answer a question about something that he was expert in. ‘Most of the virgin wood that Far Forest extracts is destined for the paper industry,’ he continued. ‘Those lorries are transporting it to some of the nearby factories where it’s made into pulp. The rest of it supplies the timber export industry.’

	‘Such a large industry must consume a lot of trees,’ Miko commented. ‘How many square metres of forest are felled every day?’

	Rasán hesitated before answering.

	‘We measure production in tonnes, not in hectares. Anyway, that’s the kind of information that our Head of Communication will give you when we arrive.’

	‘Judging by the size of those trunks they must have been growing for ages,’ Alicia deduced. ‘I suppose that the area is re-planted once all the trees have been cut down, right?’

	‘That’s right miss.’

	‘But at this rate of felling… it would be hard to imagine that there will be anything more than a few saplings by the time they have cut down the whole area. What’s the company’s policy on reforestation?’

	Rasán was growing more and more uncomfortable, not really because of the very direct questions from Alicia, but about how his boss was going to react to his bringing two western journalists with him. Unable to come up with a politically correct answer at the same time as driving he exploded, shouting:

	‘The forest is huge, we’ll never finish it off!’ He turned to face Alicia, ‘We generate wealth for this country, so don’t even try to judge us from your hypocritical western perspective!’

	Alicia slid back to her original position, surprised by Rasán’s reaction. He continued to preach to her, with his finger pointing accusingly until Miko’s deep voice interrupted him with a sudden, desperate shout.

	‘A trunk on the road!’ he screamed as he grabbed the steering wheel and yanked it violently to try and make it change direction and so avoid a crash.

	 

	A head on crash, surprise; spinning, screaming, fear; somersaults, silence.

	The car, now converted into a mass of metal was smoking dangerously at the side of the road.

	Nobody was moving inside the vehicle, but something was stirring in the area around it. Shadows were swiftly changing positions in silence. Carefully, a small group of men came out onto the road and approached the huge trunk that had been placed so as to block both lanes. They became involved in a short discussion in which a few cries of reproach could be heard. Next they split up: some made their way quickly to the 4x4 while others stayed alert, on watch for any oncoming vehicles. In reality they knew that this was unlikely as they had been observing the road for some weeks now and had seen that it was extremely rare for anything to pass after the sun had set.

	 

	The next morning, the first lorry driver who passed that way was shocked to see the state of the car in the ditch. Not seeing any signs or tape to indicate that somebody had already been there he stopped and got out to take a look. He found that the vehicle was empty. The passengers must have been attended by the emergency services he thought to himself in relief, realizing that that absolved him of the need to fill out an accident form. As he was returning to the lorry something inside the jeep caught his eye. A piece of paper held down by a stone had been placed on the roof, which was now upside down. It must have been put there after the accident! He grabbed the paper and read:

	‘From the Rimba people to the Far Forest Company and the Indonesian government: leave this forest. The kidnapped person will only be freed when the noise of your chain saws disappears.’

	The driver hesitated for a moment. A kidnapping! Was that even possible? What a mess he’d stumbled across! It would have been better not to have got out of his lorry. For a moment he thought about just leaving everything as it was and carrying on without saying anything to anyone, but then he changed his mind. In reality he didn’t have anything to worry about. The Far Forest Company was used to dealing with the wild natives of the forest. The chief of security earned his money by eliminating the problems that they might cause for the company. He would know what to do about it all. The indigenous people didn’t know what they had gotten themselves into.


Chapter 26.

	Egypt, 532 B.C. 

	 

	Pythagoras woke up shaking in the middle of the night. What was he doing, sleeping outside? That was when his amazing vision of the music of the spheres came back to him, and he had the urge to write it all down in his personal diary, just as he did with all his ideas and thoughts.

	He lit an oil lamp and found a new roll of papyrus that was thick and dry. His new discoveries deserved it.

	There, on the shelves around the room, was the enormous collection of papyrus on which Pythagoras recorded his research, calculations and theories; all perfectly ordered. He wrote down all the things he learnt from Enufis about science and Egyptian traditions and also added his own comments and notes in the margins so he could return to them at a later date to elaborate on them.

	In the nineteen years that he had lived in Egypt he had accumulated a huge amount of them. The papers were divided into themes. In one corner he kept all his writings about astronomy, the first subject that he was fascinated by when he arrived in Heliopolis, amazed as he was by the precision of the Egyptian calendar.

	Later he became interested in the arithmetical knowledge of the people who lived in the Nile valley. He was taught about what they called the magic triangle, and how it was used to measure nearly everything, principally to divide up land. It was a triangle whose sides measured three, four and five units. This meant that the angle formed by the two shortest sides made a right angle. It was as simple as it was exact, and he had set himself the task of one day finding out the arithmetical secret behind this unique geometric shape.

	Pythagoras realised how fortunate he had been to find a friend like Enufis in Egypt. With his deeply held beliefs in the culture of his ancestors, his privileged mind, which was also capable of dealing with the pack-mentality of the bureaucrats, he had risen up the hierarchy of the temple of Hathor. Despite not being one of the most popular divinities amongst the general population, the recent arrival to Amosis II to the throne had caused an increase in the functions of the temple. The cult of the Sun had been re-instigated and the long-forgotten city of Heliopolis was timidly reborn. So, the goddess Hathor, as daughter of Ra, god of the sun and wife of Horus, god of the sky, she was deified as queen of the heavens. She embodied the companion and guide to Ra in his daily journey in the solar boat, and also represented the night sky. In short, she was the creator and regenerator of all that existed.

	In their conversations, Pythagoras had observed that Enufis wasn’t only learned in classical science and that which was taught in schools but he was also interested in what happened in other realms. In general, Egyptians justified anything that couldn’t be explained rationally as something left over from the legacy of the gods. Enufis wasn’t convinced by this argument and probed as much as he could into the historical archives at the temple to see if he could find the origin for what he considered to be ambiguities that were difficult to explain logically.

	He dipped his quill in ink and started to write. He experienced something like a new dimension to his senses. In the past, numbers had served to organise an imaginary universe made up of lines, points and planes on paper. With them he had been able to contribute advances to the mathematas of arithmetic and geometry. This, however, was different because the numbers were not only explaining the order of things; the things themselves were nothing more than numbers. Music had been the key. From now on he would study this sublime experience, this expression of the perfect order of the cosmos in something genuinely human.

	He had been writing for hours when his eyelids closed, begging for sleep. The sun was announcing its arrival as it started to weakly illuminate the horizon when some loud bangs on the door shook him out of his slumber. He swayed over to open it.

	‘Let’s go!’ Enufis urged. ‘We’re going on a journey today.’

	The Egyptian man’s determined appearance vanquished the Greek’s tiredness.

	‘Where are we going? If that’s not too much to ask.’

	‘My friend, it’s a crime that you’ve been here so much time and yet you haven’t seen the only monument still standing that you Greeks called one of the Seven Wonders of the World.’

	‘The pyramids at Giza!’ Pythagoras exclaimed.

	‘Come on or it’ll be too late,’ Enufis pressured. ‘They aren’t very far away, but we’ll be travelling by camels so we’ll be lucky to get there before nightfall.’

	At midday they were crossing the Iteru, which the Greeks had christened Neilus, on a riverboat. No sooner had they left the other shore than they could see the three peaks in the distance: thousand-year-old ghosts that appeared to rise up from the very heart of the desert, shimmering in the heat given off by the dunes.

	Pythagoras contemplated the unreal silhouette of the profile of pyramids on the horizon and it seemed to him that they trembled, moved by a mysterious interior force.

	As they got closer, the blocks of stone grew ever more imposing. Pythagoras observed them open-mouthed while Enufis, looking at him out of the corner of his eye, smiled to himself as he studied the Greek man’s face.

	They went upriver towards the south face of the small meseta from which those intriguing shapes rose and then rode towards the base of the first of the pyramids, the smallest. Pythagoras dismounted from his camel and, stupefied, walked around the perimeter of the pyramid without being able to take his eyes off the top.

	When he turned around he was faced with the second pyramid. It was still almost completely covered with its original surface of rock, meaning that its walls were perfectly smooth. This fact gave it a special luminosity, as if it was generating its own light. He went up to it and, with open hands, he approached slowly. He felt how hard it was, stroked its smooth surface and allowed himself to be penetrated by the coldness of the rock.

	He continued to walk silently around those stone giants, absorbed by the incredible constructions. The third pyramid, the biggest, left his speechless. Stuck in the sand, he allowed himself to be intoxicated by the subtlety of its beautiful shapes. The edges, vertices and faces were the embodiment of harmony expressed in geometric forms, a magical volume which appeared to have been placed there by some divine intervention as his mind couldn’t fathom how such a work of art could have been built by man, and even more because they had been built at least two thousand years before.

	As he got closer he was displeased to observe how its surface had been partially looted by people who had seen it as a never-ending quarry. This terrible detail marred the overall impression of the monument, bringing him back to reality.

	He looked back and saw Enufis who had been following him silently and patiently, not wanting to disturb the Greek during this special moment.

	‘Come, let’s go over to that palm grove,’ suggested the Egyptian. ‘We can continue to enjoy these wonders while we rest and talk peacefully.’

	His eyes never leaving the three pyramids which stood out against the mauve sky of the slow dusk, Enufis gave him a lecture about the numeric secrets that were hidden in the measurements and proportions of the Great Pyramid.

	Pythagoras went on to explain the relationship that he had found between the numbers one to four and the harmony of notes. Aided by a palm branch, he drew the instrument he had built and then used stones to make his explanation more graphic.

	‘The key to all this is in numbers,’ Pythagoras stated with no attempt to hide his enthusiasm. ‘And not in just any numbers; let’s say this stone represents the base note, or number one.’

	‘Correct,’ Enufis agreed abruptly.

	‘With number two,’ Pythagoras put two stones together and placed them under the first, ‘we make the first harmony: a half. Half of the chord gives us a harmonic note. It’s no ordinary note, it corresponds to the same sound but it is sharper.’

	‘In that case, it corresponds to the last note of our pentatonic scale; or to put it another way, the first note in the next scale.’

	‘Exactly,’ confirmed the Greek, happy that Enufis followed him without hesitation.

	‘But let’s go on. Now we incorporate number three.’ Pythagoras took three stones and put them under the two previous ones. ‘Two over three, just as you showed me, is the most harmonic note, the one which for you Egyptians build on and repeat to make the sacred scale.’

	Enufis nodded, expectantly waiting for the next step in the other’s reasoning.

	‘That’s not where the matter ends,’ explained the Greek. ‘Next we need to take the fourth,’ he said picking up four more stones and placing them under the previous three. ‘Here we see the relationship between the numbers ‘three over four’ creates a note which harmonises with the first.’

	Pythagoras was growing more and more excited, but he waited for Enufis’ response which was taking some time as he digested the conclusions.

	‘Surprising!’ he exclaimed. ‘You have extended the Egyptian theory of music which is based on the two thirds relationship to numeric relationships between the numbers one to four. You’ve astounded me!’

	The fact that Enufis approved of his theory catapulted him to a state of complete jubilation.

	‘The order of the universe, transferred to men through music, is shown to us by numbers. Numbers are everything!’ he shouted as he leapt to his feet. ‘We can explain everything through numbers…! Everything!’

	Enufis seemed to be distant from his friend’s state of elation, remaining absorbed, staring at the ground where Pythagoras had left the stones.

	Pythagoras began jumping around on the sand as if he had been possessed by the spirit of Osiris. At the same time the sun disappeared completely and in the dome-like sky above, the stars were shining. The Greek took this as a sign.

	‘The universe resonates with the sound of the heavens! The music of the spheres!’ he shouted, repeating the same words over and over again, beside himself.

	‘The music of the spheres!’ he repeated. ‘The music of the spheres!’

	His voiced bounced back in echoes, amplified by the walls of the pyramids and held in the hot night air. He carried on jumping and shouting until he ran out of breath. He leaned forward, his hands on his hips, trying to get his breath back. That’s when he saw that Enufis had also fallen into a trance. His eyes were open wide and he was pointing excitedly with his finger.

	Pythagoras, a little shocked by his friend’s lost gaze, calmed down and went over to him. He stood beside him, staying away from the invisible ray that Enufis seemed to be sending out from his extended finger more from superstition than any other, rational reason. Something strange caught his eye from the ground. He saw how Enufis had arranged the stones in descending order: one at the top, two under that one to the left and right and so on until ending with four stones in the lowest line. Enufis had made a perfect triangle with the ten stones!

	 

	[image: Pirámide de diez puntos, dispuestos en filas de uno, dos, tres y cuatro.]

	 

	Pythagoras followed Enufis’ trembling finger with his gaze and found that what he was pointing at was the same triangular shape depicted on the sand. Enufis was clearly pointing to the wall of the Great Pyramid as the only witness, silent and imposing at it was, to the great revelation.

	 


Chapter 27.

	The frenetic movement that he’d been feeling unconsciously for the past few hours stopped and woke Miko. A sharp pain in his chest reminded him of the car accident. But… where was he? It was a far cry from a hospital. In the end he managed to focus his mind, fighting off his intense headache. He was locked in. A rough cage made of bamboo made it impossible to move.

	Lying on his side, he clung to the bars and moved his face so he could see through them. A group of people were chatting a few metres away. The morning was beginning and they seemed to be resting after a long night’s walk in a clearing in the jungle. They were the indigenous people of the forest and he was their prey!

	A movement from inside the cell made him jump. There was someone else in there with him. Alicia! He turned around straight away and saw, horrified, that it wasn’t the Spanish woman but Rasán, who seemed to be still sleeping, or maybe it was even worse. Terrified, he tried to sit up, but he could barely straighten his body without his head hitting the top of the cage. He looked around, but there was no sign of Alicia. Had she been taken to another cage? Why wasn’t she close by? Had they taken here to a different place? A terrible feeling came over him. Had they abandoned her? Or, worse still, had she managed to survive the car accident?

	 

	Alicia slowly regained consciousness. She appeared between some bushes, her clothes soaking wet. She discovered to her horror that it wasn’t water but blood that was seeping out of thousands of holes that covered he whole body. Flung violently out of the vehicle, she had landed on top of some thorns which had saved her life by absorbing the impact against the ground.

	The darkness and solitude that surrounded her overpowered the terrible pain that was paralyzing her. What had happened to Miko? And Rasán? Clenching her teeth, she stood up and got out of the bushes. She was able to walk a few steps, but her legs were injured and she had to fall to her knees and crawl until she could see the road.

	She found it strange to feel the activity of people moving in the darkness. If the emergency services had arrived, why weren’t there any lights? Where was the ambulance? She was about to cry for help with all the energy she had left but she stopped herself at the last minute. The moon appeared from behind a cloud, illuminating the terrible scene that was playing out right in front of her. She could make out how they took a body from the car and put it into a square contraption, where another body was already lying.

	Fear froze her muscles. These people were taking Miko and Rasán, but she had no idea why. She now understood that the huge trunk lying across the road hadn’t fallen by accident, it was there because of a premeditated action. Whoever had put it there had done it with the intention of stopping the car.

	She reconsidered her position. She was certain that they hadn’t seen her there. She could hide. She dragged herself behind a thick tree trunk whose roots were bulging up from the ground to form a natural barricade and that was where the little strength she had left abandoned her and she fell into a deep sleep.

	 


Chapter 28.

	The small plane was about to land on the only strip of land that had been cleared of snow as far as the eye could see. Philippe Lecygne had no idea what Peter wanted to show him here in the frozen land of Alaska, but he hadn’t hesitated to say yes to the trip that his best friend’s son had proposed when he called him a month after he had cornered him in that bar.

	Peter had decided to trust Lecygne. As a friend of his father’s, his loyalty wasn’t in question, and as someone who was familiar with the inner workings of The Academy, he needed him.

	George Vanderbilt’s body had been found by a student lying on the floor of his office at the university. The effects of the sounds that Peter had subjected him to in the echo chamber had caused a stroke meaning that there had been no need to pretend that there had been any other cause of death. No autopsy would have been able to point to the cause of the stroke being the terrible combination of sounds and so he was declared to have died of natural causes and Peter escaped any police investigations.

	In the new meeting held for the heads of The Academy under Tutmosis III’s obelisk for the transmigration of George Vanderbilt’s soul he had begun to test the water with regards to the most influential member’s reaction to the readmission of Lecygne. He had also managed to get Stephen Barrow, who he was sure he could control easily, voted in as the next Grand Master. His plan to take complete control over The Academy was all going as he wanted it to.

	‘Thanks for the clue that you gave me. Now I feel that I know my father a little better, and maybe even myself,’ Peter said.

	‘Your father was the best person I ever knew, Peter. He lived for you and William.’

	He had taken advantage of the journey from New York to catch him up on his discovery of Pythagoras’ scroll in the attic that his father had dedicated to the philosophy of the wise Greek, and of his intention of following in his footsteps to bring his brother William back into consciousness. However, he thought it wise not to mention his achievement in the echo chamber.

	‘Why were you expelled from The Academy?’ Peter asked directly.

	Lecygne took a deep breath, trying to sum up such a long story in a few words.

	‘Your father and I had some ideas about what The Academy should be which weren’t popular with the rest of our colleagues. We proposed a return to our origins, that’s to say: discipline in our behaviour, austerity, contemplation, scientific study as well as demanding a more important place for spirituality in our organisation. We were supposed to aiming to purifying our souls, whereas in reality the only thing we were concerned about was making our record companies’ bank accounts grow.’

	‘So in that case why didn’t they expel my father too?’

	‘Until then The Academy thought it had us under control. A couple of radicals like us didn’t really pose a threat and our work was very important to them. The problem came later. He and I stole the Pythagoras scroll from The Academy’s secret archives so that we could study them in detail. When they realised that they were missing they suspected us straight away. Even though neither of us wanted to leave The Academy we agreed that one of us should take the blame so that the other could remain inside. I said that I had stolen it and your father was never suspected.’

	‘Did you return the scroll then?’

	‘No way! It was my insurance policy. If I had returned it, I would have died. The Academy didn’t really believe in the scroll, but neither did they want it to fall into external hands. They knew that I had never intended to make it public, so they left me in peace.’

	‘I left it hidden where I found it, but I’m not sure if we should put it somewhere else. Maybe The Academy is planning to follow my steps so they can recuperate it…’

	‘Don’t worry about that; The Academy forgot all about that wrinkled manuscript years ago. Your father decided to hide it there, and that’s where it should stay.’

	Once they had landed, Lecygne contemplated the extensive area that spread out within a battered wire fence that was almost lost in the whiteness. A high tension line which was supported by enormous steel towers went into the area and ended in a huge transformer station. Some pre-fabricated hangars made a circle around a tall watch tower and further away could be seen a group of slim structures which were supported by varying levels of cables anchored to the ground.

	‘Where have you brought me?’

	‘Welcome to the new Houses of Arithmetic and Geometry.’

	‘It looks like an abandoned military base,’ Lecygne replied.

	‘I bought the installations from the US Ministry of Defence,’ Peter announced. ‘This place was known as the ‘Centre for International Retransmission’, but that was just a front for a secret military station.’

	‘Ah, now I understand why those huge antennae are doing here,’ said Lecgyne. ‘But since when are you an expert in military intelligence? Would you mind telling me how you have come to posses all this supposedly secret information?’

	‘Nowadays no government is safe from leaks about its security and even less when websites like Wikileaks exist. All I had to do was make a couple of calls, offer a lot of money, and the Pentagon was able to get rid of this ramshackled facility.

	‘And what were the military doing here?’

	‘To the Soviets it was nothing more than a transmitter of anti-communist propaganda and, although it is true that from here they were constantly bombarded with anti-regime messages, its fundamental mission was to study the woodpecker signal.’

	‘Woodpecker?’ Philippe’s interest was growing.

	‘Yes, the mysterious low frequency signal that was emitted from somewhere within the USSR and that was perfectly audible as a constant tapping on any radio ham’s receiver all over the world. The Pentagon was obsessed with that signal for years. Was it a communication channel for Soviet troops who were spread out all over the planet? A remote control to activate their nuclear warheads?’

	‘I suppose that it could be some kind of radio marker similar to the GPS we have now…’ Lecygne hypothesized.

	‘The fact is that, with the arrival of Perestroika, the signal disappeared and nothing more was ever revealed about it. After the wall came down, our army withdrew from the base and it has been abandoned until today, when it is re-born from the ashes to serve The Academy.’

	Peter indicated that they should make their way to one of the hangars. The cold was intense, but luckily it wasn’t snowing and the terrible wind that could blow across these latitudes was remaining calm.

	They pushed open a metal door and a wave of heat hit them in the face. The heating was on maximum.

	Lecygne was surprised by the shining, immaculate state of the facility. Fluorescent tubes, metal doors, modern office furniture, the slight hum of machinery working… even the air smelled artificial.

	‘We’ll start with the House of Arithmetic,’ Peter announced.

	‘This is nothing like the one I remember!’ Lecygne exclaimed, removing his overcoat.

	‘Arithmetic means ‘the art of counting’, and who leads the field in that these days?’ Peter gave a theatrical pause after his question. ‘Computers.’

	They opened the door to one of the rooms that led onto the main corridor. There were steel structures as far as they could see, each one containing the latest in computer technology. There were people lifting up the false flooring and carrying out last minute installations.

	‘Did you have all this built with the sole aim of deciphering the message in Pythagoras’ scroll?’ Lecgyne asked.

	They went into a room filled with screens that were being watched by operators. From there, they controlled the machines and subsystems of the supercomputer.

	‘In the House of Arithmetic we are getting close to the Pythagorean secret through computer analysis of its code. We haven’t skimped on resources: hundreds of supercomputers working around the clock, dozens of IT specialist working on programming, eminent mathematicians researching the most modern techniques in code breaking…’

	‘But Peter, what if the scroll isn’t authentic?’

	‘Philippe, my father was right, and I’m going to crack the mystery. If you have reservations, then I’m afraid I may have made a mistake inviting you.’

	‘The doubt will never completely disappear. Bear in mind that the manuscript represents a strange ‘OOPArt’ – an out of place artefact. Pythagoras lived twenty-five centuries ago, when the word ‘encrypted’ still hadn’t been invented. It wasn’t until the era of Julius Cesar when a technique to encrypt and decipher message was developed because of the need to keep certain information safe as it crossed the long distances of the Roman Empire.’

	‘Pythagoras was ahead of his time, Philippe. He knew what message he wanted to send and to whom.’

	‘Your father already tried every known method of getting a musical score out of the code on the scroll. I tried to help him, but to no avail. In the end I reached the conclusion that those strange characters had nothing to do with musical annotations.’

	‘The way we represent music today dates back to the Middle Ages. Before that, music was learnt orally, so therefore we can’t limit ourselves to analysing the message with our own eyes, we need to employ methods that Pythagoras had in his time.’

	‘What your father and I did was to try and substitute letters for musical notes.’

	‘This was the simplest approach, but the problem is that as there are twenty-four different characters in the text, there are four hundred and three billion billion possible combinations. If we also consider that we don’t know the musical scale that the notes are represented on, then the musical variations are infinite. That’s why these computers are going to be such a big help.’

	‘Peter, I already argued about this with your father. What if your hypothesis that the code is a musical score isn’t right? The verses are conclusive, they mention a treasure, but it could be in another form. Maybe a place, or a route, a chemical process, a mathematical formula… I don’t know!’

	‘Don’t think that it hasn’t crossed my mind. The music of the spheres could be nothing more than a metaphor for something bigger; a concept to explain the order of the universe! The most renown physicists of the twentieth century have wracked their brains on the so-called ‘Theory of Everything’ which tries to encapsulate all the major theories in one: gravity, relativity and quantum. Not even Einstein managed it. Can you imagine the power that the owner of such a discovery would have? The ‘best imaginable treasure’ is the power to control the world a one’s whim, only having to move the elements of the formula in order to provoke the desired reaction.’

	Lecygne frowned at his friend’s exalted speech.

	‘I don’t think that such knowledge was at man’s reach five hundred years before Christ.’

	‘It’s been the blink of an eye since then,’ Peter stated with his gaze drifting out over the artificial area in front of them and even farther out than the snow surrounding them. ‘The supercomputer in the House of Arithmetic will be able to carry out millions of operations a second, surpassing the limitations of our brains. One minute of calculations on the computer is equal to one hundred years of scientific advances. It could be only a question of days before we break the code on the scroll!’

	‘It’s not a bad idea,’ Lecygne replied calmly, trying to balance Peter’s heightened emotional state. ‘Have you got anything else to show me?’

	‘Let’s go back outside,’ Peter said, allowing the tension in his muscles to relax a little. ‘We need to talk about geometry.’

	Back in the snow, Peter guided him to the base of a control tower that rose up in the middle of the area. A double door opened on detecting their presence and revealed a lift. When they reached the top, Lecygne contemplated what appeared to be the air traffic control room in an airport. It was surrounded by large windows and at the centre there were some tables with modern computers on them. It still smelled of plaster and paint.

	‘Welcome to the ear of the world,’ said Peter, opening his arms.

	‘What?’ Lecygne asked, puzzled.

	‘I have been going over the question of how the mathemata of geometry could be useful to us. Tell me, Philippe, what was geometry to Pythagoras?’

	Lecygne rubbed his chin repeatedly before answering.

	‘It could be said that it was the subject in which he excelled, and for which he passed into the history books thanks to his theorem.’

	‘I believe that he understood geometry as a practical part of arithmetic, the physical expression of numbers, the materialization in a three-dimensional world of the abstract concepts of mathematics.’

	‘But Peter, what has this place, all the antennae, got to do with geometry?’

	‘My dear Philippe, geometry is about measuring, representing, dividing, modelling… The role of the House of Geometry will be to do exactly that: listen, translate, filter and analyse sound waves. We’ll search radio signals from all over the world. As I said before, we are the ears of the earth. All the music on the planet will pass through here.’

	‘But not all transmissions will reach us out here on sound waves… there will be things that escape us.’

	‘That’s why we’re going to extend our search to the radio stations that broadcast on the internet, the streaming services, on demand music servers, online services for smart TVs, music shops for smart phones, social networking sites and apps that are for sharing music… We’re also going to deploy thousands of sounding lines all over the world that will record local radio broadcasts as well as cinemas, rehearsal rooms, television advertising producers… We’ll have our ear glued to wherever there’s sound. This is where we’ll compile all the information and analyse the signals.’

	‘Why deploy all this technology?’ Lecygne asked worriedly.

	Peter wasn’t bothered by his friend’s apparent opposition; quite the opposite in fact. He was feeling more satisfied every minute about having him to count on. His scholarly, ingenious and visionary brain was the perfect complement to his own more practical and calculating character. Did his father’s soul, after having snuck inside him, have anything to do with the ease that they had clicked so quickly?

	‘To search the music of the spheres! A long time has passed since Pythagoras lived on earth, somewhere around the sixth century B.C. What if his discovering didn’t remain a secret like we’re supposing? It’s probable that, although Pythagoras never had children, he could have left this valuable treasure to a disciple or friend. We have no idea whether this knowledge was revealed in another way, or even is someone has found it without realizing what it was. From here, we can see if anything like this has happened. The procedure will be completely automated and computerized. This station is going to be a funnel for all musical compositions on the planet, which will pass through the super computer in order to check for similarities in all songs with the different combinations that are extracted from Pythagoras’ scroll.’

	‘You’ve got a huge task ahead.’

	‘We’ve got,’ corrected Peter. ‘Philippe, I want you back inside The Academy again. You already know that Vanderbilt’s place needs to be filled as quickly as possible after the sad event of his death.’

	‘I’d be happy to if that would help you,’ Lecygne answered. ‘But it’s impossible. The Academy wouldn’t have me back under any condition.’

	‘They’ll do as I tell them, don’t worry. The Academy is growing ever-more dependent on me. If they resist, I’ll have to remind them that, thanks to my musical manipulations, I’m the only one who can maintain them in their current luxurious lifestyles.’

	‘We’ll have to return the scroll to them. They won’t have me back otherwise.’

	‘Don’t worry; we’ll make an exact copy of the content before we hand it over. By the way, do you know of any laboratory which can carry out Carbon-14 tests to check the age of it?’

	‘Yes, I know some of the most reputable centres in the country, but why do you want to have it dated? We know that Pythagoras lived in the sixth century B.C.’

	‘Yes, but animal skin wasn’t used as paper until much later. I want to know who copied it and why. That missing link could help us to unravel the mystery.’

	Lecygne accompanied his doubts with a few seconds of silence.

	‘Peter, tell me, what would I get from going back to The Academy? I don’t really think I belong there anymore. They’ve distorted Pythagoras’ message so much that if the old man were to come back to life, he’d be horrified by what his community has become.’

	‘Philippe, that’s precisely why I want you to come back, to return The Academy to its original purpose, the study of science and the purification of the soul, physical austerity and the cultivation of the mind and spirit. Wasn’t that what you and my father were chasing?’

	Lecygne was paralysed, staring at his best friend’s son. He could see the same passion that Sebastian Bigelow had put into all he did reflected in his eyes but added to that was a larger dose of ambition.

	‘How could I refuse?’

	


Chapter 29.

	Miko busied himself with carrying out a thorough analysis of his captors. They were standing a few metres away and they were staring at him with a surly look on their faces, although they couldn’t hide their discomfort at some unexpected delay. Judging by the sound of machetes cutting that was coming from somewhere close by, it was clear that they were hurrying to build something.

	They all looked as if they had been cut from the same pattern: brown skin, wide nose, slightly almond-shaped eyes and a moustache which fell slightly below the corner of their mouths. Their frizzy hair, black, dirty and tangled made their already prominent heads even more noticeable. Barefoot, the only clothes they wore were loin cloths made of material which covered their behinds.

	On the chief’s orders they got closer and put their hands on the bars. They shook Rasán’s body which woke him abruptly, causing him to shake himself. His eyes open as wide as they could, were the very picture of bewilderment.

	‘Where am I? Where am I?’ he shouted, beside himself. ‘Who the hell are these people?’ he asked Miko, holding on to what was left of his shirt.

	‘I don’t know, but we’re alive. Let’s let them explain.’ Miko addressed the group with the most dignified tone he could manage. ‘Who are you, and what do you want?’

	The indigenous group was silent.

	‘Do you want money?’ Rasán asked nervously. ‘I work in the Far Forest Company, they’ll pay my ransom. I could do it myself if you let me go free. I’ll go and get the money; you can come with me to make sure I keep my word.’

	‘I don’t think that’s very intelligent,’ Miko whispered. He was sure he knew the motive for the kidnapping. ‘Your company is cutting down their trees.’

	‘This is a kidnapping and what they want is money!’ Rasán replied, irritated. ‘Can’t you see? They’re starving. The quicker we can get the ransom, the more likely we are to get out of this alive so just let me negotiate with them.’

	‘Do you understand our language?’ Miko shouted, ignoring Rasán’s request.

	No answer.

	‘Where is the girl?’ asked Miko, letting a cry of pain slip out. His lip had been spit and there was blood coming from it.

	The leader of the group exchanged a few words with his colleagues without taking his eyes off the prisoners.

	The ones who were further away returned with the structure that they had finished building. It was another cage, a similar size to the first, made as the first was with cane tied together with palm leaves. They put it next to the other and opened the upper door. At the chief’s order, they took Miko out of the shared cage and put him in the new one, without him putting up any kind of resistance.

	‘What are they doing?’ Rasán asked anxiously. ‘They’re separating us!’

	The chief commanded that they lift both cages using the long poles that were attached to them and they started walking again.

	‘They’ve divided up the weight so they can go faster,’ Miko answered.

	Damn it! he said to himself, I’m just collateral damage.

	 

	‘Miss, miss!’ are you okay?’

	The voice sounded like it was coming straight from heaven. Alicia emerged from the depths of her sleep.

	‘Come on, the stretcher, here, quickly! There’s an injured woman!’

	She wanted to open her eyes and ask for Miko but she couldn’t. In fact, she found herself floating on a cloud which distorted all the outlines of what she could see as well as all the sounds she could hear. Through the cloud she was able to sense how they were taking her out of the forest and to an ambulance next to the road. The wrecked 4x4 was being towed away by a truck. There had been a large search party, but before the ambulance door closed she was able to make out that the vehicles weren’t official, all of them had the Far Forest Company logo on them.

	When she awoke she was in a bed. From the smell of bleach, the starched sheets and the perfect line of neighbouring beds, she assumed that she was in a sick bay. She felt thankful for being alive, but a thought soon jumped into her head that marred her happiness. She had seen how two men took Miko away after the accident. She had to raise the alarm, but there was nobody there!

	She wanted to get up quickly but her movement was restricted by the tight bandages that covered her body. She checked herself over and found that there wasn’t a single centimetre of her skin that wasn’t wrapped in a bandage. The shocking sight of her mummy costume was underneath a pair of pyjamas that she couldn’t recollect putting on. She tried another, less brusque, way of getting up but she doubled up in pain as if they had put ground glass under the bandages instead of antiseptic. On the bright side, it appeared that none of her bones were broken and so she persisted in the heroic act of trying to put a foot on the floor.

	Just as she was about to achieve her goal, a door at the end of the room opened and a medical team entered, walking towards her with another, huge and hostile looking man dressed in military clothes.

	‘You shouldn’t be exerting yourself,’ the doctor recommended when he reached her side, while two nurses who appeared to be locals helped her to lie back down.

	‘Where am I?’ Alicia asked urgently.

	‘In the infirmary at the Far Forest Company,’ the medic answered in a friendly voice. ‘I’m doctor Fajím. We picked you up after the road accident. The truth is that it was a miracle us finding you, you’d been thrown behind some enormous trees. You have a lot of injuries but they are all minor, nothing serious. Most of them are superficial cuts, but we’ve bandaged you all over as they were so extensive. You’ve also had a nasty knock to your back. We’ll have to keep you under observation, but I’m sure you’ll be fine in a couple of days.’

	‘Miss Del Toro,’ the soldier said seriously, soon cancelling out the pleasant tone of the doctor. ‘I am Colonel Marcel Westpoint, Head of Security for the Far Forest Company. As it would seem that you are feeling a little better, I would like to ask you some questions if you don’t mind.’

	Alicia was surprised that he already knew her name.

	‘Where are the people who were travelling with me?’ she asked straight away.

	‘That’s exactly what I wanted to talk about. If you’ll excuse me…’ the look he gave the doctor and nurses was so clear that they fled instantly. The man knew how to command respect. ‘Were you travelling in the vehicle that was involved in the accident?’

	‘Can’t you see from the way I’m injured? How else do you think I could end up like this?’ Alicia asked indignantly.

	‘I’ll take that as a ‘yes’,’ the colonel noted, pausing a moment. ‘Who was travelling with you in the car?’

	‘Miko Tarvuk and Rasán; who you should already know as he is an employee of the company.’

	‘Yes, we know Rasán. Why were you and Mr Tarvuk in the car with Rasán?’

	Alicia took a moment to reply while she recalled the story they had invented in order to get there.

	‘We work for a company that produces documentaries and we wanted to use Sumatra as a case study to show a success story for sustainable development. We’re here without cameras or anything, it was just to make contact and get a feel for the place while we start choosing content.’

	The huge man, sitting on a stool that looked like a child’s toy compared to his size, arched a sceptical eyebrow.

	‘You’ll be able to provide more information about all this, I hope. That way I can verify your identity.’

	‘Look, Mr Westpoint,’ Alicia warned as she grew tired of all the suspicion. ‘I’ve been in a car accident and the other passengers have disappeared. Are you going to tell me that you’ve found them, or are you going to carry on wasting time asking me stupid questions?’

	The colonel didn’t move a muscle in reaction to the Spanish woman’s outburst.

	‘Aha,’ he affirmed in the end. ‘You already know that the other two have disappeared… interesting. Could you tell me how you have come by that information when you were supposedly unconscious until we found you?’

	Alicia was dumbstruck; she couldn’t believe what she was going through. Why wasn’t this soldier out looking for Miko and Rasán instead of treating her like a suspect? The soldier continued.

	‘I know a lot of activists who are capable of injuring themselves in order to infiltrate our company …’ he pointed at her accusingly with an enormous index finger and shouted: ‘Those kinds of ecologist are capable of planning a kidnapping, demanding a ransom whilst trying to get a mole into the victim’s home!’

	Alicia recalled the image of some shadows taking away Miko and Rasán.

	‘Are you saying that Miko and Rasán have been kidnapped?’ her heart was filled with a dark terror. ‘But by whom? And why?’

	Marcel Westpoint scrutinised the Spanish woman’s eyes, searching for a sign that she might be lying.

	He didn’t seem to find what he was looking for and so he changed tack a little.

	‘Miss Del Toro, you should know that your colleague and Rasán have been kidnapped by a group of indigenous people: the Rimba; the Far Forest has been suffering these rebels’ acts of terrorism and sabotage for some time now. Truth be told, we would never have expected an attack like the one you have been a victim of. I admit that these savages have surpassed my expectations.’

	Alicia remembered the huge trunk which had fallen across the road. The crash had been brutal but she was sure that if Rasán had had his eyes on the road, rather than looking back at her as he rebuked her, he would have had time to stop.

	‘I saw them,’ Alicia said as she recalled what had happened.

	‘You saw the tribe take your friends away? Tell me everything. How many were there? What did they do?’

	Alicia shifted a little in order to support her back against the headboard.

	‘I was unable to move much, but I saw a group of people in the darkness, they were putting Rasán and Miko into a box.’

	‘Did you see in which direction they went?’

	‘No, I was really weak and I stayed hidden behind a tree. Colonel, from what I could tell, neither Miko nor Rasán were conscious. We need to hurry up and pay the ransom; they may both be in really bad physical shape.’

	‘You shouldn’t worry yourself too much about your friends’ health. If they weren’t alright, they wouldn’t have taken them. A dead hostage isn’t worth a penny, what’s more, it makes negotiation even more difficult.’

	‘How much have they demanded?’

	‘You see, miss,’ the soldier paused. ‘They haven’t exactly asked for money. All the demand is that the forest returns to being theirs, and the Far Forest leaves here and allowed them to live in peace. A very difficult demand to meet I warn you.’

	Just then, the loud slamming of a door distracted their attention to the entrance of the infirmary. A group of executives dressed in elegant suits, approached them confidently. At the head was a self-assured, short man who was accompanied by a younger woman who was impeccably dressed in a light-coloured skirt suit and matching hat. She showed her anxiety under her sunglasses. He showed anger seeping out from the thin linen of his Armani suit.

	‘Miss Alicia,’ he muttered with a contained smile, ‘my name is Artum Gordom, president of the Far Forest Company. This is my daughter, Angeline.’

	‘Marcel,’ said the president addressing the Head of Security ‘would you like to explain where the hell Rasán is?’


Chapter 30.

	Anyone would have taken them for just another pair of tourists, but Peter Bigelow and Philippe Lecygne were planning quite different activities that the ones that were usually associated with that paradise island in the Caribbean. Peter wasn’t interested in beaches, diving or even sailing in a yacht. Philippe was so nervous about what Peter had prepared for the House of Astronomy that he seemed to be immune to the natural charms that they place had to offer. He didn’t even permit himself to be swayed by the suggestive sound of the tropical birds that were flying around freely nor in the slightly salty air coming off the sea on a light breeze to meet the green freshness that was descending from the mountains.

	Peter was convinced that Lecygne was the person most suited to rekindle the embers of the House of Astronomy in the place that he deserved in The Academy. From his position as Professor of Astronomy and Space Science at The University of Berkeley, Lecygne had published a multitude of articles about astronomy, astrophysics and cosmology and he was considered a world expert in exobiology, a compendium of all those which analyse the possibilities of life in other areas of the universe. That’s why Lecgyne couldn’t turn down the surprise he had prepared for him.

	They took a small convertible jeep with which they left the bustling costal town and headed towards the highest point of the island on a terrible, torturous road, surrounded by lush tropical vegetation.

	‘The British Virgin Islands are the ideal place for our mission,’ Peter stated.

	‘Coming to a tax haven with money opens a lot of doors, right?’

	‘While we pay our taxes, nobody is going to ask us what an American scientific organisation is doing in its lab.’

	When they reached the top of the mountain, Peter stopped the vehicle in a small clearing that led off the side of the road, apparently in the middle of nowhere.

	‘Have we arrived?’ asked Lecygne sounding a little disappointed.

	‘We’re heading up there,’ pointed Peter, indicating some rusty steps next to a five-metre cement wall which rose out of the bushes.

	‘Isn’t there even a real door for the House of Astronomy?’

	‘Yes, but the views from here are even better,’ Peter answered, winking an eye and putting his foot on the first step.

	Lecygne had to stop for air a couple of times during the ascent. He would have liked to wipe the sweat from his brow but he didn’t feel safe enough to take his hands off the railings.

	Peter waited patiently at the top, with a half-smile on his face.

	When Lecygne finished his ascent, he was blown away by the sight that he was greeted with. He didn’t look at the magnificent view of the island and the whole archipelago which was sprinkled around the sea with its small elevations. His eyes were blinded by the splendour of the thousands of aluminium panels of a metre square each one, which were distributed over a huge concave area of land. Steel cables had been strung from one side to the other in order to support a central structure hanging in the air. It was the biggest parabolic antennae that he had ever seen.

	‘Astronomy was the contemplative science for Pythagoras,’ said Peter who was proud to have been able to surprise his friend. ‘For him, studying the movement of the distant stars was his greatest source of inspiration and to him, anyone who simply observed the universe was able to purify his soul. What better place to contemplate the stars than an astronomy observatory?’

	‘This is much more than that; it’s one of the biggest radio telescopes on the planet!’

	‘The project was abandoned at the start of the 60’s to be moved to a neighbouring island when they realised that this wasn’t a mountain, it’s a volcano. They have allowed me to finish off the installation of the antennae by adapting their original plans to incorporate advances in technology. And now it’s all yours… as long as the island doesn’t erupt.’

	‘Do you mean that you want me to look for the music of the spheres out there, in space?’

	‘If you think about it, where else would be better?’

	‘Come on Peter! The music of the spheres, that hypothetical sound that the astral bodies make as they move throughout the universe, is just a metaphor, it’s not real. Are you really expecting me to stay here, listening for signs from the universe until I capture a heavenly sound? I think that your reasoning is too childish.’

	‘If we were only talking about music, it would already have been detected by one of the radio telescopes dotted about all over the globe. The music of the spheres doesn’t necessarily have to be a succession of sounds. If we accept what Pythagoras’ scroll says, it’s a key, the key to open all doors, a code that can decipher all secrets, the formula that explains everything.

	‘And how would you expect to receive that information?’

	‘You tell me. You’re the one who investigates the chances of their being life on other planets.’

	‘Hey, hey, hey! Stop!’ Lecygne objected. ‘The ‘life’ which I analyse has got nothing at all to do with little green men. Exobiology combines aspects of astronomy, astrophysics, biology, chemistry and geology in order to find out what the other planets and galaxy are made up of and if they are possible of creating life: nothing to do with extra terrestrials!’

	Peter couldn’t believe that Lecygne was so sceptical. He thought that someone who was working to find life somewhere other than earth would be harbouring some hope of finding other worlds. He had looked into his biography and discovered that when he was a student at Berkeley, Lecygne had participated in project Arecibo; defining the binary message that was sent into outer space in looking for possible contact with another civilization.

	‘You can’t deny that at some point you have contemplated the idea that other beings, whether we call them humans or not, but being all the same, could exist.’

	‘That’s just an irrational sentiment to avoid dealing with the idea that we are alone in such a vast universe.’

	Peter could understand his friend’s rejection of the idea. The era in which one could discuss these topics openly had passed and Lecygne didn’t want to lose his reputation as a scientist by discussing ideas that were not empirically demonstrable.

	‘Isn’t Voyager still ploughing through the solar system with a recording of sounds and music from earth? Isn’t that binary message still travelling with Arecibo to the limits of the universe? The answer to our call could arrive at any moment, and we should be alert with our ears open and ready to hear it.’

	‘That could take thousands of years,’ Lecygne pointed out.

	‘Or maybe it’s already passed,’ Peter retorted, remembering the terrible state of abandonment that the astronomy corner of his father’s room had been in. A large part of his research had been into the great civilizations throughout history. What at first had seemed out of place, he now saw as illuminating.

	‘But what use is this infrastructure to us in that case?’ Lecgyne asked, showing his concern through his ever-rising tone of voice.

	Peter found it hard to believe that the professor hadn’t reached the same conclusion as he had.

	‘Why did the Mayans, the Egyptians, the Babylonians or the Asian tribes become more advanced than the other civilizations?’

	Lecygne squinted, analysing the question from all angles.

	‘A successful union of natural resources and wise social structuring,’ was the reply. Lecygne was letting his most academic side show. ‘Why do you ask?’

	Peter shrugged his shoulders and pretended to be disappointed.

	‘In which area were all those civilizations outstanding? I’d even say that they were above the level of anything their science and technologies were able to provide them with.’

	Lecygne thought for a few seconds, turning his gaze to the hole filled with shining mirrors and then up to the sky.

	‘Astronomy…’ he whispered.

	‘Excellent!’ exclaimed Peter. ‘My father used a lot of ink studying the science and technology of those civilizations; he went diving into their legacies, their writings and he analysed their objects and sacred places in the finest detail… and now I know why. Their deep understanding of astronomy helped them to find a singular secret in the stars which was obviously invisible to all the other tribes or groups of people.’

	‘The music of the stars?’ stammered Lecygne.

	‘Why not? Wouldn’t that fit what Pythagoras proposed in his manuscript perfectly?’

	‘But that would mean that the message has already arrived and that it must have disappeared.’

	‘There’s no reason why. Bear in mind that those civilizations existed in different epochs.’

	‘Are you insinuating that the message is still out there…?’

	Peter’s phone began ringing and cut his friend off mid-sentence. He looked at the number of the call and frowned, answering immediately.

	‘Doctor,’ he said without waiting for the other person to speak. ‘Has something happened to William?’

	Lecygne observed how his friend’s face was changing as the conversation continued while his voice got louder. He walked a few metres away and began to walk in circles, kicking up dust whenever he was forced to listen to the doctor’s explanations. He ended the conversation by screaming violently before hanging up the phone.

	‘Bad news?’ asked Lecygne, somewhat alarmed.

	‘I need to get back to New York right away. William needs me,’ he said with a distracted look on his face. ‘Philippe, take control of the House of Astronomy from this instant; if the music was a present from someone so that the human race could dominate the world, I want to know exactly what the content of that message is.’

	 


Chapter 31.

	Miko had the marks from the bars of the cage all over his body. His hands were burning from the continuous rubbing of the upper poles. He was hanging on to them in a futile attempt to stop the swaying caused by the accelerated pace that the tribe was going at in order to flee through the jungle. His joints were being crushed against the bamboo of his portable cell and a progressive numbing of his limbs was being caused by the suffocating humidity. At least it was distracting him from the injuries from the accident, not to mention the painful, internal suffering caused by his not knowing where Alicia was.

	The pace was fast, as fast as the difficult terrain allowed. The tribe moved fluidly through the thick tree trunks and negotiated the vines and creepers which spread across the path.

	He looked up and saw the reason for the strange darkness which surrounded them. The tree tops, pressed one against the other, created a canopy which impeded any sunlight from getting through. Under that 50-metre high awning, the surprising scene of the fight for sun was taking place. Thousands of different species were struggling to steal a ray of light from their neighbours. It was a free for all, anything was permitted: climbing, hiding, strangling, trampling…

	‘It’s not so different from the jungle we have in the civilized world,’ thought Miko.

	‘Hey! Miko!’ shouted Rasán from his own cage which was a few metres behind his. ‘What do you think they’re going to do with us?’

	‘The usual for these cases: keep hold of us until they pay the ransom.’

	‘Yeah, but… there’s something strange about all of this, don’t you think? If you want to negotiate a ransom, you don’t normally hide in the middle of a forest like they’re doing. There has to be some kind of physical contact in order to get the ransom and then free us, right? I know the map of this area like the back of my hand and judging by the route we’re taking we are getting farther and farther away from the civilized world. I don’t know where they’re taking us, but I don’t like it one little bit.’

	‘I get the impression that these poor indigenous people want something more than just money to free us. Look at them; do you think that they need much more than what they can already carry with them?’

	‘So what do you think they’ve asked for?’

	‘I don’t know, but I can imagine… Don’t you think that they could have kidnapped an employee of the timber company so that they can force it to abandon their forest?’ Miko asked rhetorically.

	From the frightened look on Rasán’s face, Miko understood that that option hadn’t occurred to him yet.

	‘You tell truth about us.’

	The voice sounded different. Rasán hadn’t said a word; he was too busy contemplating the consequences of this kidnapping for himself and the company. Miko looked around in astonishment. Who was it that had spoken?

	‘I no know who are you,’ the chief of the tribe said in broken English. ‘But know Rasán is price of gold.’

	Thank god! thought Miko, they do understand!

	‘Woman of Rasán is daughter of bad man. Head Far Forest Company evil.’

	Miko pieced the concept of the sentence together.

	‘Is this true, Rasán? Are you married to the president of the company’s daughter?’

	Rasán nodded his head slightly, looking in rage at the chief.

	‘My name Wobniar. You?’ asked the tribesman, pointing at his unexpected prisoner.

	‘Miko,’ he replied, offering his hand between the bars but the savage didn’t understand the gesture. ‘Why have you kidnapped us?’

	‘You right. Forest is dying. Rimba dying. Rimba do something. We want bad men and machines to go from here. Forever.’

	‘Damn Rimba!’ Rasán shouted from his cage. ‘Don’t listen to them, Miko. These savages are terrorists! As soon as our backs are turned they destroy the machinery or sabotage our vehicles. They are Far Forest’s nightmare!’

	The chief of the tribe, Wobniar, ordered the group to stop and then approached Rasán quickly, his fists clenched. He grabbed the cage with his strong hands and shook it violently.

	‘No speak bad of Rimba or be sorry! I swear you be sorry!’

	Rasán crouched down in the other corner and there he stayed, curled up in a ball.

	Wobniar calmed down, although his face continued to show a contained fury.

	‘Now eat. Later continue,’ he concluded.

	Miko weighed up the situation in light of the latest information. The Rimba knew exactly who they needed to kidnap in order to be able to force the negotiation seeing as Rasán was the current son-in-law of the Far Forest’s president. It was good news as it would make the company take the fastest and safest route to finding a solution. On the other hand, he was concerned about being a bystander in that historic fight of good against evil.

	But who were the good, and who were the bad?

	 

	‘I’ll repeat the question, Marcel: where is my son-in-law?’

	Artum Gordom, the president of the Far Forest Company, with all the muscles in his face as tense as violin strings, was waiting impatiently for his head of security to reply. The other man seemed to have lost some of his composure in the presence of his superior.

	‘It was those damned Rimba, sir,’ Marcel Westpoint declared in a lower tone than he had used when interrogating Alicia. ‘They intercepted Rasán’s car on the road, causing an accident.’ Angeline, Rasán’s wife, burst into tears on her father’s arm. ‘They have taken him into the heart of the forest, along with the foreigner: Miko Tarvuk. Miss Alicia Del Toro,’ he said pointing to her lying on the bed, ‘was also with them, but she was able to hide and escape.’

	Mr Gordom gave the Spanish woman a long inspection and when he had finished, his furious expression had softened.

	‘Westpoint, tell me something that I don’t already know, please. For example, you could start with bringing me up to date on what we’re doing to find them.’

	‘The helicopter is flying over the zone and four land teams are scouring the kidnapping site to look for the Rimba’s escape route.’

	‘That is to say,’ he growled. ‘That we haven’t got a thing to go on.’

	Alicia approved of the search party, but there was something that was bothering her so she got up the courage to speak.

	‘Mr Gordom, I’m very sorry about your son-in-law, but I also have a friend out there, kidnapped with him. I’d really like to know what you’re planning to do about the demands that the tribe has made.’

	‘Don’t you worry Miss Del Toro,’ he said in a conciliatory tone. ‘We want Rasán and your friend back, unharmed, as soon as possible. There will be no expense spared in giving the Rimba what they have requested.’

	Alicia breathed a sigh of relief. Mr Gordom seemed like a formal, intelligent man. The fact that Rasán was his son-in-law made it sure that the dramatic kidnapping would be managed with caution and efficiency.

	‘In fact,’ he added, ‘their requests aren’t all that strange.’ Alicia sensed that Westpoint was biting his tongue. ‘They want us to give them a small part of the forest, where we won’t cut down their trees, or be permitted to go in and bother them. Moreover, they want us to build a little village there for them: some houses, stables, an oven, a well and who knows what else. It’s not a big problem for us in paying that as a ransom. We’ll be happy to do it because we have always respected the indigenous people who live in our forest.’

	‘I’m sorry but I’d understood, from what Mr Westpoint said, that they were demanding the whole forest, not only a reserve inside it.’

	Artum Gordom couldn’t help giving Westpoint a cutting glance but he soon recovered his composure and gave his best smile.

	‘Now, Miss Del Toro you need to rest. We, however, will not be doing that until we get Rasán and your friend, Mr Tarvuk, back home safe and sound. Let’s go!’ he ordered his troop energetically. ‘The young lady needs to recuperate. We’ll keep you updated,’ he finished whilst giving Alicia a tender look.

	As soon as he had finished, the group hurried out the same way they had come in. As they left, Alicia noticed how Mr Gordom was telling Westpoint off through clenched teeth. Westpoint just nodded like a child who was being scolded by his father.

	 

	The Rimba stopped their march at midday. Some of them prepared a fire whilst others had gone off in search of food. In no time at all they returned with an enormous, grey snake which took two of them to carry. While the group was eating the chief of the clan approached Miko and Rasán and offered them some chunks of roasted meat. Miko devoured his quickly. Rasán looked at his in disgust which led Wobniar to give his cage a kick. Rasán defied him with a look, trusting in the protection he had from the cage. For a moment Miko feared the worst. If the Rimba finished Rasán off, his life would be worthless. It was just as well that Wobniar seemed to think better of taking it any further and he returned to his group.

	‘Hey, Rasán. You should behave yourself with the Rimba, remember that you’re a hostage. If things go wrong, all they have to do is get rid of you and go after another employee from your company.’

	‘Don’t talk rubbish! I’m not going to obey these savages.’

	‘You should make an effort to see things from their point of view; they feel cornered on their own land.’

	‘There’s another side to the story, Miko. The one that the magazines and TV stations in the west don’t usually talk about; would you like to hear it or would you rather hold on to the story of the poor Indians who are attacked by civilization?’

	‘I’m all ears,’ replied Miko sarcastically.

	‘The Indonesian government only wants what’s best of its people. The exploitation of the forests brings a lot of wealth to the country, as well as getting shared out to all the classes. The island of Sumatra has developed beyond all belief and the progress has reached many of the citizens who otherwise would never have had access to it. Is all that a crime?’

	‘Of course not, but how much has all this development cost? And how much will it cost in the future? How long is it going to last? No matter how big the forests are, they are finite and at the current rate of deforestation, you’ll have chopped them all down in twenty years. What are you going to live on after that?’

	‘Economic development is guaranteed. It’s true that in the past the forests were sold off for next to nothing, and that,’ he pointed aggressively with his finger, ‘is in large because of the unscrupulous buyers from the west. I work to change that dynamic. All the forest that is cut down is replaced by other, more profitable crops. Palm oil has shown to be the best option. In fact, it’s the most exported product from Indonesia at the moment. It’s a plant which grows quickly and gives three harvests a year as well as providing more work for local people than traditional forestry.’

	‘Okay, I can see that it’s good business. You cut down an ancient tree whose wood is sold at a good price and then, in its place, you plant a palm which is converted into factory for vegetable oil and money.’

	‘Yes,’ agreed Rasán, shrugging his shoulders. ‘So what’s the problem?’

	‘That it’s better to look further than just getting rich quick. The dangers of deforestation are huge, with worldwide consequences, not just local. The forests are the lungs of the planet; if it weren’t for them there wouldn’t be any life on the planet. When you burn them, the CO2 that they have accumulated over centuries is released into the atmosphere.’

	‘I could see that coming, it’s the same old story. Look, Miko, not Far Forest, nor Sumatra, nor Indonesia is guilty of global warming. There are other factors involved too. We don’t need to look any further than the fact that the pollution caused by us burning the forests is much lower than the factories and cars in the modern world. It’s all too easy to look the other way and divert attention to developing countries like ours.’

	‘It’s a global question, that’s true, but everyone has to do their bit and you aren’t giving any indication that you’re going to do yours.’

	‘At the Far Forest we practice sustainable exploitation of the forests in line with the laws of the country.’

	‘I think that there are some people who wouldn’t agree with you there,’ Miko stated, pointing at the Rimba, who had all finished eating and were making their way back over to them in order to continue the journey. ‘I think that these indigenous people think that you have passed a reasonable limit,’ he pointed out as the irritating rattling of the cages started again.

	The Rimba carried on walking through the monotonous forest landscape for hours without saying a word. Miko reached the conclusion that they weren’t a very talkative people. Their faces all seemed to be marked by their uncertain future. Miko could see that they weren’t comfortable in their roles as kidnappers, that they had only done this as a last resort. They carried on walking well into the night, even after darkness had fallen all around. There was no doubt that their intention was to go deeper and deeper into the heart of the forest where they would feel safe. For a moment Miko began to wonder who he sided with: the kidnappers or the hostages. He fell asleep without coming to any conclusions.

	 

	Being still was really beginning to get on Alicia’s nerves. While Miko was who- knew-where, she was immobile, only comforted by the fact that in her current state she would be of no use to anyone. She needed to get well as soon as possible so she could help find the prisoners.

	She was alone again in the infirmary and she closed her eyes in an attempt to forget everything that was going on. In the end she surrendered to her fatigue and slept.

	Outside, the president of the Far Forest Company, Artum Gordom, was alone with his head of security, Marcel Westpoint.

	‘Those two; the guy and the girl, I want all the information you can find about them.’

	‘I’ve already questioned the girl. They’re journalists and they were here to check out the location for a documentary about sustainable development.’

	‘Sustainable development?’ he asked, arching an eyebrow.

	‘I’m sure they want to show us up on TV just like all those other foreigners who’ve come with the same idea.’

	‘I don’t know what their intentions were,’ Gordom said, ‘but I’m sure that they are involuntarily involved in the Rimba kidnapping Rasán.’

	Westpoint could see that his boss doubted himself. Couldn’t he see that the only way to deal with this situation was to strike the problem at its root? The Rimba needed to be annihilated, there was no other option.

	‘Having reporters sniffing around here could be a disaster, Mr Gordom.’

	‘I know; our reputation has already been tainted by the ecologists.’

	‘This could mean the end for us,’ Westpoint added. ‘Those despicable savages! How do you propose we continue, Mr Gordom? I would recommend that we show them all the authority we can so we can finish them off once and for all. Enough of being intimidated by a bunch of Indians!’

	Artum Gordom meditated on the point patiently for a few seconds.

	‘Of course we can’t give in to their demand. We have the government’s permission to take the wood from here. We can’t give up such a profitable business…’

	‘And those Rimba won’t be happy with a plot of land; in their letter they are calling for us to leave the forests completely. It’s decided, there’s no way we can agree to that,’ Westpoint concluded.

	Artum Gordom shook his head from side to side. He couldn’t get his daughter, Angeline, Rasán’s wife, out of his head.

	‘Westpoint, find Rasán,’ he ordered. ‘That’s all I want right now.’

	‘Don’t worry. Sooner or later, no matter how far into the forest they hide, we’ll find them. But if I may say something sir, we’ll need to do something to stop any of this getting out to the public.’

	‘With those two journalists involved, Marcel, there’s not much we can do other than try to minimize the damage.’

	‘It doesn’t necessarily have to be that way, sir. We could manage the situation to our advantage.’

	‘What do you mean?’

	‘Under normal circumstances, after liberating Rasán, one of my men would be put in charge of eliminating any Rimba witnesses. The problem now is that there are two foreigners involved, two liabilities in an already difficult situation.

	Westpoint cleared his throat loudly. He considered that he had expressed himself clearly enough, but his boss didn’t seem to get his intention.

	‘Control yourself, Marcel. I don’t want Rasán to be in any danger just because you have an excess of testosterone. Regardless of how much I dislike my son-in-law, I could never do that to Angeline.’

	‘Fine, sir.’ Westpoint ceded, albeit slightly reluctantly. ‘I’ll continue with the rescue mission. By the way what are we going to do with the Spanish woman?’

	‘What do you think we’re going to do with her?’ Artum Gordom answered his subordinate angrily, irritated by his insistence. ‘Leave her in the sick bay. As soon as she’s better we’ll have to talk to her and convince her that this can never be made public.

	Westpoint had contacted one of his contacts in the army and had already found out that Alicia de Toro was not a journalist at all, but he thought he would keep this information to himself for the time being in case he needed a trump up his sleeve later. He also knew that Miko Tarvuk, kidnapped with Rasán, was not a journalist either. With a quick look at his boss, Westpoint knew that the conversation was over and he waited to be dismissed.

	‘At your command, sir,’ he said energetically and, straightening himself up, the head of security made his way to his office. He needed to organise the operation. He had a triumphant smile on his face. It had been an eternity since he had had some action in his monotonous life as head of security. Despite being paid well by the private company, and he really was well paid, he still missed his army days. The training, the discipline, the organisation… Now he was going to get the chance to feel how he did years ago, the best years of his life, before he was used as a scapegoat so that his superior could save his own skin after a disastrous operation. There a sweet, tingling sensation in his stomach. He had rediscovered his love for the job.


Chapter 32.

	Vienna, 1787. 

	 

	Amadeus Mozart was left alone with the object that Count Waldstein had handed him seconds before. He looked at it closely. It was a cylinder with a wooden lid which fit into a silver ring. He removed the lid and tipped the cylinder. A roll of parchment slipped out. He had expected the set-square and the compass, the insignia that was known to be a part of Masonic symbolism; however, the seal showed the figure of a swan. Without giving it too much thought he broke the seal and unrolled the manuscript.

	At a first glance he could see that the contents were divided clearly into two parts. The upper part was written in Greek and underneath there were letters with no apparent meaning. His eyes ran over the manuscript as he searched for a musical pentagram or something similar. Having no luck, he returned to the beginning and started to read, translating the Greek as he read:

	Four are the legacies that were left for man:

	 

	Water for creation

	Air for growth

	Earth for life

	Fire for love

	 

	The person who controls the four earthly elements

	Will have the door to wisdom opened to him

	And he will be granted the greatest treasure imaginable.

	Only he who knows how to see, will see.
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	Mozart closed his eyes and tried to concentrate. He couldn’t make sense of it. Had Waldstein and Lichnowsky really taken this manuscript seriously?

	He tried to calm himself down and focus his attention on the lower part. If Count Waldstein thought that there was a music score hidden in here, this line of letters must contain some kind of musical annotation. His musical mind set into action mechanically. The logical start was to assume that each of the symbols corresponded to a sound. He counted the number of letters that were repeated and found the twenty-four symbols of the whole Greek alphabet. This meant that he had twenty-four notes to compose a piece of music. His initial reaction was that there weren’t enough to make a decent piece of music.

	He made his way to the magnificent grand piano which was in a corner. He started with his mental associations with the letters, trying to dissect that jumbled mess to find sequences that could have some harmonic sense. Whenever he found three consecutive notes that sounded good, the next three clashed horribly. He tried again, matching some formal structures with series of letters; next he started in the middle of a paragraph, then he tried starting at the end and going backwards… Nothing.

	The next thing he found were the number written on the back: two, zero, one eight. Could it be a template to use to reorganise the characters before converting them into notes? That ended up blocking him completely. It was an unknown and uncomfortable feeling. Nothing like this had ever happened with any of his symphonies or operas. This must be nothing more than a farce, a game for children or a con that had fallen into the hands of the two bored aristocrats who loved puzzles.

	‘To hell with it!’ he muttered. Anyway, the matter of this manuscript can’t have anything to do with the masons. There had been something strange about the Grand Master’s behaviour. How could he have made contact with a member of the organisation in Bonn without it having been known to all the brothers? This was undoubtedly something that Lichnowsky was doing without the knowledge of the rest of the brotherhood. Despite belonging to the highest echelons of the local society, it wasn’t going to be easy for him to explain himself in front of the brothers. He would keep quiet for the time being, he’d think about how to use this knowledge to be able to get something he wanted from Lichnowsky in return for his silence.

	Mozart got up from the piano and turned around quickly. He thought he saw a movement outside, through the window. Where he approached to see what it was, Waldstein and Lichnowsky appeared suddenly at the door.

	‘Have you solved the enigma yet?’ they asked in unison.

	 

	Beethoven had been on the alert; looking sideways on at the inside of the room where Mozart was, and listening to Waldstein and Lichnowsky’s conversation. When he heard the inharmonious notes from Mozart at the piano he couldn’t help looking straight into the room, kneeling on the ground. He could see the musician from behind, trying to get a sound out of what was shown there on the roll of skin. Judging by the noise coming from the piano, he wasn’t having much luck. Suddenly Mozart stopped what he was doing and turned around. With an athletic lunge, he threw himself to the ground and prayed that the musician hadn’t seen him.

	 

	Waldstein and Lichnowsky were anxiously waiting for a reply.

	‘Are you joking? You don’t expect me to believe that you really think there is music hidden in that scroll, do you? The only music I could get out of that list of signs was an awful cacophony of noise.’

	The expression on Waldstein and Lichnowsky’s faces showed their dismay. There was silence for a few seconds.

	‘We’re very sorry to have bothered you,’ Lichnowsky apologised. ‘If that’s your opinion then I think the best thing we can do is forget all about this insufferable puzzle. Who knows, maybe this is nothing more than a joke.’

	‘I hesitate to believe that gentlemen,’ Waldstein replied unable to disguise his anger. ‘The story that came with the scroll leaved no doubt of its authenticity. There must be a way to decipher it!’

	‘Fine, but let’s not waste any more time,’ Lichnowsky said soothingly. ‘We should go. I’m sure that young Beethoven is looking everywhere for us. Where is the copy of the manuscript?’

	‘I left it next to the piano,’ Mozart replied.

	Count Waldstein collected the paper. He gave it a last, sad and disappointed, look. He thought that he had found an important thousand-year-old secret hidden in that inscription. He was sure that the story of the manuscript was true. That’s why, between himself and Lichnowsky, they had convinced a very good friend to break the eternal rest of the scroll. He had researched the manuscript for a very long time, and all the clues pointed to the same thing; that as incredible as it may seem, the manuscript held the secret to obtaining immense power. He had gone crazy trying to decipher the hidden code. He had started studying the Cabala, then he had tried to match it to the chemical formula for turning metal into gold, later he had studied ancient languages trying to find magic hidden words… but he hadn’t had any success.

	One day, when he was about to give up, he analysed the sequence of characters again and he thought he could make some sense of it. A music score! That was it, he was a music-lover, and he had experienced the power of suggestion that well-chosen notes could have on people on numerous occasions. What if the scroll contained the music score that could be used to control people? That would be a magnificent power indeed.

	But he hadn’t passed the test. The greatest musical genius of all time hadn’t been able to untangle the mystery, meaning that there was no melody hidden in there.

	He felt a pang of terror when he weighed up the consequences of stealing the scroll and the terrible fate that would greet them if they were ever discovered. It had all been in vain.

	He picked up the copy and threw it angrily into the fire that was burning in the chimney. His hope began to disappear along with the burning scroll.

	‘Let’s leave, there’s nothing more for us to do here,’ he said as they were walking back towards the party.

	 

	Beethoven managed to hear enough to find out that Mozart hadn’t managed to decipher the mystery hidden in the scroll. He looked about to check that they had all left and saw the manuscript burning.

	He felt an uncontrollable urge to know what was on it. If it really was music, he might be able to understand it. Then he could go to Count Waldstein and reproach him for not having chosen him instead of Mozart.

	He couldn’t stand it anymore. He slid his fingers under the bottom of the window to try and lift it. His heart began racing even faster when he found that the glass moved easily. He pushed it as far as he could and then, leaning on the window sill, he jumped into the room. He got to the chimney as fast and silently as he could. The vellum was already being consumed, but it had fallen to the side of the trunks and there was still a good part of it left. He removed it from the fire by grabbing it between his fingers and then opened it. Luckily enough, the written part hadn’t been affected at all. Desperate to know what it said, he started to read.

	His pulse accelerated as the words he read fell into place in his mind. When he reached the part in code, he realised that this was what Waldstein had asked Mozart to interpret as music. It was nothing more that random letters, could it be a way of writing music that he didn’t know about?

	At a first glance he was unable to find any harmonic sense or pattern of letters that reminded him of the musical notes in the pentagram. If there really was a message in there it was very well hidden. He tried to open his field of vision to see the message as a whole. He felt himself shake a little and then he became slightly dizzy. Suddenly something changed in the text; it made sense in his head. He found an equivalent sequence at the beginning and the end. He clung to this key and found it repeated in various forms throughout the code. It couldn’t be a coincidence.

	Even though he was lost in ecstasy, a warning voice raised the alarm that he had already spent too much time there. He didn’t want to be discovered and so he decided to memorise the string of letters and disappear immediately.

	The problem was that he didn’t think he would be able to retain the set of letters in his head. His mind had been made for music, not letters. This thought led to an idea: he would assign random musical notes to each letter. Using two chromatic scales, each comprised of twelve notes, he could match the twenty-four letters on the scroll. He was sure he would never remember all the letters but also that he would never forget the music he played with them.

	When he had finished memorizing the piece in his head he heard some voices approaching the door. Maybe they were coming back for the scroll!

	He instinctively threw the paper onto the fire but, as he was leaving, he saw that the manuscript was facing the other way and that there were some numbers on the other side. Despite the risk of being discovered, he ran back to the fireplace. The handwriting was different from that on the other side, bigger, and the fire was on the brink of devouring four perfectly aligned numbers which were separated by hyphens; 2-0-1-8. Two, zero, one, eight… What could these numbers mean? Could they be the code with which to decipher the sequence of Greek letters?

	Only when the manuscript had been reduced to ashes did the young Ludwig really understand the risk that he was in by staying there. His ears picked up the sound of footsteps in the corridor that were growing louder and louder. He turned around quickly and in four strides he was jumping out of the window.

	With him also escaped a secret which had been locked away for centuries in some strange symbols on a scroll.


Chapter 33.

	The Rimba were displaying a strength that seemed out of the ordinary. Miko watched their tiny bodies, immune to fatigue, imagining an inner strength which surged up from their ancient origins to help them endure the most difficult crossroads that the tribe had ever faced.

	Eventually a clearing opened up in front of them and Wobniar order the group to stop. He approached Miko and Rasán and untied the cords that kept the cages closed with his own hands.

	‘Now you walk with us. Impossible find path out.’

	They had been walking through the forest for two days which meant that any attempt to escape would be sheer craziness.

	They found themselves at the top of a hill, on an overhanging rock from which they could see a vast tract of land. The dying rays of sun on the horizon gave the view a sinister, almost unreal aspect. One singularity interrupted the green carpet which spread out under their feet. A short distance away the forest completely vanished, giving the effect of a slit in a sheet, only to reappear some kilometres further away. The neat lines formed by the borders of the abnormality indicated human intervention. Under the dim dusk light, Miko could see a cemetery of thick tree trunks dotted around on the ground in an irregular pattern; stumps from the limbs amputated greedily in the name of progress.

	Miko understood why the chief of the Rimba had wanted them to see exactly that view; he wanted them to see what a large, deforested area looked like with their own eyes.

	‘Trees disappeared,’ Wobniar stated. ‘Never see again.’

	Miko looked straight at the chief of the Rimba. His eyes reflected the sadness at the loss of a loved one.

	‘They cut trees. Then burn land, burn the seed of the land.’

	Miko knew what Wobniar was getting at. The ground in these forests was made of peat, organic material in the process of decomposition which held enormous quantities of CO2. A fire in the peat was infinitely more damaging and uncontrollable than in the trees themselves.

	‘Without seed in earth, no more trees. Ever.’ Wobniar added. ‘Next they plant small tree, but not Rimba tree.’

	They remained there for a few seconds, in silence, contemplating the devastation that mankind had inflicted on one of the most important natural assets.

	‘We ask them leave,’ Wobniar explained. ‘But not ask for us. Ask for our children. Forest give Rimba all we need. Forest our universe. Also home for gods, the ancestors. They live in every tree. When tree falls, spirit moves to other tree. Spirits not happy.’

	Miko listened closely. Rasán looked at him suspiciously.

	‘We Rimba guilty of not honouring out gods, for allow cutting trees. They ask us to do something.’

	His words showed the guilt that he felt for allowing his own tribe’s future to be put in danger of extinction.

	‘From start of world,’ he continued, ‘the sun and the forest god friends. Rain, heat, all in place, all in time. Now not friends. Fight, argue. Rimba die if don’t do something.’

	‘Your future is at risk,’ Miko said, encouraging him to continue.

	‘If our children don’t have forest, they disappear forever. No forest, no Rimba.’

	Rasán, who had been biting his tongue up until now, suddenly exploded.

	‘No, Rimba won’t die!’ he screamed angrily, sarcastically imitating Wobniar’s accent. ‘Other tribes in Sumatra and other Indonesian islands have been through the same as the Rimba and they haven’t disappeared. You can work out there!’

	‘Some Rimba try this life out there,’ Wobniar replied calmly. ‘Not good for Rimba to sit all day. They get sick in body and mind. Then they die far from family.’

	‘Miko I can assure you that these people make no effort at all to adapt to other lifestyles.’

	‘But it’s not fair to impose your rules on a tribe that has had its own since the dawn of time,’ Miko pointed out.

	‘Miko wise man,’ Wobniar observed. ‘What you do out there? Tribe chief?’

	‘Head of a tribe?’ Miko couldn’t help smiling. Wobniar’s confusion showed on his face. ‘I’m a normal person. I compose music. Do the Rimba know about music?’

	‘Yes,’ responded the native. ‘Rimba play music for ceremonies. When a child is born, when old person dies, when a couple unites, music for all moments.’

	Rasán shot a look at Miko, his face burning with rage.

	‘What do you mean a musician? Weren’t you a TV reporter?’

	‘Well,’ Miko hesitated after being caught out in his lie. ‘That’s my day job. Music is my hobby.’

	‘So you play music for ceremonies?’ asked Wobniar showing interest.

	‘No, just for my friends, my family,’ Miko said, thinking that it was going to be difficult to explain how a song of his, uploaded onto the internet, had reached all the corners of the earth.

	‘Big pity. Music good for heart and spirit.’

	Wobniar suddenly jumped and grabbed hold of Miko and Rasán, pushing them back into the forest with a surprising violence. At the same time he shouted urgent orders for the group to get away from there.

	Disorientated, Miko didn’t know what was happening. Two Rimba approached him and put machetes to his throat, leaving him in no doubt that it would be a bad idea to try and move a muscle. Nearly a minute passed until a repetitive noise that came from the sky was loud enough for the prisoners to hear. The sound grew louder and louder, filling the air from inside the valleys, bouncing off the mountains. In a few moments the helicopter was right over their heads. The tops of the trees made a thick canopy which hid them from aerial view. The blades of the helicopter did manage to move the very tops of the branches, but without managing to open up the tangled, green mass. Every single member of the Rimba remained alarmingly still, camouflaged in their surroundings.

	‘They’re looking for us!’ thought Miko.

	The helicopter didn’t pause at all when it flew over. Was it going to leave without seeing them? He didn’t want to let the opportunity pass, but the sharp, steel blade against his Adam’s apple made it impossible for him to think. What could he do to signal them?

	And then, it was over in an instant. The mechanical noise which thundered across the sky headed away from them just as it had approached. The hostages’ hope slipped away.

	‘Now dinner and sleep,’ the Rimba chief said calmly. ‘Tomorrow continue walk.’

	 

	It was mid-morning when Alicia decidedly left the infirmary by the door. They had removed her bandaged and she felt like new again. Her top priority was to get some more detailed information about the rescue plan for Miko and Rasán.

	The sudden blast of sunlight was too strong for eyes that had been in the darkness of the sick bay and she stopped dead. It was at that moment that she became aware of the young soldier who was on guard on the porch, and who had started to make his way over quickly when he saw that she was outside. Alicia wasn’t at all happy about this control but she used it to her advantage and asked him where Marcel Westpoint’s office was.

	The Far Forest facilities comprised a central building and various barracks which surrounded it. The rest of the area was taken up by enormous tree trunks piled monstrously high.

	‘Come in, Miss del Toro.’

	Westpoint was wearing his impeccable military uniform. His voice sounded friendly and calm this time. Alicia offered him her hand but regretted it as soon as she saw it disappear into his huge fingers. He, however, shook her hand gently and returned it to her without any injuries.

	‘I suppose you’re here to find out what’s happening with the search for your friend.’ Alicia nodded. ‘Well, the bad news is that we haven’t located them yet, but the good news is that we’re narrowing down the options.’

	‘What do you mean by narrowing down the options? Have you found a clue about where they might be?’

	‘Not exactly. We combed the forest for three days, going in circles, using the site of the road accident where they were taken as the centre of the starting point.’

	Marcel Westpoint had a map on the table and he traced the point of a pencil over the movements that he was explaining.

	‘Those Rimba are very clever, they know the forest like the back of their hands and they know how to move without leaving tracks. We had to call off the land search and now we’ve started with the helicopter. It’s going in a different direction every day, but it hasn’t found anything yet.’

	‘Have you only got one? Why don’t you use more?’

	‘Quite simply because we haven’t got any more.’

	‘But the police? You aren’t telling me that the Indonesian police don’t have any more resources than one helicopter?’

	‘Well, how can I explain this so that you’ll understand? It’s better that the police are left out of this matter.’

	‘What?’ Alicia shouted, jumping to her feet. ‘You haven’t made a statement about the kidnapping to the authorities?’

	‘Calm down.’ Westpoint was the image of serenity. ‘There’s nothing to worry about. The police will only ruin everything. I can assure you that the hostages would be in greater danger if we involve the police. All they would be concerned with it teaching the Rimba a lesson after their act of rebellion. I promise you, it’s happened on other occasions. These aborigines don’t get on with anyone, the government the least of all. They’d use it as an excuse to finish them off once and for all.

	Alicia sat down again, a little calmer.

	‘We don’t want that kind of ugly scene,’ Westpoint added. ‘Luckily, the Far Forest Company has a large team of security agents who are very efficient.’

	‘Yes, I see that you’ve given me a body guard,’ Alicia said ironically. ‘This is getting to feel more like a military camp than a timber company.’

	‘The company has to protect itself. Ah! And its employees too,’ he added just a little too late.

	‘So, how can I help?’

	‘You?’ Westpoint asked, almost letting out a chuckle. ‘Nothing, leave it to us.’

	‘But I saw a helicopter out there…’

	‘It needed a repair, but it’s ready to go again now. It’s leaving in a few minutes.’

	‘I want to go.’

	‘I wouldn’t advise it; anyway, it’s not going to help.’

	‘Why not? It’s two more eyes to scour the forest.’

	‘Two lovely eyes, if you don’t mind me saying, but looking at the forest from above needs eyes that have been trained to do that.’

	‘I can’t just sit here twiddling my thumbs!’

	Westpoint’s gentlemanly patience was running out and it looked as if he was about to explode in reaction to her insistence.

	‘I’ll keep you informed,’ the soldier concluded, standing up so as to indicate the end of the interview. He led her to the door and said goodbye in a friendly way.

	After Alicia had left his office, Marcel Westpoint thought about the situation. Now that the fake journalist had recuperated he was sure that she would begin to stick her nose in all over the place. He still didn’t know what could have brought a Spanish lawyer to the Sumatran forest, so he would need to keep a very close eye on her. Other than that, he had the situation under control. He had access to unlimited economic resources, a small army of his own and Artum Gordom seemed to be afflicted by his daughter Angeline’s stupidity so he felt free to manage the situation as he liked.

	There was only one thing lacking, the new toy he had ordered. It hadn’t been difficult to find what he was looking for; he still had some good contacts on the black market for weapons. The long-range night vision radar would allow them to swoop in on the Rimba like a falcon on a mouse. The show had only just begun.


Chapter 34.

	Nothing had changed in William’s hospital room. Everything was exactly the same. The bedside table with the book ‘The Little Prince’ on it that Peter read from time to time, outdoor clothes in the wardrobe just in case he suddenly woke up one day, the stereo with the Beach Boys CD that he had loved so much, and the posters of beautiful places in the world to try and avoid thinking that William was going to be there until he died.

	The scene looked like a snapshot, a moment in time captured, frozen. Just like William’s brain, Peter thought to himself.

	He had headed there as soon as the doctor called him. There was news, although he had been warned that it wasn’t good. He walked through the door with a guarded look on his face.

	This was the third doctor who had been contracted to look after William in the last five years. Peter didn’t only look for a certain profile but also that the employee also shared his views on neuromusicology. He didn’t want any opposition to the frequent transfers to the laboratory that they took William on so that they could carry out experiments.

	‘How is William?’ he asked, not bothering with introductions.

	‘His vital signs are good, the same as ever, but in the latest batch of analysis we saw that he has contracted sarcopenia.’

	Peter translated the Greek roots of the word.

	‘Sarco: meat, penia: lack of. Is my brother suffering from muscular degeneration?’

	‘That’s right, and at a faster rate than his diet which is rich in amino acids can compensate for.’

	‘What’s the effect on his body?’

	‘The muscular fibres are limited; they can’t contract as they should. If he were awake, he’d be suffering muscle pain, contraction, loss of strength and mobility. It’s a common illness in the elderly, but in your brother’s case, it’s obviously caused by his being in a coma.’

	‘But isn’t that why he has physiotherapy?’ Peter complained.

	‘It’s not enough, the patient needs to do it for himself, in this case exterior help isn’t sufficient.’

	‘Is it serious?’

	‘He’s not going to die of it, neither is it painful for him in his present state, nothing’s going to change…’

	‘And so…’

	‘So, having contracted this illness gives us an indication of how we can expect his organism to behave from now on. The illness is a symptom of his body experiencing premature aging and it wouldn’t be surprising if more symptoms cropped up.’

	‘Doctor, are you saying that my brother’s body has decided to die? That he’s at the start of a degenerative spiral because we are unable to bring him back to consciousness?’

	‘It’s still very early to diagnose something like that, but I have seen other coma cases end up that way, yes.’

	‘I suppose that there’s a treatment.’

	‘The only thing we can do is get him out of the coma. He would make a complete recovery with a bit of exercise every day, nothing more. While he’s in a coma, there’s nothing we can do.’

	‘Alright, doctor, I understand. Could you give me a moment alone with him please?’

	The doctor left and closed the door behind him. Peter pulled a chair closer to William’s bed, took hold of his soft, warm hand and sank his face into the sheets.

	‘William, why have you decided to die? Wait a little more. I can save you, I just need you to hold on for a little longer.’

	But the truth was that he was beginning to lose faith. It had been a month since the laboratories that he had built for the Houses of Arithmetic and Geometry had started to work at their full potential and he had left Lecygne in control of the radio telescopes at the House of Astronomy. It’s true that he wasn’t expecting instant results, but the music of the spheres was still completely silent. The House of Arithmetic was trying to decipher the scroll by using the latest in computational machinery; the House of Geometry was trying to hear all the music on the planet, just in case someone had beaten them to it; and Lecygne in the House of Astronomy had the arduous task of combing the interplanetary wavelengths. He had more than covered all the possibilities of finding a solution to the enigma, and had used techniques that Pythagoras used in his time combined with ones that his father had tried right up until his death. But the solution was somehow escaping him.

	He had stuck with the House of Music, with the objective of discovering the music of the spheres for himself, of creating it, of arriving at the same result as Pythagoras did. He had thought that he was prepared, but now he realised, with William there lost in an eternal sleep right in front of him, that his self-imposed role as the alchemist who was going to discover the music of the spheres, was maybe a little beyond him still. Why else was his brother still in a coma? What kind of expert in neuromusicology was he if he couldn’t revive the one person that he had left?

	He had tried everything. His research had been fully focused on making William’s brain react, but up until now he hadn’t had any success at all.

	He had got his hoped up with the latest discoveries in neuronal regeneration. Neuroplasticity had been proven to exist and thereby opened up a very interesting line of investigation on how to substitute dead areas of the brain with new neuronal tissue which could repair the damaged function. He was sure that he could move the recently discovered neuronal stem cells from their deposit in the lateral ventricles anywhere he wanted through music and sounds, but in reality he hadn’t been able to control it well enough to avoid causing even worse damage to the patients. The few sick people who had survived the process had suffered memory loss, impairment of basic functions like speech or being able to feed themselves, only holding on to basic survival instincts. He used the word ‘formatting’ to describe what happened as the brain was left as clean as a hard drive of a computer when you format it. The stem cells, completely clean of all learning, usurped the role of the neurons which already had experience, meaning that it was like the patient was reborn and that their brain returned to its original state. The problem was that the patients were unable to learn anything; they remained in a catatonic state for the rest of their lives, like a computer that can’t access its operating system and so never stops restarting over and over again.

	The short-term objective was clear: he had to find the way to limit the music’s effect and so avoid collapse. That way the brain would be able to develop again.

	But his research was stuck in a rut. What else could he do? Shut himself away in the laboratory and spend hours and hours with tests on new patients? That could take years!

	Now the situation was getting desperate, and his brother’s health meant that he had to take an urgent decision.

	His phone rang and snapped him out of his trance. It was his friend Stephen. He voice was breaking up and he seemed worried and in a rush.

	‘Peter, have you heard about the latest riots in Egypt?’

	The question caught Peter by surprise. He had read that there had been a new round of confrontations between the military and the government in Egypt. The Muslim extremists had taken advantage of the situation to stir up the population, but he couldn’t see what these events had to do with him.

	‘Yes, I’ve heard. Why do you ask?’

	‘Do you remember the Arab Spring on 2011? The Arab world was fed up with so much poverty and repression, so they decided to stand up to the authoritarian regimes and demand freedom.’

	‘I remember. Some countries had more luck than others.’

	‘Unfortunately, Egypt’s revolution was thwarted in the attempt. Mubarak was ousted, which was something, but the truth is that the country still hasn’t stabilized yet.’

	‘What’s all this about?’ Peter asked, starting to reach the end of his patience.

	‘It’s our chance to spread the western lifestyle to Arab countries which are so inaccessible to us. We need to help these people overthrow their armies and dictators and free them from the control of religion, installing the western social and political model in the process.’

	‘So what do you want from me?’

	‘Can’t you guess? You have to put music to the revolution. The Internet is playing a major part in spreading ideas, just as you predicted. Get yourself over there immediately and submerge your songs into the heart of the revolution. Help them. Help us.

	 


Chapter 35.

	Since the previous day, Alicia had observed from her balcony that there was a growing number of security guards around Westpoint’s quarters; it had coincided with the arrival of a strange lorry. The colonel had said that it was special tracking material. She didn’t like the growing military presence; they were supposed to be looking for a pacific solution to the problem.

	At that moment the motors of the helicopter started up, thundering in the air and making the ground vibrate under it. It was getting dark, what use would it be to go out now? They had never gone out at night before.

	A troop of soldiers in uniform marched out of the barracks in a line. Behind them followed Westpoint with the air of a field marshal.

	Alicia acted without thinking. She ran out of her room, reached the patio, and jumped into the helicopter in a flash, sitting on the floor between the two rows of soldiers who were all looking at her in astonishment.

	Marcel Westpoint turned around from his position as co-pilot. That insolent Spanish woman again! He looked at her furiously but Alicia didn’t flinch. She pointed to the floor of the helicopter to show him where she intended to stay. The noise was deafening.

	The colonel appeared to be speaking over the radio with someone at base. He nodded his head. They set off.

	 

	A familiar sound filled the air, gradually increasing in intensity. There had been quite a few days since the Rimba had last seen the metal dragonfly, but even so they didn’t seem worried; they thought they were safe under the impenetrable canopy of the forest.

	But this time, after flying over their heads, the helicopter turned around and circled back over them.

	‘They’ve found us!’ Rasán cried.

	Miko weighed up the option of slipping away and making a sign, but he felt that that would betray the Rimba and so he immediately ruled it out.

	Another sound began to mix in with the hammering sounds of the helicopter blades. At first Miko couldn’t recognise it, but after a while he could clearly hear a voice coming over a megaphone. It was speaking in English and Miko translated for Wobniar who couldn’t make out the words in all the noise.

	‘They’re saying that all the requests of the Rimba are accepted by the Far Forest Company in exchange for the hostages.’

	Wobniar wasn’t sure about the foreigners’ intentions.

	‘Until now, always we trust, always betray.’

	‘You’ve won,’ Miko said. ‘I’ll make sure that they keep their word once I’m back out there.’

	The chief nodded.

	‘Good. Rimba trust you. Come with me, clearing in forest is near. There you leave.’

	Wobniar spoke for the group, which received the news happily but without any real display of emotion. Doubt seemed to float in the air still. They changed direction slightly and a kilometre or so later they found themselves at the rock peak of a hill, clear of trees. From there they made themselves visible to the helicopter which appeared straight away.

	It landed on the centre of the small area, causing clouds of dust mixed with leaves and branched of the nearby trees to fly around. Westpoint didn’t even wait for the blades to stop spinning before he and eight soldiers jumped out onto the ground. Another one stayed behind to stop Alicia.

	What colonel Westpoint saw when standing before him set off his internal security alarm; it was an instinct that didn’t usually fail him. The first thing he saw was Miko and Rasán. Their hands were tied behind their backs and on guard next to them stood a native Rimba. His well-trained peripheral vision kicked in automatically, looking around for other enemies; but he didn’t find any. According to the night vision radar there was a large group of natives here. Where were they all hiding? He couldn’t see them, but he could feel those damn savages’ invisible glares on the back of his neck. He would have to proceed cautiously.

	The noise from the helicopter’s deafening blades finally ground to a halt and permitted the two groups to communicate. They were about twenty steps apart. Westpoint ordered the troop to lower their weapons as they surrounded him in a perfect fan formation.

	‘It’s all over, Rasán,’ said the colonel in a firm voice. ‘You must be Miko Tarvuk. We’re here to take you home.’

	‘And what about the Rimba? Are you going to accept their request that you leave the forest?’ Miko asked in a loud voice.

	‘Wow, are you really putting these fools’ request before your own safety?’

	‘The Rimba only want what’s theirs, their heritage.’

	‘I can see we’ve got another victim of the Stockholm Syndrome,’ he replied ironically.

	‘Are you going to accept their request or not? We want to see the document signed by the Indonesian government.’

	Westpoint let a chuckle escape.

	‘The Indonesian government? Can you see anyone from the Indonesian government anywhere around here?’ Westpoint’s voice was growing more and more arrogant. He felt as if he was in complete control and it was swelling his pride.

	Just at that moment the sound of running feet come from behind Westpoint. Alicia had escaped from the helicopter and dashed towards the group. A soldier caught her as she was reaching the colonel.

	‘Alicia!’ shouted Miko as he tried to run towards here. Wobniar held him back, making it impossible for him to advance.

	‘Miko! Are you okay?’ shouted Alicia, her eyes reflecting both her happiness and fear. She felt the urge to cry, to give up. Trusting the Far Forest had been a huge mistake.

	‘What a beautiful scene!’ Westpoint mocked, his sadism oozing out of his pores in the form of sweat. ‘So, where were we? Ah yes, of course, the Rimbas’ demands. The thing is, to demand something like that there needs to be something to offer in exchange, and theirs, the hostages, aren’t really all that valuable.’

	‘There’ll be plenty of people looking for us. It wouldn’t be a wise move for either you or Far Forest to do anything stupid.’

	‘Plenty of people you say? I can assure you that the people you see here are the only ones. Are you trying to trick me with the little story about you two being journalists? I know exactly who you both are.’ Westpoint made a gesture with his arm and the troop reacted simultaneously, raising their arms. ‘Just as I know that there is nobody, absolutely nobody, who knows you’re here.’

	Miko could see that he was clearly at a disadvantage, but he still had one card up his sleeve.

	‘The girl for Rasán!’ he shouted.

	Westpoint hardly stopped to think. In fact, he was giving him exactly what he wanted.

	‘Let her go!’ he ordered haughtily. ‘She can’t do anything to hurt us now.’ I’ll kill two birds with one stone he muttered to himself.

	Alicia and Rasán both began running in opposite directions.

	The impact of Alicia’s hug almost knocked Miko off his feet. He couldn’t hug her back and when she kissed him spontaneously on the lips he was amazed. Their first kiss and he couldn’t even hold her in his arms!

	‘What are we going to do now?’ she asked in a quivering voice.

	‘When this all goes crazy, run.’

	That said; Wobniar gave the signal. Sharp whistling noises coming from the surrounding trees broke the silence. A few soldiers fell to the floor like dead weights. Others shook, grabbing in fear at the area where the poison had hit them. Westpoint was disoriented by the attack and saw as he looked around that none of the weapons were pointing at the natives and the two foreigners. He felt two painful jabs in his legs. He felt like the bull’s eye of a target. He grabbed them and yanked them out violently, taking a chunk of skin with it. The scream he let out travelled for kilometres around.

	Wobniar, Miko and Alicia took advantage of the confusion and turned around quickly, running as fast as they could to find refuge in the jungle. Alicia was panicking, she could feel the sight on Westpoint’s gun was pointing at her neck, but she couldn’t look back. She held on to Miko’s hand and ran; ran like she had never run before.

	 

	Wobniar raced through the dense undergrowth and all its obstacles as agilely as a gazelle. He looked back from time to time, slowing down for the foreigners who were also victims of the Far Forest Company like him and the rest of the Rimba.

	The faraway sound of automatic weapons stopped them in their tracks. They could hear cries in the distance and then the sound of guns again. They were hunting the Rimba who had stayed behind to cover their chief’s back in case he needed to escape. The soldiers’ revenge was completely out of proportion with the attack, the two sides weren’t armed equally. Wobniar’s face saddened as he heard his bothers die. But he also grew proud; they were giving their lives for their beliefs, fighting for the survival of their tribe, and they would take some soldiers down with them too; the darts were tipped with a deadly poison.

	‘They’re coming after us,’ said Miko trying to catch his breath.

	‘Yes, they close. We run fast.’ Wobniar instructed.

	‘But where are we going? How can we escape from them?’

	Wobniar hesitated for a few seconds before his face grew as calm and decided as ever.

	‘Only opportunity for us is use weapon of gods against them.’

	‘You have weapons? Why didn’t you bring them? We could be fighting man to man instead of running away.’

	‘Weapon can’t come with Rimba. Rimba go to weapon.’

	‘Wherever the weapons are, let’s get going!’ Alicia interrupted. ‘The colonel is going to catch up to us soon if we stay still.’

	The chief of the Rimba seemed astonished that a woman could express herself so firmly and directly. He looked at Miko, let a knowing smile cross his lips and started out again, taking great strides, following a path that only existed under the soles of his feet.

	 

	Only a few hundred metres away Marcel Westpoint was taking out his fury on an innocent young Rimba man who he had chosen as the scapegoat for his frustration. The boy stared at him defiantly despite being tied up. It was a hard, untameable look which perfectly reflected the unerring will of his people. He was going to pay for the blackmail that the chief of his tribe had thrust on him, as well as for the arrogance of the two interfering foreigners who had tried to help. He felt humiliated; his military honour tainted along with his spotless record after being defeated due to his battle plan. He had tried to follow them into the dense forest but had given up when he lost their trail after only a few minutes. What’s more, he had lost quite a few men. He decided to turn around and go back to the helicopter. He could still use the night vision radar.

	He removed a knife from an exterior trouser pocket, held it tightly and looked lovingly at the perfect curves of sharp steel, moving it slowly and cruelly in front of the young Rimba boy’s face.

	When he turned around to head back to the clearing Westpoint left behind him a pool of bright red blood. It made a sharp contrast to the dark peat that covered the ground; and what he didn’t realise was that as he moved away, the blood seemed to be flowing after him like a living thing with tentacles reaching out after him. The seemingly unending source of this stream of blood was the slit throat of the young Rimba.

	If he had turned around, he would have asked how one man could bleed so much. He would never have understood that it was the blood of a whole tribe, or even the blood of all the original tribes of the planet who had lived at peace with the natural forces that surrounded them, which flowed from that one young man.

	He painstakingly cleaned the blade of the knife and put it back in its case.

	The best things in life should be enjoyed in peace.


Chapter 36.

	Crotone, South Italy. Year 515 B.C. 

	 

	The man sitting there, knees intertwined, eyes staring blankly could well have passed for a mad man to the people passing by at those early hours of the morning. Pythagoras was enjoying the dawn of a new day in his favourite way: alone and in silence, observing how the great solar disc emerged steadily from the sea. Since his passage through Egypt, where the sun king is the worshipped as the greatest symbol of power on earth, he had felt a special bond with it. He was convinced that it granted him the clairvoyance that he had needed in order to be able to discover and unravel the mysteries that he had so far in his life. However, on that day it was hiding shyly behind a thick morning mist. Maybe it didn’t want him to think clearly.

	Time was running out. In a question of minutes, the commercial machinery would begin to work, turning the surroundings of his temple into a bustling mixture of people coming and going, the slow, heavy carts on the stone street and the general noise of unloading provisions and merchandise. Over the years respect for him as a philosopher had grown and he had been able to save enough to move to the outskirts of the city and build a home there for his community, although in reality he didn’t feel it was far enough away from the world.

	And the noise. That’s what was hardest for him. The noise was the most obvious indicator of confusion, imperfection and the indecision which lived in men’s’ souls. That’s why he made such an effort to hold his concentration just a little longer, stretching out those seconds of complete silence to practice the enriching exercise of listening to himself.

	It was his own, private, ritual. Contemplating dawn made him feel in harmony with nature. The sun had appeared another day and even though the rays were still weak, he could feel his internal energy renewing itself. That was when he began to feel the agreeable and addictive sensation of being part of the universe. Maybe he was just a small, insignificant piece, but vital, just like all the others so that the cosmos could keep moving infinitely. However, this privilege demanded that he make certain sacrifices and maintain certain attitudes in order to be worthy of such an honour. As just another member of the order which ruled over the universe, he too should aim for the greatest purity of soul that he could.

	That simple concept which linked personal lives with a global concept of the whole universe, was the axis of his life and his doctrine, but at that moment, all it did was to light a spark which brought to mind the bitter memories about the worst years of his life; those spent in the land where he was born. After returning from Egypt, that wonderful journey to the origin of knowledge, he had nothing but problems. The dream of sharing his discoveries with his compatriots was quashed by the reigning power in Samos. Policrates submitted the town to a brutal tyranny using flourishing trade and the people, seeing their wealth grow, weren’t worried about his government’s abuse of power.

	Pythagoras’ speeches were not welcomed by the governing class right from the start. Since the ancient times, the belief had been that everything that happened in the world was undoubtedly governed by the array of gods who lived on Mount Olympus. Why do you want to change people’s beliefs? they asked. The pressure grew and turned into threats, to the same proportion as his popularity. His speeches about religion and science were attended by huge crowds and he had many disciples who worshipped him almost like a god.

	Tensions got worse and worse until Pythagoras decided that it would be best for him to leave the city. He was very sad to leave his home on the island of Samos and try to find his fortune in some Greek colony to the west. A boat took him to Crotone, in the gulf of Tarento to the south of the Italian Peninsula and that’s where he had been ever since, in love with its generous climate, its arid fields of olives and vines and its splendid sunrises over the turquoise sea.

	This small city had welcomed him without prejudices, and it was where he was able to grow as a wise man and a teacher. Crotone also bore witness to the birth of his community. Pythagoras had felt obliged to create it, worried as he was that if not his knowledge would die with him. He needed to share his knowledge, convinced that it was the authentic, the primordial, that which would bring the world out of intellectual ostracism. He couldn’t be so selfish as to enjoy it all alone.

	He had done well, in his first speeches on Crotone, to assimilate his concept of religion with the pre-existing mythology, thereby making it easier for the public to assimilate. His fame as a scholar spread quickly around the whole area and he soon had a legion of followers bombarding him with questions. He was pleased to have awoken this instinct in his neighbours. Many of them lived immersed in his teachings, no appearing to think about anything else other than continue learning from their master. For this advanced group, Pythagoras prepared speeches of a much higher level than for the person on the street. It was necessary for him to divide his teachings into two: the exoteric, or outer, accessible to the greater public and the esoteric, the inner ones, those for the initiated. And that’s how he produced a continuous stream of followers which ended up becoming the foundation of a house-temple where the group of initiated ones could share their lives with the master.

	The sound of a bell being rung by one of his disciples brought him out of his trance in an instant, and his thoughts of faraway disappeared as if by magic.

	He needed to get himself organised and back to the temple; the morning ceremony was about to start.

	 

	‘We give thanks to the one who has enlightened us with the Tetraktys, root of knowledge, tree of wisdom.’ The echo of these words, spoken in unison but the group of disciples, resonated around the ceremonial room.

	The room was remarkable in its sobriety. There wasn’t an object or decoration to distract from the teaching. There was only a discreet altar, behind which sat Pythagoras, which stood out from the rest of the room. At the sides, two lines of simple columns served as back rests for some of the students. The others were all scattered on the floor, taking notes as the master gave his speech.

	The morning ceremony was an act of strengthening the faith. Pythagoras believed that the first thing we had to do every day was to remember what we had learnt in order to facilitate the entry of new knowledge. Because of this, the ceremony was a dialogue, already learnt by the disciples, between teacher and students.

	After the greetings from the audience, Pythagoras began the round of questions.

	‘What are the pillars of our faith?’

	‘Contemplation, knowledge and purification,’ the students replied as one.

	‘What is contemplation?’

	‘The observation of the regular movement of the stars.’

	‘Why is contemplation beneficial?’

	‘Because it helps us to understand the universal order.’

	‘What do we achieve when we feel a part of the cosmic order?’

	‘We are purified.’

	‘Do we purify our body?’

	‘No, master, we purify our soul, which is only encased in our body temporarily.’

	‘What will happen to our soul when our body dies?’

	‘It will be reincarnated in another body to carry on being purified.’

	‘Is there an end to the transmigrations of the soul?’

	‘Yes, master, when the soul reaches its state of maximum perfection.’

	‘What shape will the soul take then?’

	‘A sphere, the perfect shape.’

	‘What must we do to our bodies in that case while we are alive?’

	‘Dedicate ourselves to the purification of the soul within.’

	‘What rules do we have for good conduct?’

	‘Silence, obedience, abstinence and simplicity.’

	‘What is the main way of contemplating the universe and the making the soul closer to it?’

	‘The practice of science.’

	‘How are the teachings of knowledge divided?’

	‘There are four mathematas: arithmetic, geometry, astronomy and music.’

	‘Which is the main mathemata?’

	‘Music, because it contains summaries of all the others, showing the divide nature that everything is controlled by something simple and comprehensible to man.’

	‘What is the stone on which the explanation of the topic rests on?’

	‘The sacred – Numbers.’

	‘What can we achieve with Numbers?’

	‘Capture the meaning of natural order, create a human concept for divide nature, stop being slaves of the universe and becoming its masters.’

	‘Can you make these teachings public, outside the temple?’

	‘Under no circumstances. We give thanks to the one who has enlightened us with the Tetraktys, root of knowledge, and tree of wisdom.’

	With the repetition of the same greeting as at the beginning, the session was finished. The rest of the days consisted of attending classes with different themes, where students shared their knowledge and challenged each other in theoretical discussions, geometry problems, arithmetic or talked about the latest lessons on astronomy or music. Pythagoras passed through whenever he could in order to reply to his disciples’ doubts or teach them an unknown secret.

	In the afternoon, the master usually left the temple to attend an intellectual appointment or to give a public speech, but this particular afternoon he didn’t have anything planned. Taking advantage of the time when he pupils would be having dinner, he retired in silence to the exterior of the temple, using the door which led to the garden. A path was laid out with slabs of slate and ran almost hidden, through the rose bushes, geraniums and carnations until it reached a hill over the sea. He had ordered a circular porch to be built there which was to have a stone roof held up by slim columns. At the moment, the only thing that was finished was the five pointed star that he had ordered to be built into the floor. He had played with different typed of marble in order to get a surprising effect. By day, the shape was hardly noticeable, but on a clear night the moon highlighted the interior slabs, somewhat darker, with a sheen that differentiated them from the others and revealing the sacred shape of the pentacle. He imagined that the shade that the cupola would give when it was finished, along with the magnificent views, would make this the perfect place to meditate.

	A sad, melancholy feeling had been shadowing him all day and now, in the evening it was turning into frustration and bitterness. It was time to say goodbye to his cherished treasure, the scroll that contained the music of the spheres, the paradigm for universal harmony, the key to discovering all the mysteries of the universe. It was the tool that would allow a human being to become the king of the world, surpassing the role of a simple puppet in the universe.

	He had never made the contents public to anybody, not even his most advanced disciples. The difference in age between him and his pupils created a psychological barrier which made it hard for him to form friendships. Moreover, his followers treated him like a god, a supreme being, something that he had more than likely encouraged with the establishment of certain habits and customs in the community and which now turned against him and plunged him into solitude. Who could he leave his valuable treasure to? Who would be able to see the hidden meaning in this scroll? He missed Enufis. Even though some of his disciples had exceptional minds, he couldn’t see anyone who he felt special enough to entrust his most precious legacy to. His reason didn’t leave him any room for doubt: nobody, nowadays, was worthy of this peculiar inheritance, so he decided to leave it in the hands of destiny. The same destiny that had chosen him, precisely to change the course of human minds, granting him the gift of being able to capture the essence of things, of numbers, or wondering why and how and not only about what and when. He would send a message to the future, maybe then they’d know how to use his discovery. He decided to do it there and then. ‘Stone, eternal element,’ he thought ‘before all the others, air, water and fire.’ There could be no better place to hide it forever.

	He set to work without giving it any more thought. Armed with a hammer and chisel, he started to work a couple of cylindrical stones with which to make the shaft of one of the columns, hollowing it out until the scroll would fit inside. When they were ready, he placed them on top of another, recently started one, which was half built with the scroll inside and he said goodbye to it forever:

	‘I hope that whoever discovers you will know how to uncover your secret. Farewell, precious treasure.’

	 


Chapter 37.

	They had been running through the forest for more than an hour without stopping. Alicia and Miko felt like they were about to die, but Wobniar didn’t seem to be suffering at all. Suddenly, out of nowhere, appeared a group of basic shacks built from palm leaves.

	A few dozen natives came out to meet them as soon as they heard the noise of their approach, causing quite a stir. The cries grew and grew as the families found out about the loss of their kinsfolk. They all seemed to be looking to Wobniar for explanations, but he quickly raised his voice in order to calm the animated crowd. With great skill and authority, he organised groups and designated them each a task. Miko and Alicia were standing to one side, observing the scene with the hope that those poor natives were able to come up with a brilliant plan to escape being flattened by colonel Westpoint’s war machine.

	‘We go to sacred mountain. Come,’ Wobniar instructed the foreigners after ending the meeting.

	‘Is that where you keep the weapons?’ Miko asked.

	‘One weapon only. Ask god for help, the spirit of the forest, made of our ancestors. They know what to do.’

	‘But how? Our strength is limited to invoking spirits?’ Alicia could see her last hopes of getting out of this alive disappearing.

	‘They always help Rimba. When we need, they know how care for forest and people. Why not now?’

	‘Let’s try and stay positive,’ Miko interjected. ‘Could we help with anything in the ceremony?’

	‘Yes, of course. Last years, we always ask for help to save our home. Repeat lots this prayer. Now you here, goods have sent answer to the problems. You say you musician. Other brothers now dead and wounded. You be musician in the call to the gods.’

	‘I can play some instruments too,’ Alicia protested.

	‘Good. You too play. We play one piece only. Always same. The ancient gods show our ancestors, they show us, pass from fathers to sons. They listen the tune, know protect Rimba. We call Song of Forest.’

	Miko and Alicia looked at each other in shock. The Song of the Forest! Could it be that they were talking about the same score? It all fit into place. The Song of the Forest, as Bintang Habibi had said when they arrived in this country, came from the very heart of the forest, its guts and that it took its strength from all the power of nature so as to project its sound to the farthest limits. Spirit songs, as the legends told.

	Alicia and Miko had found these spirits. And not only that, now they were a part of them.

	The whole group moved out rapidly and headed up the mountain. Half way up, a group of men separated from the others, making their way into a cave whose entrance was well-hidden among the tangled vegetation. They walked past but they were able to see how a long line of Rimba was taking some heavy load into the mountain.

	‘It’s the food for mountain.’ Wobniar told them simply without holding up the march.

	When they reached the top, they found a perfect circle of trees with thick trunks that surrounded a terrace made of earth. The trees looked quite strange; they were of varying heights and had almost no branches.

	It was the place where they held celebrations.

	The people divided up into work parties. Some women lit torches which the children then took up to the branches of the circle of trees. Other young people agilely climbed up to the top of the trees. Alicia thought she saw one of them uncover some kind of hatch, as if he was uncorking a bottle, and then how a dense, black smoke rose up out of the top of the very same tree.

	She tapped Miko on the elbow, pointed upwards and they both saw how the same action was repeated in all the trees which formed the perimeter of the area.

	‘What are they doing?’ they asked in amazement.

	‘Preparing instruments,’ Wobniar replied.

	‘How?’ Alicia didn’t understand a thing. ‘What type of instruments do you use?’

	‘I think they’re wind instruments,’ Miko said.

	Wobniar allowed himself to smile as a confirmation.

	‘These trunks,’ he explained, ‘are exit for air in sacred mountain. Rimba make fire in cave inside mountain. Fire move hot air. Air escape mountain through sacred trees.’

	Now they understood the smoke that was coming out of the tops of the trunks. Somehow the Rimba made the air come out of the mountain through the ceremonial trees.

	Other Rimba uncovered some hatches that were the size of a man and were embedded into the bark and different heights. The air that gradually escaped in short bursts soon came out faster and faster. At Wobniar’s order they closed the hatches that had been opened.

	‘The weapon is ready,’ announced the Rimba chief.

	The acoustic effect was devastating. Each tree was transformed into a giant flute which emitted its own sound. The sacred mountain, like a colossal lung which blew through them, expelled its hot breath through the trunks.

	The different holes in the bark played the same role as the holes on a flute. The Rimba who were next to them could open and close them whenever they wanted so that the combination that resulted from each tree made a particular musical note.

	After a moment to tune and synchronise amongst the players, the enigmatic first notes of Square Circle began to appear as clear as day.

	Faced with his song again. Miko closed his eyes, unable to fathom what this coincidence could mean. He was dying to ask Wobniar all about the tune; but that would have to wait until they had saved their lives, if they managed to that is.

	‘This is The Song of the Forest,’ Wobniar announced proudly to his surprised foreign friends. ‘How we communicate with gods. Now only wait for them help us.’

	The notes were growing in intensity, making it impossible to communicate by speaking.

	‘How are the god supposed to hear us?’ Alicia asked sceptically. ‘Wouldn’t be it better to put out the torches? The colonel will be able to see us from far away! They’ll come straight here to finish us off!’

	‘If the gods hear, the gods protect. We lucky. Today full moon, day we speak to them. You here for some reason, not chance. See there? Those trees need two people. You musicians, you play. Now!’ he ordered and the two ran to obey immediately.

	The Rimba chief started to reflect on something. The arrival of these two foreigners couldn’t be chance. He had almost forgotten the legend about the apparition of people who would help to save the Rimba people from destruction. His father had told him the story before he died as all the Rimba chiefs did from generation to generation. He also told him that the visitors should pass a test to prove themselves before being deemed worthy. The story was ambiguous, hazy even and he had sworn secrecy half thinking that the story was just that, something for old people, valueless. That was the day, however, that he began to believe in ancestral legends again.

	‘Do you know how to play the ney?’ Miko asked Alicia as they walked towards the mission they had been charged with.

	‘I love its sound,’ Alicia remembered nostalgically how she had had a brief yet intense affair with an Iranian exchange student. He had often talked about this type of oriental flute proudly. He said it was the musical instrument that had been used by the first civilization, his ancestors the Babylonians. ‘But I only know how to play the traditional flute.’

	‘It’s the same, but there’s an extra hole on the back part where the thumb goes. I think these trunks imitate the way it works, just on a bigger scale. Look over there, each tree has five holes, like a traditional ney. Wobniar told us that the hatches are operated from the ground and I noticed that they open from behind the others, like the ney. Its job is to slightly modify the tone of the note that the rest of the instrument makes.’

	‘But how am I going to play it?’

	‘You’ve heard Square Circle many times now, and you’re a good musician. It shouldn’t be too difficult for you. Concentrate, listen to the sound of your tree and close the hatch so that it is in harmony with the others.’

	‘It sounds easy when you put it like that!’ Alicia shouted to try and make herself heard above the infernal sound that filled the inside of the circle.

	They split up after a short embrace. When they each arrived at their own tree, they concentrated in what sound was playing, and sensed a light error in one of the flutes. It was precisely that test that they had to pass. Neither of them, however, had the faintest idea what tuning an instrument could have to do with saving lives. The Far Forest Company’s helicopter wouldn’t take long to find them, not only because of the light coming from the torches and their raised position but also the sound that they were making, which was undoubtedly filling the forest with its wonderful melody. If Wobniar was right, they should make haste to get The Song of the Forest tuned to perfection so they could invoke the gods.

	And then they would have to wait and see just what it was that the gods were going to do in order to save them for certain doom.

	 

	Westpoint was cursing to himself as he sat next to the pilot. The fuel reserves were low. His options to track them were coming to an end. The Rimba chief and the foreigners had apparently disappeared. The infrared radar showed a disappointingly black screen with no traces of heat on the ground. He had ordered the pilot to make concentric circles, gradually getting bigger and spreading out from the clearing where they had been ambushed. His patience was running out. He couldn’t allow such an error. A soldier with his experience, rank and wisdom tricked by savages! This was a new and humiliating mark on his professional career.

	Just as he was about to give the order to turn around and head back to base when a pixel changed colour on the radar accompanied by a sharp alarm. It had found something. His hopes bounced back. His military instinct took over again. He directed the helicopter straight at the object that had been detected and confirmed that there was a source of heat there straight away as the orange on the screen grew and got more and more intense. There was no doubt about it; there, in the middle of the forest, something was giving off heat and that could only mean human presence.

	The moon was especially clear that night and there was a silver glow coming from the tops of the trees. This enabled Westpoint to spot a slight elevation in the distance with what seemed to be columns of dark smoke rising from it into the night. He checked the distance that the infrared radar gave to the site. It coincided; were those savages stupid? Had they really been careless enough to light a bonfire? He accelerated the helicopter, sure that he was going to finish off the Rimba problem once and for all.

	Alicia and Miko were still immersed in their instruments. Each one at the base of a tree, opening and closing the doors, trying to get the best note they could out of their giant flutes. The first smoke, coming from the initial combustion of the peat that lined the mountain can transformed into a clear, fast-flowing gust of hot air which luckily didn’t burn.

	The tune of The Song of the Forest was limited to the central theme of the piece Square Circle that Miko had composed and which they repeated over and over again by the Rimba. Alicia realised that her trunk was out of tune on some notes but after a little trial and error, she found that by covering the hole with the top, the sound went up the semi-tone necessary for it to give the right note.

	Miko had no problems in working out how to manage opening and closing the trap doors in order to get the perfect note. A few metres away his eyes met Alicia’s and they gave each other a smile. Their thoughts coincided for a split second. That song had brought them together, the blessed reason for their lives coinciding. Both playing at the same time, they felt their bodies vibrate as one, uniting in a dimension that transcended the physics of waves and the reality of space. They had no idea of knowing where this magic was taking them to, but they had forgotten their fear and were letting themselves get carried away with it.

	A powerful ray of light coming from the sky distracted them for an instant. Could it be that the gods were coming down from above to answer the Rimba’s prayers? Was the Song of the Forest really the means of communication with other spheres? Is that what the force that everyone believed they felt when they heard it? The Rimba seemed to think so. They livened up, and affected by seeing the lights in the sky they played faster and faster.

	Their hopes soon fell when the course of the light got a little closer. The spotlight shone on them, illuminating in chaotic movements which could never have been mistaken for the work of the perfect gods. When they were close enough, the terrible threat on Westpoint’s helicopter replaced the euphoria from a moment before. The deafening noise of the helicopter was hardly audible above the noise coming from the trees.

	Wobniar ordered them to play faster as well as sending a messenger to the entrance of the cave. He was going to burn everything; they needed a stronger flow of air.

	 

	Westpoint couldn’t believe his eyes. The Rimba were wasting their time on some absurd ritual ceremony while they were loading the machine guns that were going to kill them. Far from feeling pity, he broke into a triumphant smile and at the same time heard a strange sound. A light tune could be heard over the mechanical noise of the helicopter. He fiddled with his headset, in case it was interference from the radio system but the melody was still there and getting louder all the time. He looked around angrily and saw that the sound was coming from the Rimba ritual. He smiled. Maybe the tribe was playing its own death march.

	He decided to get closer; he wanted to see their faces before taking their lives. He told the pilot to fly over them, right above the circle which was marked by the perfect circumference of strange-looking bare trees. He could make out some Rimba twisting and turning in the branches. The pilot tried to get closer but he was repelled by an invisible force each time. Westpoint was furious at the pilot’s ineptitude and took over the controls. On the third attempt he had to admit that it wasn’t such an easy task to penetrate the air space above the Rimba, much to his frustration. He would have sworn that there was a strong gust of wind coming from below, but the meteorological conditions were perfect that evening. It didn’t matter; he would shoot them from a distance. He couldn’t miss. And he was going to do it slowly, taking his time with each target, savouring every shot.

	 

	The flow of air that the mountain was expelling through the hollow trunks got faster until the point that it was getting really difficult to control the valves that opened and closed the holes. The intensity of the sound grew until the limit of human endurance and Alicia and Miko thought their ear drums would burst.

	The musician noted a slight vibration which made the trunk shake. He wasn’t really surprised as the air pressure inside was tremendous. The trunk wouldn’t be able to take much more. No matter how strong the roots were, they would be shot out like rockets. Their suspicions seemed to be coming true as they felt a little tremor under their feet and, not long after, the whole mountain bowed and moved in time to the music. Miko thought the ground was going to break into thousands of pieces.

	The first stream of gunfire was unexpected. A deaf bombarding against the ground interrupted the rhythm of the song for a moment. The Rimba who had stayed inside the circle were now running for cover in the forest. The second blast was longer and more accurate, making impact and leaving some of the Rimba lying on the ground, immobile.

	The tragedy had begun and only a miracle would enable them to save themselves from the massacre that the colonel had planned for them.

	At that moment, with the pressure in the mountain about to blow, Miko thought the Song of the Forest was lacking something to make it truly sublime. Part intuition and part inspiration, he remembered the exact sequence of notes that the San people had made him repeat until he memorised them and before they left the Kalahari. Why would they have gone to such trouble if it hadn’t been for something truly important? Wouldn’t that sequence of notes make the perfect complement for this melody?

	He didn’t hesitate and when the next cycle began, he changed the notes that came out of his tree, making them match the ones he learned in African desert.

	Something wasn’t working, though; the vibration under the ground was getting weaker. What was he doing wrong? The helicopter was almost directly in front of the trees. If he didn’t come up with something soon, they were all going to die.

	Westpoint pointed the nose of the machine at one of the strange trees, where he could see five natives clinging to the trunk at various levels. He would do it slowly, picking them off one by one. If any of the others made a run for it, he would be able to get them with the rocket launcher. The only problem is that to use it, he’d have to get a bit closer and seeing that the strange wind that had been causing him problems had died down a little, he could get a good shot right now.

	The sharp noise that came from the ground confused him. There were hardly more than twenty Rimba down there. How could they be blowing so hard that they could make such a loud noise?

	Suddenly, something in the rhythm changed at the same time as a light tremor caused the helicopter to shake and make him lose his aim. He had to manoeuvre again so he could get a better aim, and it wasn’t easy. A warning light lit up on the control panel, indicating that there was some technical difficulty but luckily it soon went off again. He needed to hurry up and finish off what he had come to do so he could get out of there. His brain had gone back to being on full alert.

	 

	Miko could feel the transformation. The vibration under his feet had changed to a kind of giant wave that shook them every five seconds, slightly lifting the ground a few centimetres into the air before letting it drop again. And that was just at the start of him playing the San’s gift! Out of the corner of his eye he thought he could see the helicopter showing signs of instability, as if a giant, invisible hand was swatting it. He wasn’t able to take aim so easily now, and he began to feel safe for a moment. That security pushed him to keep on playing the San tune and as he did, he noticed that both the pauses between to waves as well as the waves themselves were getting bigger. Miko understood what physical phenomenon he was witnessing. His legs began to shake as he realised the mountain itself was beginning to vibrate at its resonant frequency!

	The warning light lit back up. Westpoint hesitated. Could it be broken? Just one second more and he realised that it wasn’t. What it was doing was flashing, and at the exact frequency as the rhythm of the music that had been rising up from the ground. At each interval the helicopter was hit by a gust of air, causing him to lose his aim over and over again. Then, a little later, the time between shakes got shorter and shorter as the intensity grew stronger and stronger. The helicopter ended up being thrown around like a paper ball caught in a tornado. In the heart of the whirlwind the only thing that Westpoint could recognise was an insistent, penetrating song that seemed to be coming from the very heart of the forest.

	 

	Miko almost had it, but something was missing. That was when the silence that always preceded the thundering noise came to mind. That was what he needed. All he needed to do was to stop playing in order to concentrate the energy that flowed between them into the definitive strike.

	From his tree, Wobniar saw Miko gesturing. His left arm was held high with the palm outstretched, imitating the signal that he gave to the tribe to stop when they were marching through the forest. His friend was requesting that they stop the performance! Why now, when they had already beaten the metal dragonfly? Had he gone crazy? He thought for a moment, remembering the legend of the traveller who would save the Rimba. He’d better have been right about him, because they had run out of options if not. The future of his people depended on whether he obeyed this man’s order.

	Wobniar raised his hand energetically. The Rimba musicians stopped playing all at once, panting after all their physical effort.

	At first it seemed as if it had been a mistake. The silence that suddenly flooded the area was only broken by the motor of the helicopter over their heads, whistling like a mosquito before it dies of poisoning. Then, a few moments later, a rumbling started to emerge from the depths of the forest, coming from the valleys, creeping up the hillsides, echoing off hill after hill and amplifying the concentrated energy of the millions of living beings that made up the forest, giving shape to a single supernatural cry.

	Miko and Alicia noticed the intensity of the murmuring grow, like a wave coming to shore from far out at sea that gathers speed and height as it gets closer to land. As they were both calculating the effect of being dragged away by a gigantic acoustic wave something unexpected happened. The mountain on which they were positioned seemed to condense all the tributaries of sound into one torrent. Before becoming unbearable to their ears, Miko thought he heard two waves resounding simultaneously: one was a scream of pain and the other a furious roar. The focal point of the sound was in the centre of the circle, and it seemed to want to rise up through concentric impulses which made the air tremble at regular intervals. A second later the sound was projected vertically into the heavens in the form of a deafening crack that boomed around the forest. All of those present were thrown to the floor as if by a powerful, invisible hand and, from there on the ground, Miko would have sworn that the stars shifted slightly in their places, shaken by the violence of the explosion.

	The helicopter was hit by the wave of air like a paper boat being swept along in a cataract, torn into thousands of tiny pieces which were then sent hurtling in all directions like the spectacular ending to a firework display.

	The moment when the natural forces had to act together.

	The moon shone even more than usual to eclipse the fleeting spark that the explosion caused.

	The trees opened their tops and silently engulfed the remains of the helicopter under their green cloak.

	The mountains swallowed up the sound of the explosion, transforming it into the sound of distant thunder.

	In a few seconds all traces of the murderous machine had vanished.

	 

	The surviving Rimba joined together in the centre of the circle, celebrating with joyous leaps and cries of victory. Wobniar, Alicia and Miko met up a short distance away.

	‘Thank you, Miko. Thank you, Alicia.’ Wobniar pronounced solemnly. ‘The Rimba will always be grateful.’

	Alicia nodded, smiling. It had been difficult for the Rimba chief to forget her feminine condition and now address her directly.

	‘Ancient legend speak of you, of visitors who save our people from death. Only one wise man before know Song of the Forest. This man go on journey, enter forest with us, live with us. He had different religion, but good man with big heart. We show him our song; ask him to stay with Rimba. But he went. He had mission with his gods, build biggest temple in world.’

	Miko and Alicia looked at each other wide-eyed. Borobudur? they both thought. It was then that Miko realised why that stepped pyramid reminded him so much of his Square Circle.

	‘Now we ask you to stay with Rimba people. You save our tribe.’

	‘We would love to stay, but this isn’t our place,’ Miko replied kindly.

	‘Yes,’ said Wobniar resignedly, ‘it’s true, your tribe is waiting for its chief out there.’

	Alicia and Miko burst out laughing at Wobniar’s comparison and he joined in, despite not knowing why, and showed them the other side to the serious one they had seen until now.

	‘We promise to come and visit when we can,’ Alicia finished off. ‘What’s more, I can assure you that you’ll never be bothered by the likes of Far Forest again. All the news stations are going to receive a very interesting report about the schemes this government has had going on with the troops of timber companies.’

	‘We’ll take care of it ourselves, telling the story from our experience!’ Miko added.

	Wobniar seemed disappointed that his friends weren’t going to stay. After a few seconds during which he seemed to be thinking what to do next, he turned around and took a rudimentary old looking reed flute out of an old leather bag.

	‘In that case, I give you treasure.’

	‘No, we won’t hear of it, we don’t deserve a present.’ Miko reacted. ‘We’re the ones who are indebted to you all.’

	‘I insist, you take ancient instrument as gift.’

	Wobniar put it to his lips to bring the old instrument back to life. Its tatty appearance gave no indication of the sweet tune that began to flow out of it.

	 


Chapter 38.

	It wasn’t an easy task for Peter. With project Dylan, he had managed to direct a few voters’ will towards a particular candidate, but mobilise millions of Egyptians of different classes, ages and religions to start a revolution was another matter all together.

	He had moved to Cairo on The Academy’s recommendation. The objective was to take advantage of the latest disturbances in order to bring the western style of life into favour. Peter had accepted, determined to use this challenge to further his studies into developing neuromusicological techniques as well as giving the other Houses of Arithmetic, Geometry and Astronomy time to find some clues about the Music of the Spheres.

	‘Get those barbarians out of the dark ages and into the light!’ Stephen had said. Next, he had argued that because of religion, in Egypt as well as all the other Muslim countries, people were still living in the Middle Ages and that this was dragging the rest of civilization down. A few buds of modernity had sprung up in the north of Africa since the first Arab Spring in 2011 and Peter’s job was to water those shoots and consolidate them in Egypt. This was the key location for the movement to spread to other neighbouring countries, wiping out all the old views based on ignorance and superstition.

	The Academy had many contacts over there, in practically all the music production companies. That’s how he came to meet Amir Adel, head of Zamalek Records, a small but influential studio dedicated to Arabic rock. Peter’s proposal was clear right from the start: ‘I want all the young people’s favourite artists working together on a song for the revolution.’ He didn’t have much time, and he needed to use whatever was on offer. At first he allowed them to compose freely. The lyrics were good, with a message, a little in the style of the Dylan from the late sixties: freedom, change dreams… However, that wasn’t enough; without his own particular musical touches the song would rise and fall just like all the others. Little by little he began to get involved in the studio work with the two sets of artists; first with the voice recordings and then directly intervening in the correction of the chords and beat.

	The result was a bomb to cause massive adhesion to the cause disguised as an inoffensive song called ‘Sout Al Horeya’ (The Voice of Liberty).

	That afternoon, Peter returned from strolling through Tahrir Square after listening to the masses, once again congregated in that emblematic location to demand change, singing his song in unison. The work he was doing was bearing fruit.

	When he arrived at the studio he noticed a strange object in a glass case for the first time. Despite it being quite large, he had never noticed it before as he had been so focused on his difficult task. It was a very strange harp, with a curved neck. His colleague, Amir walked in at that precise moment and observed Peter’s engrossed expression.

	‘I guess that nobody’s ever told you about my other musical facet,’ he said.

	Peter watched Amir go behind the reception desk and get something. They had hit it off right from the start, based on their affinity for focusing their musical work to the generation of emotions.

	‘Here,’ he said, handing him a book with a CD attached. ‘Consider it a gift to thank you for everything I’ve learnt from you.’

	Peter read the title: Music in the Age of the Pyramids, it was signed by Amir Adel.

	‘This curved harp is a reconstruction that we made so that we could play music from Ancient Egypt with its original instruments.’

	‘Why would a rock producer be interested in Ancient Egypt?’

	‘All of us here are influenced by Ancient Egypt to a greater or lesser extent. If you haven’t been yet, it’s because you haven’t visited the pyramids; and that needs to be corrected immediately.’

	No sooner said than done. They set out west towards the island of Zamalek in a car, hitting the evening rush hour of the world capital of circulatory chaos. The craziness also came with a soundtrack but today the usual horns and beeps were joined by the jubilant cries of people who had regained their dreams. Despite the collective exaltation in the streets, Peter found it hard to empathise with the people he had helped. His mind was fixed on only one thing that could come of his recent work: curing his brother.

	On seeing them for the first time he realised why those piles of stone had been a human obsession for centuries. The pyramids of Giza overpowered the spirit, diminished our intelligence and burnt a question onto our hearts: what on earth could they mean?

	The sun was beginning to sink over the desert, which began just behind the plain where the three colossal structures had been built. The dust which hung in the air was tinged with violet tones which fought with the ever-present ochre of the sand to be the star of the dusk.

	There were practically no tourists and silence majestically accentuated their location. Peter began to walk slowly towards the smallest pyramid, the Micerinos, when a feeling ran through him: Pythagoras had been born in the part of Greece which was now under Turkish rule, but as a young man he had come to be an apprentice scholar in Egypt. Years later, he returned to found the first ever school of science and philosophy in Crotone, which is now in Italy. The distance between Pythagorean philosophy and Egyptian was narrow and Peter knew that Pythagoras’ famous theorem was used here to divide up land. What’s more, his theory about the harmony of the planets was closely related to the idea of the order of the cosmos which formed a foundation of the Egyptian religion. It was undisputable that his time here had changed his life.

	Pythagoras was sending him a message from inside: he was the direct route to find the music of the spheres. The code on the scroll must be based on the wise man’s knowledge; it couldn’t be any other way. He had learnt something in particular there that changed his life, and he was going to work out what it was. The four latest mathematas seemed to be overloaded with the workload he had assigned. Systems generally worked more efficiently when they were directed towards what they were looking for. He took note of this thought so that he could make the necessary changes later.

	He remembered the notebook that he was carrying in his backpack. He had brought it with him from the attic where his father had hidden away with the four mathematas. In it there were notes and writings about the Egyptian civilization that Lecygne and he had collected. It was nothing more than a collection of unproven theories about Ancient Egypt. For him, a scientist through and through, it was hard to believe that his father had given credit to speculation and hypotheses that had never been proven. Now, however, that he was contemplating the unique composition of the three pyramids at Giza, he could understand how even the most conscientiously analytical mind could get carried away to a world of fantasy and imagination when trying to explain the origin of such monuments. Conjecture was the only place to start from when trying to solve the brain teaser that the enigma planted there on the Giza plain. Who on earth had built them and why?

	The investigations that his father and Lecygne had taken it for granted that the pyramids at Giza were much older that the IV Dynasty, which was also the generally accepted stance academically, and they postulated that the constructions represented the knowledge of the ancient civilizations which had been left as a legacy for the next inhabitants of the planet, in other words, the human race as we know it today. They also added that with the passing of the centuries this knowledge was lost and the civilizations that followed were never capable of recuperating the valuable information that was hidden in the pyramids. Evidently, they had tried to find something related to the music of the spheres in those three-dimensional triangles, but they hadn’t had any luck.

	‘If you close your eyes, you can hear the sound of the pyramids,’ Amir whispered as they approached the second pyramid, Kefren.

	‘This must be a really inspiring place to work,’ Peter commented in reference to the extensive book which accompanied the CD of ancient music. He had been flicking through it in the car on their short drive to Giza and he had been impressed by the excellent work on musical Egyptology. His friend had collected studies and published articles on the topic, carried out research into the musical instruments in ancient Egypt and had catalogued the musical reliefs that were still conserved in various tombs. ‘I’m looking forward to hearing the tunes you composed.’

	‘Ahh, but they’re not mine, just my own reconstruction of how I think the originals were.’

	‘What did music mean for those Egyptians?’ Peter asked.

	‘They saw it was the expression of the perfect rhythm of the universe. Sound had a spiritual value, like a reflection of the order of the heavens, and this gave them great respect for music. It was taken so seriously that they would never have trivialized a performance, being out of tune would offend the gods and could be punishable by death. That’s why it was only associated with religion, the temple rituals and funeral ceremonies where the Ka was elevated to the higher realm.’

	Peter tried to erase the image of his father, naked, under the obelisk in New York. The incomprehensible Pythagorean code with which he was so obsessed snapped him out of the disturbing memory. The association with hieroglyphs which he had just seen in Amir’s work was instant.

	‘In your book you say that five thousand years ago they already used a musical annotation system based on hieroglyphics.’

	‘It’s a recent discovery. The musical annotation is made up of some hieroglyphics called quironomes, which represent the conductor of the orchestra who indicates which sound to play depending on the position of his arms and the shape of his hands. I was able to see them for myself when I visited some tombs and mastabas. The music was accompanied by the songs from the Priestesses of Hathor.’

	‘Hathor was the goddess of the skies, right?’ Peter asked as he tried to remember his lessons of Ancient History.

	‘And also of music, seeing as the two concepts were so closely linked in Egyptian culture.’

	It was become clearer and clearer to Peter that Pythagoras had found, here in Egypt, the key to formulating his theory about the music of the spheres.

	He threw down Lecygne and his father’s notes in order to pursue Amir’s opinion.

	‘I’ve also read that there are many links between these constructions and astronomy. In particular it seems that the strong relationship with Sirius is quite surprising.’

	‘In general, all the Egyptian temples are facing that star. It was the reference point for anything related to the sky, for example making the calendar with 365 and a quarter days.’

	‘And what about those narrow channels which go from the king and queen’s chamber on the inside of the Great Pyramid? They point up to the sky, to the position of Sirius and Orion!’

	‘I’m sure that’s not by chance; we’ve still got a lot to discover about my ancestors of the Nile.’

	Peter had to admit that his rational and pragmatic mind was trembling as he contemplated the pyramids. They simply defied his comprehension.

	‘They say that there is no proof that Keops built the Great Pyramid and that it is in fact older.’

	‘It’s true that the only hieroglyph with Keops’ name in the Great Pyramid was found to be a clumsy fake.’

	Peter looked in the notebook for the information that he remembered having read there, and he showed them to his friend.

	‘Some researchers indicate that Keops was a defiler based on the fact that Keops himself refers to the Great Pyramid as the Temple of Isis or the Sanctuary of Thot, the god of wisdom, on steles that were attributed to him. There’s also a hieroglyph where Ramses II tells how he reformed the pyramid ‘taking that imposter out of there’ and returning it to the cult of Isis. According to this hypothesis, Keops ordered his tomb to be built under the Great Pyramid, just as all the other pharaohs in Saqqara.’

	‘You have to admit that the differences between the pyramids at Giza and the others are enormous. It’s not only a question of volume, but also of perfection and symmetry. It’s only in Giza that we find pyramids that are aligned with the magnetic pole, and they are the only ones with interior chambers.’

	‘And what about those blocks of stone?’ he said pointing to the first line of stones. ‘They are colossal, perfectly cut and positioned exactly. Wasn’t that all far more advanced than the techniques available in the third millennium before Christ?’

	‘I’m not sure, but it is true that it would have been a tremendous task to build something like that at that time.’

	When they had finished walking around the outside of Kefren, Peter found himself confronted with The Great Pyramid. His heart changed its rhythm almost instantly as he looked upon the most immense and powerful construction on earth. He didn’t want to blink in case he missed something. It wasn’t the magnificence that caused such an impact on him, it was something interior. The sight had caused something hidden in his soul to spring forth. He felt dizzy for a moment and forgot who he was. He knelt down on one knee to avoid falling and then raised his head to take in the greatness of the triangular wall of The Great Pyramid in front of him, rising up until it seemed to almost pierce the sky. He had never been there but even so he was sure that he had seen this before, at some time in the past. His head suddenly produced an image which mixed with what he could see the shape of the Tetraktys, the ten dots in a triangle, fit perfectly over the wall.

	‘This is where it all began.’

	He had to tell the House of Arithmetic. He grabbed his phone and lost his patience when he found that he couldn’t get through.

	‘The mobile network still isn’t fully functional after the power cut the government put in place because of the riots. Let’s go back, I know a place where you’ll be able to phone from.’

	They got into the car and went back to the city. To Peter’s surprise the place was in the city centre, right in the middle of one of the bridges that crossed the Nile. It was already dark and there was a constant flow of people going to Tahir Square.

	‘I’ve seen people talking from here every night,’ Amir commented.

	Peter leaned over the railing to see the water rushing under his feet.

	‘The powerful flow of water here never ceases to amaze me,’ said Amir. ‘The civilization which saw the birth of humanity can still be seen in its sparkling reflections.’

	‘How could the science and technology on Ancient Egypt been buried for so many centuries?’ Peter asked, still thinking about the pyramids.

	‘Not just that; its peaceful society and tolerant religion were swallowed along with them too. Maybe, with your anthem, you’ll be contributing to the rescue of our collective memory, helping to recover the buried roots.’

	A faluca passed in front of them as they spoke, silently ploughing through the dark water. Just like the secrets that this land still holds, Peter thought to himself.

	He took his phone to dial Stephen’s number but as he did so a missed call from Philippe Lecygne flashed on the screen. His intuition told him that it was important, so he called him back.

	‘Peter, we didn’t need to wait long before the radio telescope paid off,’ Lecygne said hastily.

	‘A signal from space?’ Peter asked even though he couldn’t believe that astronomy was going to give them the first clue about the music of the spheres. He had bet on it more out of a sense of romance that logic. He had been sure from the start that it was more likely to be arithmetic or geometry that would give the first results.

	‘That’s right,’ Lecygne confirmed, ‘and it’s big. It was a few days ago, the pulse didn’t even last thirty seconds and then it disappeared.’

	‘What type of signal was it?’

	‘Very high frequency, more than ten gigahertz and it was coded in binary. There were clearly zeroes and ones, a digital signal.’

	‘Isn’t it possible that it was an error or a glitch in one of our receivers? Have you checked?’

	‘They’re all perfect. We’re processing the signal to try and decipher the message, but we haven’t found anything intelligible for the moment.’

	‘And what can you tell me about its origin?’

	‘That’s the strangest thing, Peter.’ Lecygne paused, as if even he didn’t believe what he was about to say. ‘The signal was coming from the sun itself.’

	‘The sun? So it could be solar wind, just a storm of ions that have been spat out from one of the many explosions that happen on the sun’s surface.’

	‘I knew you’d say that; I thought that it was a solar flare at first, but a simple comparison of the parameters contradicted that hypothesis, none of them match; not the frequency, the bandwidth or the collimated beam.’

	‘When do you think you’ll be able to give me something more substantial?’

	‘I don’t know, I’m the first to admit that I’ve been stunned by this flash from the heavens. I’m sure that the other radio telescopes around the world would have picked up on it too even though I haven’t seen anything about it published yet.’

	Peter finished the call with: ‘Okay, Phillipe, continue with the work.’

	Still wondering what could be behind the events that Lecygne just told him, Peter called Brandon Mitchell, the docile member of The Academy who he had put at the head of the House of Arithmetic so that he could manipulate him from the shadows.

	He told him to stop the random search that they were doing about the Pythagorean code and gave him the parameters that he should programme into the computers as a priority:

	‘Anything to do with music and ancient Egyptian astronomy,’ he said ‘with the pyramids and temples and their sacred shapes and our Tetraktys… That’s all.’

	Peter had realised for the first time that all those ideas and concepts were concentrated in one.

	‘Hathor!’ he exclaimed euphorically, ‘Don’t forget the goddess Hathor, she must be the main key to the search.’

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Now I’ve heard there was a secret chord

	That David played, and it pleased the Lord

	But you don’t really care for music, do you?

	It goes like this

	The fourth, the fifth

	The minor fall, the major lift

	The baffled king composing Hallelujah

	 

	 

	 

	Hallelujah. Leonard Cohen.



	
Chapter 39.

	‘Joshua, chapter six,’ said David mysteriously.

	‘What are you talking about?’ Alicia asked.

	‘I’m talking about how you crushed that helicopter,’ David explained. ‘It was already written down in the Old Testament. Joshua was up against the city of Jerico, safe behind its thick, tall walls. The Lord appeared to him and told him to gather an army of musicians to bring down the walls only using trumpets. Doesn’t that sound like the same trick you used in the forest?’

	‘I think it had more to do with the effects of resonance,’ Miko commented.

	‘It wasn’t a trick, David, it was real,’ Alicia added whilst she was playing distractedly with a blade of grass as she watched the sunset from the Plaza de Oriente in Madrid.

	‘Have you realised that the San of the Kalahari and the Rimba of Sumatra have more in common that a version of Square Circle?’ asked Miko, who hadn’t been able to stop thinking about the surprises that the song from the music box kept on revealing all over the world.

	‘Isolated from civilization, nomadic, persecuted,’ Alicia added. ‘Is that enough?’

	‘And a special favouritism for foreign visitors…’ suggested David.

	‘That’s just what I mean,’ Miko said. ‘I get the feeling that both tribes were waiting for us. How else can you explain the ingenious test that the San gave us inside a mountain in the Kalahari? Can you really call our finding the ‘tree flutes’ just in time to save the Rimba from extermination a coincidence?’

	‘It has to be said that there’s something mysterious hidden behind these connections to Square Circle,’ David agreed.

	‘We’ve risked our lives in places nine thousand kilometres away from each other just because of that song,’ added Alicia. ‘In its defence, I’d like to say that without it, we’d never have left either of them.’

	‘There must be a connection between the places,’ Miko insisted. ‘The San made sure that we learnt to play an accompanying piece to The Dance of the Sun which ended up being the key to making the Rimba’s sacred mountain resonate to its full potential. Now we have a ney which the Rimba gave us and the song that Wobniar taught us to play on it; but now what are we supposed to do?’

	‘I’d recommend focusing on it from a mathematical stance,’ suggested David.

	His friends looked at each other, confused. A dove which was strutting around near them, pecking in the grass for insects, stopped and looked at David, its head to one side as if also asking him for explanations.

	‘More precisely,’ he continued after grabbing their attention, ‘from a functional analysis point of view.’

	His audience’s surprise was growing and David knew how to time his words perfectly to create suspense and focus attention.

	‘Let me explain,’ he said at last. ‘You know that my program ‘Orpheus’ analyses songs and tears them apart, digitally of course. This means that in the end, for the computer, all the songs end up as a sequence of zeroes and ones, just like when they are later put on a CD, for example. This allows me to play with the song right from its elemental particles. It’s as if it was broken into tiny pieces and then I can rebuild them however I want.’

	He paused to make sure that Alicia and Miko were following his technical explanation. The both asked him to continue.

	‘When the song is digitalized I can subject it to a multitude of acoustic filters, change the tone, the beat, the rhythm, add new notes or instruments, remove noise. Well, here’s the good part; Orpheus can analyse the cross-correlation of two signals.’

	‘Huh?’ Alicia groaned as she arched a sceptical eyebrow. David motioned for her to be patient and continued.

	‘The thought occurred to me to do just that with Square Circle and the drum theme that the San gave you. A few moments after I had started, a beep from the computer informed me that it had found a significant anomaly.’

	‘What was it?’ Miko asked, absorbed by the explanation.

	‘When this operation is applied to two signals or songs in this case, it usually comes up with a base line as a result, but in our case two completely different peaks appeared.’

	‘What does that mean?’

	‘It’s difficult to put the correlation of two such peculiar signals down to chance if they’re not related to each other in any way so I carried on investigating. I went through the same process with Square Circle and the flute song from the Rimba yesterday.’

	‘Did you get the same result?’

	‘The same peaks, but with different values.’

	‘So?’

	‘The songs that you brought back from those two places are two orthogonal codes!’

	‘It’s all starting to sound more and more like Chinese,’ Alicia protested.

	‘Don’t worry, I’ll explain. Orthogonal codes are used in the transmission of radio frequency waves. When you talk on the mobile you’ve got in your pocket, a special code is applied to your voice; it’s different from mine of Miko’s so that our conversations can travel alongside each other without interfering. The trick to recuperating the conversations at their destination is to choose codes that are very different from one another. That’s what we call orthogonal codes.’

	David looked at the confused expressions on his friends’ faces.

	‘What you’re saying,’ guessed Miko ‘is that it’s easier to distinguish a Spanish voice superimposed over an English one than over Portuguese. Spanish and English are orthogonal.’

	‘I couldn’t have put it better.’

	‘What’s noise to some is valuable for others,’ Alicia commented, trying to assimilate the lesson. ‘That’s what happened to me when I was on my Erasmus stay in Dublin. I could detect a Spanish voice among the infernal noise of any Irish party.’

	‘Stop, stop, stop,’ Miko interrupted, incredulous at David’s results. ‘Are you trying to tell me that there are different messages hidden in Square Circle and that with the right codes we can decipher them?’

	‘That’s right,’ concluded David, pleased at how well they’d absorbed his lesson.

	‘Now all we need to do is find out what on earth those two spikes on the spectrum of the cross correlation represent. The first on is 17.608 and 73. The Rimba one is 27.430 and 307.’

	‘We’re talking about songs; couldn’t the result be musical notes?’ Alicia asked.

	‘I tried it but Orpheus didn’t come up with anything comprehensible.’

	‘They’re two pairs of numbers… could they be coordinates?’ Miko suggested.

	‘They don’t look like coordinates, at least not in the traditional system of latitudes and longitudes.’

	The three heads were buzzing with mathematical units, physics and abstract associations. It was Miko who started to put the pieces of the puzzle together.

	‘What if, rather than showing the coordinates for a location they were for a route? Alicia, you said that the Kalahari and Sumatra are nine thousand kilometres apart. Where did you find that out?’

	‘It was a rough calculation from a map of the world in the in-flight magazine on the plane.’

	Alicia and David could see where Miko was going with his idea.

	‘Nine thousand is a bit more than half of the first distance: 17.608,’ cried David, ‘I’ll check the real distance, just a moment.’

	He took out his smart phone and went online. Google Earth allowed him to calculate the exact surface distance between any two points on the planet.

	The short wait of only a couple of seconds seemed like an eternity for the two people who had already made the journey in reality.

	‘The distance between the Kalahari and Sumatra is 9,209 kilometres,’ said David, ‘nothing related to 17.608.’

	‘Who says the units have to be kilometres?’ Miko pointed out.

	‘Yes, but if the value was in miles, it would be even worse, it would be for a place even further away. In fact,’ he did some more calculations quickly, ‘the relationship between the real distance, 9,209 and 17.608, which is the number we get from Orpheus, is 0.523 metres. Let’s say half a metre. Who would write down a distance using units of half a metre?’

	‘I don’t know, but let’s try it with the next one. David, can you use that correlation factor with the Rimba values?’

	‘It would be 27.430 by 0.523 so a total of… 14,346 kilometres.’

	‘If we’re right, the San would have given us the distance to the place to find a new version of Square Circle. That means that 14,346 kilometres from the forest in Sumatra… there should be another coincidence!’

	‘Yes, perfect,’ Alicia interrupted, trying to calm Miko’s enthusiasm, ‘but that gives us an enormous radius of possibilities. You can reach a lot of places on earth at that distance from Indonesia. It’s like we’re back at the start. If a saviour with a plagiarism case or a nostalgic old man don’t get in touch, we’ll never know where to chase this enigma.’

	‘You forget, guys,’ David said, ‘that we have a second number. Do you know how routes are defined in aviation? With two, simple numbers: distance and direction. Do you know what direction you have to take to go from the Kalahari to Sumatra in a straight line?’

	The three of them looked at each other in amazement. They all knew the answer.

	‘Seventy-three degrees,’ they all said at once.

	David confirmed their supposition on his phone.

	‘Exactly.’

	‘Go on, get calculating!’ Alicia and Miko screamed eagerly so they could find out the next destination.

	The electronic device showed them the place where all the clues were directing them in a few seconds. At 14,346 kilometres from the Rimba forests in Sumatra, at a direction of 307 degrees, they found the next stop on their adventure. By now they were in no doubt that they were caught up in some kind of game. A game with different stages, tests to overcome, puzzles to be solved and prizes to win in order to stay in the game. It was a game where they learnt the rules as they played, but where they didn’t know what the prize at the end was. All they knew that the star was the song Square Circle, a tune that a musician had found inside an antique music box and which was now appearing in all corners of the planet.

	Despite the danger and unknown elements involved in this strange matter, Miko had no intention of giving up; and now Alicia was hooked too.

	They got up and said goodbye to David. They didn’t want to waste a moment before setting off for their next destination.



	

Chapter 40.

	‘Peter Bigelow speaking,’ he said after taking a deep breath to hide the tension that seeing the House of Arithmetic’s phone number on his screen. A week had passed since their powerful computers had been fed with some very specific search patterns. He was beginning to think that he had made a mistake just when the much-desired phone call came.

	‘Mr Bigelow, we believe that we have found something,’ said Brandon Mitchell.

	‘Go ahead, tell me.’

	‘We’ve found a quite a promising match. As you already know, there are 73 Greek symbols on the Pythagoras scroll, a number which didn’t tell us anything at the start, that was until a simple analysis of the Dendera Zodiac crossed its path.’

	The name meant nothing to Peter. He cleared his throat and Brandon explained:

	‘It’s a giant monolith that was found in the Temple of Dendera, in the upper basin of the Nile. There’s a complete astronomic chart on it in a circle. It contains the annual calendar, the planets and the constellations.’

	Peter still hadn’t grasped its possible relationship with the scroll, but he was intrigued by the link to the heavens. He made a mental note to contact Lecygne to find out about the analysis of the strange solar ray that his giant radio telescope had picked up a few weeks previously. He hoped that this zodiac from Dendera would be able to give him another clue to help his friend.

	‘The zodiac shows a series of hieroglyphics that represent the yearly calendar,’ Brandon continued. ‘The exterior circle is made up of 36 hieroglyphs with the name of the constellations that the sun moves across on its path, they’re called decades because each one indicates 10 days which makes a complete year of 360 days. On the interior of this circle we find 37 more figures which represent the planets which were known about at that time: the main stars for the Egyptians, Sirius and Orion, the constellations of the zodiac as well as groups of other less important stars.’

	‘If we add 36 and 37 we get a total of 73,’ Peter soon put together the information.

	‘The number of symbols on the scroll,’ Brandon confirmed.

	‘Does it coincide with the search factors that I specified?’

	‘To the millimetre. It’s an old temple, a place that was only used for religious ceremonies. In reality, though, the actual temple is from the era when the Greeks and Romans were the dominate forces; it’s well-known that it was built on another, much older site but respecting the original dimensions. The Temple of Dendera is also known as the Temple of Sistrum which was an ancient percussion instrument which was considered sacred to the Egyptians. There’s also a strong link to astronomy there. In the temple itself there’s another, even more impressive zodiac there as well as the one I told you about.’

	Peter’s heart was racing faster and faster. Egypt, music, tradition and astronomy all flowed majestically together in that temple. Nothing less than a celestial map! What better way to hide the music of the spheres? He needed to get to Dendera as soon as possible; he wanted to see this zodiac for himself.

	‘Send me all the information on the temple immediately,’ he ordered urgently.

	‘I’ll do it straight away,’ Brandon replied obediently.

	Peter was about to hang up when a thought occurred to him. There was a small detail that could be the way to confirm that this zodiac was a valuable clue, or disprove the hypothesis completely.

	‘One more thing; which god was the Dendera temple dedicated to?’

	Brandon Mitchell seemed surprised at the question. The sound of rustling paper was followed by the noise of a keyboard clicking; a total of twenty seconds during which Peter grew ever-more tense, sitting next to the bed where his brother was being silently devoured by illness. The doctor had said that it wasn’t serious, but Peter knew that the damage would be irreversible if he didn’t manage to get the right sounds to act on his brain and bring him back to consciousness.

	Brandon breathed at the other end. He seemed relieved.

	‘It couldn’t have been any other, sir,’ he said cheerfully. ‘The temple is dedicated to Hathor.’

	 

	Two days later, Peter found himself in from of the Dendera Temple, joined by a bustling group of tourists with whom he had shared the four-hour bus ride from El Cairo. Sporting sandals and armed with cameras they gathered into a troop and headed off ahead of Peter, leaving him behind in a cloud of dust.

	When the dust had settled, the six majestic columns on the façade of the temple greeted him. They were crowned by capitals with the face of the goddess Hathor and her favourite instrument the sistrum carved into them. For a moment he felt dwarfed in front of the divinity who personified music to the Egyptians. He had dedicated his life to deciphering sounds, taking music away from its spiritual side and converting it into the product of a laboratory; measurable and reproducible and for which he couldn’t help feeling like a small boy under the disapproving gaze of his mother. He had no intention of turning around, however. He had come all this way to be even more blatant with his affront, to violate that sacred place and decipher the message that Hathor had left hidden in that special zodiac. He took a step forward and made his way directly to the entrance of the temple.

	He had spent the previous day in the Egyptology Library in El Cairo, where he learnt that Dendera was the most important temple that had been built to worship Hathor. This bend in the course of the river had been a special place since the origin of the civilization there because it was where a part of Osiris’ dismembered body had been found after being scattered along the Nile.

	Peter got a nasty surprise when he saw the date of its construction. The actual temple was very modern compared to what he had expected! It had been started with one of the last pharaohs and finished by the Romans in their reign after. There were some references however to another, older temple that Keops had ordered to be built according to the original plans from the ‘descendents of Horus’ which was what they called the first known pharaohs. It was a great pity that not a single stone remained from that era.

	It hadn’t been there in Pythagoras’ time either. If the man from Samos has discovered the music of the spheres on Egyptian territory then it definitely hadn’t been in Dendera. The period when Pythagoras had lived in Egypt coincided with the time that the city of Dendera had been abandoned in favour of Heliopolis, where the cult dedicated to Hathor would surely have followed along with all the other gods.

	In spite of the clashing data, Peter wanted to let his instinct guide him and follow the path of the god of music. Throughout history, Hathor had had to put up with being the representative of other, more frivolous, disciplines such as: love, beauty, joy and dance. Peter was repulsed by humans’ extraordinary capacity to debase music and turn it into a trivial pastime.

	Because that was what it meant to society nowadays. Poor, ignorant people!

	Peter stopped under the entrance arch to the temple as if a powerful hand was preventing him from going any further. His pupils, reduced to a tiny pinpoint by the intense light in the open air could only see foggy shadows in front of him. A gust of fresh air brushed the hair on his arms, announcing a brusque change in temperature. There, inside, there seemed to be a parallel universe which inverted physical variables, and he had the feeling that on passing through that door something within him was also going to change.

	He was ready for it.

	He went forward two steps and was swallowed by the shadows. He allowed his eyes to get accustomed to the dark until the first images emerged and drew a pattern made up of thick columns arranged geometrically. Peter thought about the House of Geometry, and in the huge effort of the computers trying to find a song that had already been composed that coincided with the musical combination on the scroll. If his mission today was successful, he could hand them a song which would help enormously and improve the odds of finding a positive match.

	Thousands of hieroglyphs adorning the columns appeared before his eyes. They whispered to him in an unknown language and yet he could also plainly hear his father and Pythagoras’ words inside him: ‘you are the chosen one.’

	Peter recognised the room as being the hypostyle room and looked around for the first of the celestial maps in the temple. He fixed his eyes on the ceiling and searched the maze of columns until he found it in one of the passageways. It was a very large picture in which the constellations were represented by hieroglyphs. It wasn’t the zodiac that he was looking for, but it was definite proof that that place was dedicated to the heavens.

	He moved on to the second room of columns which was lit by an eerie artificial light and then continued to the crypts. Peter stopped for a few minutes in each of the small rooms, trying to absorb the energy of the rites that were celebrated there. The silence of those rooms, hidden away from the tourists, and the well-preserved original colours of some of the hieroglyphics transported him momentarily back to the time when the temple had been a magical means of communication with the other side.

	The sound of the security guard’s footsteps awoke him from his daydream. He left the area and went back to the central courtyard. Now he felt prepared to replicate the ancestral ritual that the priests had carried out in that temple in ancient times. Walking at a ceremonial pace he approached an imposing staircase which was embedded into the wall and which led to the stone roof. He walked calmly towards the procession of gods who had been immortalized on the side of the stairs. The ceremony that was held on the roof must have been very important judging by the string of famous gods who participated and the offerings they were carrying.

	When he reached the top he sensed that something wasn’t right. Why would they hold an offering on the roof of the temple? It was something unheard of in Egyptian culture, where the sacred rites where exclusively carried out by priests and pharaohs, the commoners being altogether excluded. In that case, why not hold them inside as was their usual custom?

	Unless it had been necessary to go up there for a good reason… His eyes glanced upwards out of instinct, trying to find the answer in the sky. He was forced to avert his gaze almost instantly because of the sun which happened to be at its highest point in the sky. Or was Ra forcing him to look the other way because he was getting too close to the truth that was hidden there in the temple?

	He looked for a downward staircase, seeing the same gods carved into the wall as he descended, but they weren’t carrying offerings. What had they done with them? Who had collected them?

	He looked at his watch. The forty minutes that the excursion permitted were almost over. He went to the edge of the roof and saw the crowd of tourists hurrying back to the bus. He had no intention of taking it. He had enough money with him to persuade any villager to take him the sixty kilometres back to Luxor. From there he would have no problems in finding a more comfortable way to get back to El Cairo.

	Alone at last.

	With the peace of mind that he needed in order to face the famous zodiac, he went back to the ground floor and looked for the room that was dedicated to the cult of Osiris.

	He found it completely empty, just as he had hoped. He went in, trying not to look up at the ceiling and placed himself right in the centre of the area. Once he was positioned he took a deep breath and lifted his gaze upwards. What he saw left him paralysed.

	An immense black stone monolith was protruding from the ceiling and took up his whole field of vision. The relief showed four women and other beings with falcons’ heads holding an enormous disc of two metres in diameter with represented the night sky. Inside the disc there were lots of drawings all very close together as well as hieroglyphs showing the constellations and planets.
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	From his position under that starry sky, it was as if Peter was standing in the centre of the universe. He noticed that his feet slightly lost their balance for an instant, as if he really was floating in outer space.

	He rooted himself to the floor, reminding himself that the stone over his head was nothing more than a reproduction, Napoleon had taken the original to France and it was currently on display at the Louvre.

	Feeling calmer, he took out a small torch and shone it on the zodiac to get a better look at it.

	The constellations were drawn with the shapes of animals: the ram, the fish, the dog, the lion… The outer part of the disc showed a kind of orderly procession of different gods in contrast to the inner part which was a chaotic mess of icons superimposed one over the other.

	The central image corresponded to the constellation of the lion guiding the Sun Boat, which doesn’t match our current map of the heavens. This picture had caused revolutionary theories about the age of the zodiac, which argued that the relative positions of the constellations fitted with the year eight thousand before Christ.

	He tried to distance his thoughts from these dubious theories about Atlantis and concentrate on the relationship that linked the scroll and the zodiac.

	The was a direct mathematical relationship seeing that the number 73 appeared in both objects, but that in itself didn’t mean that he had made any progress. He needed to come up with a musical interpretation of that discovery.

	His eyes studied the whole of the zodiac, running quickly from Sirius to the Great Bear and from Orion to Andromeda. Each one occupied its place in the sky but he noticed an unnatural crowd in the centre. What was the reason for this unequal density if the real sky was uniformly scattered with stars?

	He shone the torch on the centre of the disc and lifted in slightly so he could see it more closely. It wasn’t enough. He grabbed a wooden crate that he saw in the corner, more than likely a make-shift seat for the guard, and he climbed on top of it. The dizzying sensation of floating amongst the stars grew stronger.

	He felt an overwhelming urge to touch it, so he slowly reached out an arm and moved his fingertip closer. At the first moment of contact he felt his finger freeze, as if he had touched a rock from outer space. From this new perspective the drawing seemed even more surreal, with all the constellations out of place. His brain automatically tried to put them in their places. He mentally positioned each one in its correct place in the sky. The dog over there, Sirius here… Without realizing he had added an extra dimension to the zodiac, he had given it depth.

	A hidden dimension…

	That would allow each constellation to be seen at its true height…

	But what has that got to do with music?

	The height… The height…

	The height of the tone of the notes!

	Could it be so simple?

	He grabbed his mobile and dialled.

	‘Brandon, I’ve got the key,’ he said into the mouthpiece. ‘Put in the data I’m going to give you, and tell me the result.’

	‘Go ahead, I’m here at the computer,’ the efficient head operator of the House of Arithmetic said.

	‘Assign each constellation in the Dendera Zodiac a musical note that’s proportional to its height in the heavens.’

	Brandon was silent for a few seconds, trying to make sense of the instruction.

	‘Do you mean that I should give the lowest constellation the lowest note, Do and the furthest north the note Si…?’

	‘Exactly. Order the stars according to their height and group them into twenty-four levels.’

	‘Twenty-four?’ asked Brandon, confused.

	The Pythagorean scroll only had 24 different characters so it couldn’t represent more sounds… Peter thought to himself.

	‘That’s right; limit the number of notes to two octaves on the chromatic scale of twelve notes each one.’

	‘But there are 73 constellations for only 24 notes…’ Brandon objected.

	‘The constellations which are at a similar height will have the same note.’

	‘Understood.’ Brandon hurriedly set to work on the calculations that his boss had requested. ‘I’m on it, just a second…’

	One second, William; just one second more to wait… Thought Peter.

	‘I’ve got it!’ Brandon cried. ‘But there’s a problem. Where do I start to play it from? And it what order? The zodiac is circular, there’s no beginning or end.’

	Brandon was right; where should they start? What was the order of the constellations on the zodiac? In the modern system of the pentagram, notes followed the linear structure of time, one after the other, with the beginning clearly marked by the sign of the key being used, the reference to the level of the notes, normally G or F major. But in a disc like this one from Dendera…

	A disc…

	That was it! All modern discs from vinyl to CDs had a spiral structure with a mark on the outside that showed where to start.

	A mark on the outside…

	‘I need to check something. Hang on a minute.’

	Peter hung up and turned the torch back on. He ran the beam around the perimeter of the disc in an attempt to find some kind on indication. He had scrutinized the disc a couple of times before he noticed a small mark of only a couple of centimetres between two of the women who were holding up the dome with their arms. He stood on tiptoe and stretched his arm out as much as he could so he could get a better look.

	It was in the shape of an arrow! He couldn’t believe it; the zodiac was clearly showing a point on the perimeter. Just what he was looking for!

	He examined the rest of the boarder just to double check that it wasn’t part of a pattern.

	There it was again! Another small arrow, only this one was shorter. It was opposite the first, both of them pointing to an imaginary line which passed through the centre of the disc. Maybe it was an axis that served as a reference point, just like the compass pointed north on any modern map…

	Yes, that was probably the most logical explanation for the two marks on the outside… but they fitted his theory so well that there was no harm in trying.

	He waited for the connection to Alaska.

	‘The first note would be the one that corresponds to the mark of the North Pole on the zodiac,’ Peter said, and then went on to explain the arrow marks on the outside of the circle.

	‘I see, but… What is the order for the composition?’

	‘You need to play the constellations in the outer ring first, and then carry on with the ones towards the interior.’

	‘Like on a vinyl record,’ Brandon said, satisfied.

	At last, he’s caught on, Peter sighed to himself. His pupil’s attitude was fine, but like the rest of the world, his intellect wasn’t as sharp as he would have liked.

	Brandon took a few seconds to programme the sequence.

	‘A perfect match!’

	Peter’s heart jumped.

	‘I mean to say,’ Brandon added, ‘that when the height of the constellations is repeated, the same Greek letter is repeated on the scroll.’

	Peter clenched his fists. He was on the verges of hearing the music of the spheres!

	‘What are you waiting for?’ he criticized Brandon’s slowness, ‘Play me the result!’

	‘Something doesn’t quite fit,’ he said nervously. ‘The Greek alphabet has been mixed up.’

	‘What do you mean: mixed up?’

	‘I imagined that the scale we built would fit the Greek alphabet from alfa to omega in order from start to finish; but looking at it now it seems that it’s random. For example, the letter alpha is matched to Si flat and omega is Re sharp… Would you like to add any other parameter before we continue?’

	Brandon’s doubts about his reasoning were driving Peter crazy. How dare he question his orders?

	To tell the truth, he didn’t understand why Pythagoras had chosen a random way of assigning the letters to notes over a logical, ordered, sequence.

	Or maybe even he didn’t know the composition… Maybe he was purely transcribing it from one place to another, without having any idea about which sound corresponded to each symbol…

	But that was impossible, he needed to focus on the objective data that he had, not allow himself to get carried away with unfounded hypotheses.

	‘Play the piece as it is,’ he ordered without being able to hide his anger.

	A melody began to play down the phone line.

	Noise. Dissonance. Shrill tones.

	His hope was threatening to abandon him, but his brain soon took back control. Something had gone wrong, but if all the clues pointed to this place and this object he couldn’t be far off track. He had to go back over the deductions that he’d made so he could see where he’d made the mistake. The scroll matched the zodiac in terms of the number of elements, the association of the musical notes with the height of the sky seemed reasonable enough and the twenty-four Greek characters clearly pointed to the two chromatic scales…

	A message flashed into his mind accompanied by a short, shrill buzz. Error! The chromatic scale was a relatively modern invention. It had come up in Europe in the late Middle Ages, meaning that there was no way that it could be linked to an Egyptian score. Music in Ancient Egypt was written on the primitive scale, that which set the path for all others: the pentatonic scale. They shouldn’t be dividing the heights into two octaves of twelve notes; they should be splitting them into five octaves of five notes!

	‘Order the notes on the pentatonic scale,’ he directed, sure that now, with this adjustment, it would all turn out as it should.

	Brandon obeyed without complaint, able to sense Peter’s agitated state. A few seconds later a melody filled the phone line again.

	Peter listened with increasing excitement. The piece had musical coherence, the melody had structure, the jumps between notes were well-defined… Technically, it passed inspection with flying colours. That sequence could not be put down to chance by any stretch of the imagination!

	The notes linked together to make a bewitching melody. Peter let himself get carried along by the whirlwind of sensations that were bombarding him. He felt his mother’s warm embrace, the steady protection of his father, the love he had for his brother… This song made you want to stay alive!

	But, half-way through the performance the piece went completely awry and turned into noise.

	Peter took a deep breath to try and control his disappointment. Yet another obstacle.

	Hold on a little more, William, I’ll soon get this secret score deciphered.

	‘What happened?’ he asked angrily. ‘Did you make a mistake with the calculations?’

	‘No, everything is just as it should be,’ Brandon replied. ‘The jump happened from note 36.’

	The 36 symbols of the exterior circle on the zodiac give music, but the 37 symbols on the interior don’t seem to use the same code; but why?’

	What was missing from the equation so that all the variables fit together?

	His capacity for analysis had been affected by the impact the tune had had on him.

	‘Play it for me again; but this time, get rid of the second part, please.’

	He needed to hear that marvellous music again.

	Brandon programmed a loop that only played the first 36 notes.

	Peter thought that the beautiful, melodic, sequence would serve as a mantra to find the inspiration that he was lacking at that moment.

	His analytic mind travelled through time to try and detect any previous points where he had been right. But had he been sure of what he was doing at any particular point? Or had it all been a headlong rush forward to try and escape his brother’s critical situation?

	No! He wasn’t going to let himself be overcome by doubts. He was doing the right thing!

	He tried to calm himself down. How had it all begun? The obelisk in Manhattan, the ceremony of his father’s soul being elevated… The Tetraktys!

	That triangle with ten dots condensed the essence of Pythagoras: mathematics, music and a life dedicated to finding perfection.

	He picked up a twig from the ground and drew the Tetraktys in the sand. During his trip to Giza he had intuited that the shape of the walls of the Great Pyramid imitated the magic, Pythagorean triangle and so he traced a triangle around the ten points. He also remembered that the meaning usually attributed to the Pythagorean Tetraktys and so he scribbled the relationship between the different levels which corresponded to harmonic notes.
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	What relationship could this drawing have with the Dendera zodiac?

	His brain was blocked; he couldn’t get out of the mental quagmire he was stuck in. His intellect wasn’t going to be of help this time, so he closed his eyes, took a deep breath and let the music flow through his body and work its magic.

	He thought he could feel the notes coursing through his neurons, linking parts of his brain, liberating neurotransmitters left, right and centre. In the end he managed to have his brain waves dancing to the same tune as the melody that was playing on the other side of the world.

	Then, as if he had embarked on an astral journey, his body lifted off the floor and began to go higher and higher. He flew to the Sun, but rather than burning himself, its radiation charged him with the energy he needed for the return journey to Earth. On the approach, he entered right in through the tip of the Great Pyramid. His mind pictured the bird’s-eye view of the megalomaniac construction perfectly. From up there he got a privileged view of the four faces at the same time.

	Four faces…

	He opened his eyes suddenly and looked at the floor.

	He quickly replicated the Tetraktys four times, one for each face of the pyramid, just as he had seen in his vision.
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	The result was something like a cross covered with spots. The drawing wasn’t so important, just the total number of dots that there were in both shapes: pyramid and Tetraktys.

	He already knew the result, although he decided to count to make sure: 16 at the top, plus 12 on the second step, 8 more above that and then 1 more at the shared vertices.

	‘Thirty-six!’ he cried, reaching his arms up to the sky.

	For a fraction of a second, he felt that Pythagoras had given him a pat on the back and that his father was smiling at his son’s achievement.

	‘The Great Pyramid is a Pythagorean Tetraktys in three dimensions, that’s why there are 37 symbols,’ he said down the phone.

	‘How should I translate that into music?’ Brandon asked, totally confused by Peter’s explanations.

	The answer was there, in the numeric relationships recorded on the same desert sand that those who had hidden the secret had trodden.

	‘Imagine that the zodiac is a piece of fabric and you let it fall over the pyramid; the central constellations are on the top, while those near the edges are at the base.’

	Brandon’s silence was a sure sign that he still wasn’t following his logic.

	‘Take the last 37 symbols,’ he explained slowly, trying to make himself understood for once and for all, ‘and apply an elevation of ¾ to the tone of the first 16, go 2/3 up in frequency for the following 12 symbols and ½ for the next 8. The last one should stay as it is.

	Peter held his breath as he listened to Brandon’s hurried typing at the other end of the line.

	‘I think I’ve got it; here it goes.’

	The same tune as before started playing from the start, but this time when it got to note 37 the music carried on playing, flowing naturally.

	When it reached the end and stopped, the silence hurt as much as being stabbed in the chest. Any normal person listening to the piece would have heard what seemed like a short fragment of a tune but Peter, as the world’s leading expert in neuromusicology saw various other musical elements in there too. There were things that he had successfully tried in his latest experiments, others which he had decided to study in the future and still more that it would never have even occurred to him to put together.

	It was the perfect melody, the dream that had been chasing him all his life.

	Now, with the whole composition, Peter sensed that a new type of feeling was springing up inside him, deeper and more extensive than just those feelings which were purely personal. He began to dive deeper into the parts which he shared with everything else; animals, people – with the rest of life itself. Something that was common to all of existence. Was this what all the religions summed up in their ideas about ‘God’?

	He had just discovered the Truth.

	He had uncovered the music of the spheres!

	‘I suppose that the next step would be to tell the House of Geometry to search the waves for this song,’ Brandon suggested anxiously waiting for confirmation that Peter was still at the other end of the line.

	Brandon’s words didn’t bring him back to the real world.

	The song was still playing inside his head. He couldn’t get it to stop. Maybe he wanted it to keep playing. If only those sounds could stay there, bouncing around forever more!

	The idea of ‘God’…

	How could he have thought that the music of the spheres would only serve to cure a patient in a coma? Hadn’t he been guided to Dendera by Pythagoras’ soul which he now held inside him? Wasn’t there a more glorious end for this incredibly important instrument which he had in his hands?

	The heavy curtains of his past were opening at last to reveal his destiny, he could see his purpose clearly now.

	He had been working on ways of giving his brother a second start through the recent discoveries of neuroplasticity. He knew that music held the key to generating new neurons in the damaged areas of the brain, but that his attempts always failed. All he had ever managed to do was to completely erase his patients’ brains without giving them the chance to develop again. He made them into babies but that’s how they stayed forever. If he could control this effect, William could wake up, even though his consciousness and memory had to start from zero again.

	All he needed to do was to find the way of implanting a new operating system in the brain, the combination of basic functions on which a person builds their own capabilities.

	The music of the spheres played again, loudly, inside his head.

	Wasn’t that exactly what he had just discovered?

	He could modify this set of basic elements as he pleased with the music!

	The music of the spheres… a new operating system for humanity.

	A new model of the mind!

	A new foundation for thought and behaviour.

	He would be the messiah who would bring a start to a new era through his knowledge. A new dawn for civilization without attackers, without drunk drivers; a civilization which would be based on science and the quest for spiritual purification just as Pythagoras had expounded in his community.

	The music of the spheres was not only capable of curing his brother; it could also cure all of humanity!


Chapter 41.

	Alicia and Miko stepped off the plane to be hit by a blast of cold air hitting them in their faces which nearly froze them solid. The wind whipped at them, cutting into them after being driven at them straight from the fjord, full of salty dampness and a taste of the sea.

	They had arrived at Nuuk, the capital of Greenland, in a flight from Madrid with a stopover in Copenhagen. The numbers for the direction and distance from their origin in the sacred mountain of the Rimba people had given them coordinates inside the Arctic Circle. Despite the cold, Alicia and Miko both felt the same internal pulse, a call from distant yet familiar music which was coming from the point marked precisely on the map of the island of ice.

	They only planned on staying in Nuuk for as long as it took to find the best way of reaching their final destination. The population occupied a small, green peninsular next to the sea, at the base of some impressive mountains which served as a barrier from the impenetrable frozen meseta; an invisible wall which silenced the secrets that the wind whispered from within.

	They walked straight into the first travel agency that they found. Unluckily the weekly flight to Thule had just left. Thule, in the far north of the country, was the nearest civilized place to the coordinates of their destination. The origin of the name of the town was not pure chance; Thule was also the name that was used on medieval maps to indicate that a place was farther away than the known world.

	Miko insisted that the young travel agent look for a private flight. He didn’t want to waste a second getting to the next point on their adventure. In the end, they were able to hire a plane for the next day. They used the rest of their day on their second objective of their stopover in Nuuk: finding out if any of the ancient Greenland tribes had Square Circle in their musical repertoire.

	The National Museum of Greenland was their best option of getting an answer. A taxi took them to a pair of buildings next to the sea and from where they had spectacular views of the fjord.

	They hired a personal guide once inside. A woman of about the same age as Alicia, with slight traces of her indigenous ancestors came out to greet them.

	‘Tikilluarit,’ she welcomed them with a nod of her head. ‘Welcome, my name is Ivalu.’

	‘I’m Alicia, and my friend is Miko.’

	Ivalu accompanied them to the start of the tour.

	‘We’re a relatively new museum,’ she began, ‘but we have a small sample of all the historical and cultural eras we have passed through. We are organised by collections which range from the pre-history of the first American settlers to the Viking remains, passing by the Thule, our nearest ancestors. We have also just inaugurated an exhibition about the first contact that the Eskimos had with western civilization in the 19th century and whose fusion gave us what we now call our country.’

	She is the living embodiment of it all, thought Alicia.

	‘Have you got any special interest?’ the girl asked.

	‘We’re researchers and we’re here to study the musical aspects of the indigenous Greenland cultures.’ Miko replied, laying the foundation for the alibi that excused them from giving too many explanations. ‘We’re going to visit the indigenous tribes in the north of the country to do an anthropological study.’

	‘Ah, the Inuit, the ancient people of Greenland. They were here when Erik the Red arrived from Iceland and colonized the island. It was he who discovered this piece of land at the end of the 10th century and he didn’t hesitate to keep it.’

	‘Is there a specific music section?’ asked Alicia.

	‘Unfortunately no, it seems that music isn’t one of the primordial cultural features of Inuit culture; neither in the Viking era’ she added. ‘None of our tribes have been characterized by their musical compositions, meaning that our musical legacy is quite poor.’

	The answer left them frozen.

	‘Look,’ said Ivalu pointing to a large, flat oval object. That is the only example we have at the museum of an Inuit musical instrument. It’s the typical drum that was used in the famous Dance of the Drums. It’s different from normal drums because you hit the wood on the outside, not the membrane on the inside.

	Alicia and Miko were reminded of the drum that they were given by the San of the Kalahari.

	‘What is the Dance of the Drums used for?’ asked Miko, trying to look for similarities.

	‘The Inuit used it to celebrate any community event: births, weddings, deaths, clan gatherings. It is accompanied by stories, tales and legends that are told by the elders of the tribes. It’s also said that the shamans used them to enter trances and communicate with the spirits so beg for a bountiful hunt.’

	‘So in that case we could say that there was a spiritual aspect to it,’ Alicia suggested. ‘Are there any dances that are dedicated to the sun god?’

	‘That’s right, yes. There’s a special dance to mark the sun’s arrival after the long northern winter. But nowadays the dance that accompanies the drumming is only really for tourists along with the throat singing that people like to hear so much. If you get the chance, you really should see it.’

	‘Another type of Inuit music? You said that there wasn’t much musical culture…’

	‘If you hear one of these games with the throat singing I think you’ll see that it hasn’t exactly got much to do with… music; it’s more of a friendly competition and a breathing challenge. Two women stand face to face, very close. Each of the women repeats some short sounds, hardly even a syllable, leaving a short silence in between that the other person has to fill with a different pattern. The game side is because one of them always gives in first; be it because the run out of breath or because they can’t stop themselves from laughing.’

	‘Are these throat singing games only for fun? Have they ever served a higher purpose?’ Miko asked. It was clear from their previous adventures that there could be a more dignified reason for the tradition.

	‘I’m not sure I understand what you mean, but I really don’t think so. Anyway, that’s something you can find out for yourself when you arrive.’

	As they spoke they entered the room on Viking culture.

	‘The Inuit probably didn’t have much of an influence on Viking culture if they had such little culture to offer, right?’ Miko enquired.

	‘True, in fact there wasn’t much contact between the two groups. They divided the territory: the Inuit to the north, the Vikings that came with Erik the Red to the south and each group respected the other’s land.’

	Miko didn’t think it was worth searching the Viking music. If there were any lost songs from the dawn of time, as they had found on the other continents, then they were more likely to find it in the Inuit tradition.

	‘These inscriptions,’ said Alicia as she pointed to a big slab which was engraved with strange linear markings which were divided into rows, ‘are they some kind of language?’

	‘They’re runes, the language of the Vikings.’

	‘They look more like decorative pictures.’

	‘There are people who think that apart from the words that they form, the runes alone, as symbols, can provoke emotions, and transmit a message without the need of being interpreted. Like a beautiful picture.’

	‘Or a good song,’ Alicia added, winking at Miko.

	‘That’s right. The word ‘rune’ comes from the Gothic language. It means ‘secret’.’

	‘What type of secret?’ Miko asked.

	‘By secret we understand something that should be passed on to others cautiously. I can also be used as a synonym for ‘knowledge’. Mythology attributes the creation of runes to Odin, the main Scandinavian god, as a way to control nature. Being able to write what was known about the natural world enabled him to steal her secrets and take her energy.’

	Ivalu paused as they moved to the next room.

	‘You’re in luck,’ she continued, ‘only a few weeks ago we were able to reclaim the jewel in our crown after a long wait.’

	‘What is it? That monolith over there perhaps?’ Alicia asked, pointing to a stone slab with runic inscriptions that looked worn with time.

	‘It’s not much to look at, but for us this object is unbelievably valuable. It is a small, fragile branch of wood with the oldest runic inscriptions in Greenland. It’s just arrived from the Copenhagen National Museum.’

	They moved closer to the centre of the room where a long glass display case held a tatty wooden stick which did, however, show the characteristic Viking letters as if being lit up by its own light. It was very difficult to distinguish the runes from each other.

	Alicia thought they looked more like the bored whittling of a shepherd but she kept her frivolous comment to herself.

	‘Why is it on display vertically? Are runes read from top to bottom?’

	‘No, but it’s the only way to get a good look at it from all angles. The wood has three faces and each one has a different message.’

	Alicia looked carefully and saw that there was hardly a part of wood that hadn’t been engraved.

	‘Does anyone know what the inscriptions mean?’

	‘Yes, it’s been translated. The first face only contains the runic alphabet: 16 runes placed in alphabetical order. The second face has a very strange message which reads: ‘Bibrau is the name of the girl who sits in the blue’ while the third side contains a collection of runes which apparently doesn’t mean anything.’

	‘Who is Bibrau and why does she sit in the blue?’

	‘Bibrau is a female name, but we don’t know if it was a real person or not. With regards to the blue, there are various interpretations: the sky, the sea… Historians and linguists can’t agree.’

	‘A real mystery, I can see. Was it usual for people to write nonsense on one side?’

	‘No, the Vikings were very practical, they didn’t like to waste time or effort. Researchers can’t find one answer to this mysterious word. From some this piece of wood represents a type of Rosetta Stone for the Eskimo and Viking language. Why write the alphabet on the first side? They agree that someone wanted to write a word in another language. There have been attempts to ‘phoneticise’ the strange word on the other side in some way by adapting it to the Inuit language, but it didn’t work. It would be something like ‘ommo’ but I can assure you that that doesn’t mean a thing in my language.’

	‘How old is the inscription?’

	‘It’s been dated to be from around the beginning of the 11th century, and as it was found close to Erik the Red’s house some people think that it may have been the walking stick he used in his old age. There’s also speculation that it was he who was wrote it with his own hand.’

	‘But I suppose that they’re just legends,’ Miko said.

	The young Ivalu smiled sweetly.

	‘Who knows,’ she said, finishing off the visit to the small museum.

	Alicia and Miko hadn’t cleared up any of the issues that had led them to the museum; in fact, they came out even more confused than when they went it. It seemed that it wasn’t going to be easy to find Square Circle.

	 

	The next morning, squashed inside the plane’s cabin, the noise of the motors invading the silence and Alicia and Miko’s heads spinning with legends about the sun, ancient runes, a girl sitting in the blue and an undecipherable word.

	After a two-hour journey along the coast the plane headed inland to the frozen expanse and reached the destination calculated by David after only a couple of minutes.

	The small plane landed on the cold surface. After the motor had stopped the visitors looked at each other resignedly.

	‘Are we supposed to have arrived?’ Alicia asked.

	‘The coordinates are exact,’ Miko stated, showing her the GPS.

	The pilot looked around from his seat with gave them a look of a winner.

	‘I told you, there’s nothing in the place where you wanted to go. There’s only ice as far as the eye can see. But you insisted, and here we are. Now you’ll need to make a decision. The return journey is the same price as the one out here.’

	The pilot got out of the plane to stretch his legs and then he lit a cigarette.

	‘You’ve got five minutes to think about it,’ he added.

	Alicia and Miko got out too. The midday sun was shining gloriously and there wasn’t a hint of wind. They breathed deeply and allowed themselves to be invaded by the primitive nakedness of the environment around them.

	The landscape was as surreal as it was perfect. Their senses, bombarded by pure stimuli, entered into a strange symphony. Everything in sight was white, even the sky. It was as if their noses had stopped working, there was nothing to smell. The soft touch of their boots on the ground gave them the sensation that even matter was fading away. But the most surprising of all was the sound; non-existent. The silence was so complete that it was as if it was screaming.

	So far away from the noise and confusion of life, their thoughts came to them clear and uncluttered.

	For Miko, the doubts about the coincidences and chances associated with the song from the music box had vanished, taking on the unarguable certainty that a great power was held within it. He still wasn’t sure of his role in the story though. The idea that he could have found himself in the middle of a game; just someone who had tried their luck, knowing that they would never win was killing him. This game had already been played in the past. Music one, Miko zero. Maybe the most sensible solution would have been to find someone else to play the part of a messiah who was destined to reveal the secret, somebody better suited, more prepared. In his favour, however, he had his tenacity and of course the protection of the woman who was defying the impenetrable ice with her haughty stare.

	Alicia was contemplating the horizon and imagining that it was a blank canvas on which she was going to paint her future life. She had no idea how the mural was going to turn out. The most likely was that she would be unemployed – the deadline for the ultimatum at the Agency had run out. She wasn’t really bothered about that, not now that she felt she had control over the paint brushes; the artist, not only the spectator. She looked to one side. She hoped with all her heart that the man who was looking at her, bewitched, would play a large part in the final picture.

	There was no need for words. They didn’t even need to look at each other to check. The decision had already been made.

	They were staying right there.


Chapter 42.

	Crotone, South Italy, 1408. 

	 

	The night covered the lovers in shadows. The inaccessibility of that rocky outcropping, straight and defiant above the Mediterranean Sea made them feel safe from any unwanted gazes. The rough waves, beating against the cliff also worked in their favour, covering the sound of their sighs of pleasure and squeals of passion.

	Their exhausted bodies fell onto the stony ground as they finished making love. The fresh night soon put out the fire on their burning skin and Christian Schwan stood up to get dressed. His powerful body shone under the silvery light of the moon, giving off thousands of pearly reflections from the sweat covering his skin. He picked up a blanket and gave it to his lover who wrapped herself in it and went to sit on a rock overlooking the sea. It was one of the few stones which was still standing from what appeared to have been a small, circular temple with a half-ruined ceiling. He had discovered the place a few days ago, when his investigations about Pythagoras had led him there.

	He picked a rose from the bush nearby and sat down in front of her, placing the flower behind her ear as he observed the moon reflected in her eyes. Christian adored the curves that Mediterranean women had which were in stark contrast to the rigid shapes of his German compatriots. She ran her fingers through his hair and he responded with a kiss to her still-trembling chin.

	Elena wasn’t just a voluptuous body, she was also intelligent and she could tell instantly that something was worrying her young companion.

	‘Christian, what’s wrong?’

	‘The stupid pirates from the south have captured two of my boats. I doubt I’ll see the merchandise again but more importantly I’m worried about my crew having been taken prisoners. I’m their captain so tomorrow I must go to rescue them. Those pirates are going to learn that nobody messes with Christian Schwan.’

	Lying had become a habit. He was able to create a new personality in only a few seconds. He was fascinated by women and believed that he knew enough about them to be able to seduce them. He was aware that his physical appearance helped, but it was always better to adorn it with an amazing profile. He believed that each woman was in love with a character that only existed in her imagination. His game was to steal that man from them and play his part for them. He felt that rather than cheating them, he was in fact flattering them. On this particular occasion he knew that Elena’s husband was a naval trader of a large fleet that was in financial difficulties and so he had chosen to be a successful sailor. One needed to use all weapons available on the art of seduction.

	‘Maybe my husband could help you with that matter, but I don’t think it would be a very good idea to introduce you…’ the Italian woman said ironically.

	In fact, her husband, Mr Bramanti, already knew Christian. More precisely, his lackeys were the ones who had met him when a few days before they had been sent to give the German traveller a message. As a reminder they had left him with a strong blow to the head.

	‘By the way, how did you get that cut on the back of your neck?’ she asked.

	‘I fell backwards as I was getting off a horse.’

	Elena didn’t believe him but she didn’t pry any further.

	Christian had good reason to leave Crotone in a hurry. The first was the fear of having all his bones broken after he ignored Mr Bramanti’s advice. The second, and main reason, was that he had given up hope of finding any clues about Pythagoras after weeks of fruitless searching. Only one thing was keeping him there, and she had the name of a Greek goddess. He had found a wonderful lover, generous and passionate, the best of all the women who had passed through his bed. Egyptian, Nubian, Cypriot, Greek, Cretan be they Christian, Muslim or atheists, cultured or ignorant, all of them had brought something to his life and he remembered them all. Even though he cheated them in order to conquer them, he treated them like princesses and held nothing back from them. It was true that he disappeared from one day to the next but the seducer in him was also a slave to the main driving force in his life: the quest for knowledge.

	He had chased the sources of wisdom all over the Mediterranean. In Constantinople he had learnt Greek in order to study Aristotle and Plato. In Jerusalem the Arabs had opened the doors to the ancient science of the Babylonians for him. He also became familiar with oriental wisdom, for that he made his way to the Persian plains. Later Egypt revolutionized his life. What luck to have found that temple in the middle of the desert!

	His Mediterranean wandering was a dream which had taken shape during his studies in theology and from which he was expelled for his rebellious and unsuitable behaviour. Without a coin to his name he turned to his wit and intelligence to help him con others and pay his way on the long pilgrimage around the sources of knowledge.

	He had docked in the southern Italian city with great expectations of finding physical proof that would confirm what he had been shown in Egypt. Pythagoras had lived in Crotone twenty centuries ago and founded a school where he taught hundreds of pupils. What better place to find what he was looking for?

	Unfortunately, he had to give up, it seemed as if the Greek man’s name had been erased from the place forever. He wasn’t surprised. The last few years in Crotone had been a nightmare for the wise man. His community had been such a success that followers came from all over Italy. The ruling class became annoyed, jealous of the power that he had over the people. His school was closed and he was banished.

	Christian felt very disappointed, he had at least hoped to find the ruins of the buildings that Pythagoras had inhabited with his community. In fact, he had found the view point where he had met with Elena because of his investigations into the Greek temple which was a few steps away from them, and of which nothing more than a few columns remained standing. Crotone had been his last and most disheartening stage. His journey ended here. Now he was left with nowhere to go, he had lost all trace of Pythagoras. Maybe all that was left for him to do was to return to his home in the Bavarian forest…

	Suddenly Christian heard a slight hissing noise behind him. He didn’t even have time to turn his head before receiving the first blow. From the ground he could see three men appear. One of them picked Elena up by her hair while the other two unsheathed their swords and broke into dirty smiles.

	‘You damned slut!’ shouted the robust person in the centre. He stepped forward and his face shone by the light of the moon. ‘You and I will settle our score at home. You won’t forget what’s coming to you very easily I can guarantee it!’ he said as he struck out at her.

	Christian tried to help her but Bramanti’s lackeys had their shiny swords just two centimetres away from his face. He had to think of something, and fast. He threw himself to the ground and rolled back to the place where he had left his weapons. The visitors were aware that they had the advantage, so they didn’t seem to be very worried and even let him get out his sword.

	The German analysed the situation, calculating his possibilities. Despite being used to fighting, he was severely outnumbered. Elena’s husband and his two helpers had come well-equipped with swords and knives and they didn’t seem interested in negotiating.

	‘And you, you damned bastard! I warned you what would happen.’

	‘Just a moment, gentlemen, this has all been a misunderstanding. We can sort it out easily in a duel to the death between husband and lover.’

	Christian reckoned that he would only have a chance against the husband. He didn’t seem very agile and he was quite a bit shorter than him; his double chin suggested that he would be slow. His henchmen looked as if they had been taken out of the worst tavern in the port of the worst city so he knew it would be better not to have to fight them directly.

	‘You think you’re so clever, Christian Schwan,’ the German arched his eyebrows on hearing his real name as he had never used it in public, ‘but you’re not getting out of this so easily. You can say goodbye to your days filled with wine and roses.’

	The thugs, a step behind Bramanti, were awaiting their orders. Elena’s face showed her immense distress and a thread of blood trickled downwards from her lips as she cried.

	‘Kill him!’ Bramanti ordered, stepping back to give the henchmen room to pass and also to grab hold of his wife.

	The thugs threw themselves at Christian without any forethought. It was easy to see that they were not expert swordsmen, but even so he shouldn’t underestimate their physical strength or dirty tricks. Christian himself had resorted to some very inelegant strategies in order to save his skin before becoming skilled at fencing.

	He had a couple of seconds to organise his defence. He grabbed his magnificent Toledan sword, which he had won in a bet against a Spanish captain, in his right hand and with his left he reached for a dagger with a pearly handle that had been hidden in his boot since he bought it in a bazaar in Cairo. He attacked with the first and defended with the second, just like he’d been taught in Crete. The aim was to concentrate his opponents in the same area so they would be forced to come at him one by one. He backed away until he felt one of the columns of the shelter against his spine. He could hear the furious sea behind him, the waves breaking against the cliff announcing the fate of whoever lost this fight. The sword fighting continued without respite with Christian defending as he didn’t have time to mount a counter-attack on the first rival when the second came at him. He soon realised that he wouldn’t be able to keep up the pace for very long and so he decided to go all out. In the second wave he managed to dodge one of his attackers who then lost his balance, the German used this to his advantage and pushed the sack of dirt towards the other thug who was already running at him wide-eyed and screaming a battle cry. The two of them crashed together and fell to the floor.

	‘What a pathetic sight!’ exhorted Christian as he spat on his clumsy opponents.

	This made them even madder. One of them staggered to his feet and charged at the German like a wild beast. Christian seemed to be waiting for him nonchalantly with the end of his sword pointing at the ground. In one swift movement he lunged forward, grabbed the man’s lapels and used the inertia of the attack to throw the man over him. The impact of the man’s body on the column caused it to crumble and the man lay unconscious in the ruins. The others watched on in astonishment. Christian took advantage of the confusion to stand up and show his sword to the second thug, whose expression had now changed from arrogant to terrified. The German took control of the next bout, forcing his enemy up to the edge. The other couldn’t cope with the attack and decided to jump over the small wall that bordered the patio area with the hope of putting a little distance between them. Christian carried on chasing him, forcing him to back all the way up to the rocky precipice a few metres away.

	It looked as if Bramanti’s poor thug was begging for mercy at the last minute, but it was already too late. It was a matter of saving his own skin so he hit him with a forceful blow. The other stumbled and cried out uselessly as he did a high dive into the abyss below, the rocks and cliff swallowing him and silencing the scream.

	Then he remembered Elena who had been left in her terrible husband’s hands. He turned around quickly but there wasn’t anybody under the shelter. Bramanti had disappeared, and the coward had dragged his wife along with him. He ran along the narrow track that led to the path back to the village but it was already too late. He had escaped.

	Devastated he went back along the slate track to the vantage point so he could collect his things. The hefty thug was still lying on the ground. He was about to move him out of the way when something caught his eye. Amongst the ruins of the destroyed column he could see the edge of a piece of paper. He went over and carefully moved the stones that were on top of it, picking up the old papyrus that has been rolled into a cylinder. He blew on it so that the dust flew off and then he began to open it; he took great care as it was evident that it was fragile, it seemed as if it could disintegrate under his fingertips.

	The writing on it appeared to be very old, it was written in Greek and so he began translating it as he read.

	Four are the legacies that were left for man:

	 

	Water for creation

	Air for growth

	Earth for life

	Fire for love

	 

	The person who controls the four earthly elements

	Will have the door to wisdom opened to him

	And he will be granted the greatest treasure imaginable.

	Only he who knows how to see, will see.

	 

	The lower part of the papyrus was impossible to translate as there was just a string of what appeared to be random Greek letters.

	[image: Serie de caracteres griegos]

	 

	He turned the papyrus over but he couldn’t find any other inscriptions. Christian couldn’t believe what he had found. If this wasn’t a hoax, he had found an incredibly important document. He began to string together his ideas, memories and things he had learnt over the years. Everything fitted into place: Pythagoras, Crotone, Egypt, music, science, the big secret…

	He recalled his experience in Egypt. His search had led him into the heart of the desert, beyond the point of no return, when he found what he had been looking for: a lost temple, hidden from the Islamic horsemen who had conquered the country centuries before; and where the pharaonic rites were still being practised. There, in the desert, the ancient monks at the temple dedicated to Hathor had revealed the existence of a great power which dominated everything to him. This was the power of music, or at least it was related to music. He couldn’t get anything else out of them, or maybe they just didn’t know any more. They spoke to him of the wise Greek who had visited ancient Egypt and who had taken the secret with him. That’s what had sparked his interest in Pythagoras and why he had ended up in Crotone. Now he was there, two thousand years after the Greek he admired so much, he had in his hands a piece of his writing. It had to be his! What he held before him couldn’t be anything other than the great secret that the man from Samos knew and that, for some unknown reason, he had never made public and which he had hidden from the public in that stone column. It was extremely delicate. He thought that the best thing he could do, would be to make a copy of it onto a better quality scroll.

	The sentences echoed around his being: ‘the door to wisdom… the best treasure imaginable… he who knows how to see will see…’ He had to be patient and decipher the contents of the code that was written in Greek letters, or maybe he should ask for help from the wisest men on the planet. How could he do it? He’d think of something, his endless ability to trick and manipulate was unquestionable. Maybe he should get advice from Pythagoras himself. He created a community of scientists around him to help him with his labour. Why shouldn’t he do the same? He could create the Christian Schwan Community.

	No, he decided, it’s never been wise for me to reveal my real name.

	He finished gathering the rest of his clothes, as well as Elena’s. That lout Bramanti had treated her with excessive cruelty. He saw the cross that Elena wore on a chain lying on the floor; it had got in the way while he was kissing her breasts. Next to it was the rose that he had placed in her hair after they had made love.

	He thought that it wouldn’t be such a bad name for what he had in mind: The Brotherhood of the Rose Cross.


Chapter 43.

	As soon as the small plane had become an invisible dot in the sky and just before Alicia and Miko had time to regret their decision to stay there, a tiny mark appeared on the white horizon. A few minutes later, they could see that it was a group of people and animals who were approaching at great speed. It wasn’t until they were much nearer that Alicia and Miko could see who it really was that had come to their rescue: two of the Inuit who were driving a couple of dog sleighs.

	They couldn’t believe their luck… or had they been expecting them?

	Nobody said a word. The visitors got onto the sleighs and let themselves be carried away. In under an hour they arrived at an Inuit settlement which, according to the GPS, was eighty miles north of Thule.

	The Inuit village was made up of more than a dozen shacks and it was clear that the indigenous customs were preserved here as purely as possible. Western civilization hadn’t appeared to have been able to make much impact here. If it hadn’t been for a few tools and utensils that had no doubt been inherited from the United States military base set up during the Cold War as part of its anti-missile shield, there wouldn’t have been any evidence of the interfering outside world.

	On getting off the sleighs, Alicia and Miko were subjected to a summary reception by a person who appeared to be the head of the clan. He didn’t speak English, but that didn’t matter. He gave a series of orders to the rest of the group with great authority and they all set to work at various tasks.

	‘It looks like they’ve activated the ‘welcome white men’ plan,’ Alicia commented.

	‘I think I understood that they’re going to throw a party tonight in our honour, but I wasn’t able to ask them how on earth they located us out there in the middle of all that ice,’ Miko said.

	The next thing that happened was that they were separated from each other. A group of women led Alicia away and the men took Miko to a jetty and helped him into a kayak.

	‘It looks like I’ve got to catch dinner,’ Miko said as he left.

	‘You’d better do a good job and catch plenty, I’m starving,’ Alicia replied.

	Four hours later, when Miko saw her again he hardly recognised her. Alicia gave him a lesson in Inuit clothing. The annuraaq that she had on was made of reindeer skin which had been sewn together with a bone needle and a thread made of animal fibres. The cuffs and collar were lined with fox fur in order to protect the skin from the strong winds. On her feet she was wearing the typical Eskimo boots called kamik. They were light, warm and silent, ideal for long hunting trips.

	‘Look at this hood, they use it to carry their kids,’ Alicia explained, ‘that’s why it’s so big. I tried to explain that I didn’t have any, but I don’t think they quite believed me. And these trousers have got fur inside and out, what an invention!’

	‘I think I’d rather stick with the twenty-first century version: down anorak, Gore-Tex trousers and boots with Kevlar. How did you let them put all that on you? I thought you had higher standards…’

	‘Do I look beautiful?’ Alicia asked, laughing.

	‘It’s hard to say with the amount of stuff you’ve got on,’ Miko objected. ‘Maybe I could carry out a more in-depth study of the matter later on...’

	‘I’m not sure you’ve earnt it. The man of the house hasn’t brought any food home!’ Alicia said jokingly on seeing that Miko had returned empty-handed.

	‘Luckily enough, they only made me row,’ Miko replied. ‘And you, what have you been doing all this time?’

	‘We’ve been singing, sharing songs. Their music is quite primitive and they use the pentatonic scale. We’ve had a great time. In the end I managed to organise the youngest girls into a little choir. You should hear their voices!’

	‘Come on, I think they’re waiting for us in the shaman’s house for the official welcome.’

	Alicia had been told that Taqquiq was the angakkuq, the spiritual leader, the most respected person in the clan. She had imagined them living in igloos, but the women had told her that they were only built as temporary shelters when they were out on hunting expeditions.

	Taqquiq’s home was really a large tent covered with skins over a wooden structure. When they went inside, Alicia and Miko felt the warmth of a home, which in reality was for the whole family: children, wives and grandchildren all shared the same roof under his protection as head of the family. Flickering shadows danced on the walls, transforming the orangey light that came from the oil lamps that they called qulliq.

	Taqquiq welcomed them. His face was lined with deep wrinkles which contrasted with the strength of his words and movements and despite definitely being under forty years old, he was one of the village elders. Even though he had never left the village, he could speak a little English, explaining that he had learnt it from other Inuit who had travelled in the white man’s territory.

	He invited them to sit with his family, making a circle in which Alicia was the only woman. The stream of dishes which they were served was accompanied by a light conversation about food, hunting methods and other customs of the Inuit people.

	After dinner everyone got ready for the Dance of the Drum, which was the traditional way to welcome visitors. The women all sat in a circle around the main performer, a man who danced and hit the oval-shaped drum with flowing, rhythmic movements.

	The dance was accompanied by a succession of songs, each sung by different members of the community. Taqquiq explained that each person had their own song in which they sang whatever it was that they wanted to share with the rest of the group: hunting adventures, encounters with an animal, it could even be something simple like a joke, an anecdote or any funny story. The songs could be passed on or given to another person out of gratitude and it often happened between people who shared the same name. Other songs, however, were more general and contained the collective wisdom of the tribe. Not having a written form of the language, it was their way to pass knowledge from one generation to the next. Songs were also used to settle disputes. The Inuit considered strength and resistance to be the highest virtues, but they were intelligent enough to know that hurting each other was a very bad idea and so rivals fought one another through song; the one who lasted longest was the winner.

	The atmosphere grew more relaxed as the party continued which was to a great extent thanks to a couple who seemed to be airing all their dirty laundry in public, much to the audience’s delight. Miko and Alicia didn’t really understand anything but even so they were doubled up with laughter.

	It was time for the drum to rest and so the younger girls had the chance to show off their skills with the throat games. In pairs, they stood face to face with very serious expressions. There was hardly any space between them at all when they began to repeat a sound and then mix it with the one that their opponent had just made. After a few minutes, if they even managed to last that long, one of the girls got tired or, more typically, began laughing at the absurd sounds that were coming out of their throats. The game ended with the one who lasted the longest being the winner.

	‘Let’s see how I do,’ Alicia said, standing up and leaving Miko baffled along with the rest of the Inuit clan.

	She chose one of the youngest girls. She offered her hand and the child accepted shyly, although she seemed grateful too. Alicia gave her a warm smile to calm her down and helped her onto a wooden trunk to make her taller.

	They stared at each other, gripped forearms and began to sing; gradually increasing the intensity of repetitions and adding a new twist every now and again. It was the first time that Miko had heard Alicia sing, and although it wasn’t the best vehicle for her to show off her voice, he was amazed at its beautiful clarity and range of registers. Her voice wasn’t the biggest surprise though, it was the sight of an accomplished lawyer who was used to the dirty tricks of the western world completely integrated with the Inuit and participating in one of their ancient traditions like just another member of the clan.

	Alicia and the child formed a very tight union. Grasping each other and moving from side to side in opposite directions, they formed one source of sounds that filled the tent with suggestive vibrations.

	They were two.

	And they were only one.

	Suddenly, a loud crash from outside cut the music dead. The floor shook and the tent swayed along with the sound of the wind howling. The Inuit calmed the visitors down: it was the creaking of a nearby glacier which was cracking and jettisoning chunks of ice into the sea. Nothing to fear, they were all used to it.

	‘Tell me, my friends,’ Taqquiq asked with his deep, gruff voice, ‘in the town where you come from are the gods also angry?’

	Miko looked at Alicia but neither of them understood the question.

	‘Ours have been punishing us constantly for the last few years,’ he continued, ‘the Inuit are afraid because we don’t know what we’re doing wrong.’

	‘How are your gods telling you that they’re angry?’ Miko asked.

	‘The seasons are getting shorter every year. The ice is getting further and further away from our villages and so our men have to go further away to get food. The layers of ice on some of the fjords has disappeared and our pathways along with them. Those that are remaining have such thin ice that it’s a lethal trap for our dogs.’

	‘I’m afraid that that phenomenon is happening all over the planet,’ Miko interrupted. ‘It’s called global warming.’

	Taqquiq’s expression made it clear that he had no idea what that was.

	‘All the villages have offended their gods,’ Alicia continued, choosing a more appropriate metaphor. ‘And the gods, as punishment, have put the earth into a boiling cauldron.’

	Miko avoided giving his opinion of what the intentions of the rest of the modern world were with respect to what was happening in Greenland. Important discoveries of gas and petrol were appearing as the ice melted, retreating towards the interior and that complete thawing of the polar ice cap would mean a clear pathway for the exploitation of new maritime routes. It was a vicious circle in which the economic development that was responsible for causing the ecological disasters was also capable of using the consequences to its benefit, thereby triggering more environmental catastrophes.

	He guessed that the Inuit had their days numbered in this new panorama, and he felt great pity when he imagined the silence that marked the hours at those latitudes being destroyed by the noise of globalization.

	‘So the white man isn’t doing anything to try and placate their god’s bad mood?’

	Miko remembered the different global agreements about global warming: the Kyoto agreement, the conference in Bali and all the G-8 summits which were as full of pompous speeches as they were unfulfilled promises.

	‘The truth is that no, there’s still no true awareness about what is happening.’

	‘Well, in that case they should come here and see it for themselves,’ said Taqquiq. ‘It’s a reality for us. Animals that we’ve never seen have appeared on our coast like swallows and salmon. Others are going crazy because they haven’t got enough to eat. We’ve seen polar bears eating each other! It’s obvious the gods are angry, they send rays of light and thundering voices from the sky when the day is cloudy.’

	Miko understood that he was referring to the electric storms so common in some parts of the planet, but which had never been seen in these parts because of the isobaric balance.

	Alicia jumped up and interrupted the sad tone that had fallen on them. She was determined not to let the party end.

	‘Where are you going?’ Miko asked.

	‘It’s time for the Inuit to listen to Square Circle.’

	‘So soon? Don’t you think they might be offended?’

	‘It’s now or never.’

	Miko complied and took the drum that the San had given them out of his backpack and handed it to Alicia, he kept the Rimba’s ney for himself. They went to the centre of the tent followed by the surprised faces of the Inuit, all except Taqquiq the shaman that is, who seemed to have been waiting for this moment since they had entered his house.

	‘Let’s go for it!’ Miko said.

	Miko released the suggestive sounds from the wooden Ney whilst the drum marked the rhythm and added warmth to the atmosphere with its deep sound. The version they were playing on both instruments was nothing like Miko’s electronic version but the tune had a strange way of sounding extraordinarily good on any instrument. It was as if the tune was able to bring out the best qualities of each one, allowing it to shine with all its subtleties.

	All the Inuit looked on in silence; they were absorbed by the concert that the unusual foreigners were putting on for them with their strange instruments and even stranger sounds.

	But something broke the spell that had fallen over them very suddenly. The girl who had sung with Alicia in the throat singing game ran out of the crowd towards the door and covering her ears. She bumped into Miko and Alicia in her haste and they both stopped playing at once.

	‘Bibrau!’ shouted Taqquiq, annoyed at the girl’s behaviour, running out of there like a soul being chased by the devil. ‘Bibrau!’ he repeated, and this time the name clicked in Miko and Alicia’s memory, making the connection that they had been looking for.

	Bibrau is the name of the girl who sits in the blue, they remembered.

	The girl’s grandmother ran out of the tent after her and returned a couple of minutes later leading her by the hand. Her puffy eyes showed that she had been crying and a few sobs still escaped her as Taqquiq called the meeting to an end and asked everyone except the foreigners to leave.

	‘Bibrau?’ said Alicia, stroking the girl’s cheek, ‘are you okay?’

	The girl didn’t understand but she nodded anyway from her position hidden behind her grandmother’s legs.

	‘I must beg your forgiveness for my granddaughter’s behaviour. She’s such a sensitive child, I’m so sorry.’

	‘Please, don’t mention it,’ Miko replies, ‘we’re the ones who are sorry that we upset her. Why did she run out crying like that?’

	‘Bibrau explained that the tune you were playing comes to her in terrible dreams where she’s taken from her home and far away from her family. She associates that melody with her recurring nightmare and that’s why she panicked and bolted out of the door when she heard it.’

	‘Has that song got any special meaning for the Inuit?’ asked Miko excitedly.

	‘Not until now,’ Taqquiq murmured thoughtfully, ‘but you should know that Bibrau is a very special child for our village. She’s the most recent link in an ancestral chain of women who had always had the name of Bibrau.’

	Alicia started bringing all the ideas together in her head.

	‘If all these women have had the same name, are we to assume that they have also inherited the same song?’

	‘That’s right,’ the shaman confirmed. ‘The Inuit have the tradition that the woman who inherits the name of Bibrau should be the one who is responsible for performing the songs with which we celebrate the arrival and departure of the sun in the summer and its disappearance in winter.’

	Miko knew that at these extreme latitudes there was a phenomenon called the midnight sun where there wasn’t a moment of darkness during the summer months. The sun never set, it went in circles through the sky again and again. It was getting near to the date, maybe just over a month, as they were at the beginning of March and the night was already quite short. The opposite happened during the winter, the solar night was when the sun didn’t appear over the horizon for four months. He could see why these dates were so important for the Inuit community.

	‘And the commemorative songs you mentioned, what are they about?’ Miko asked. ‘Are they anything like the one we played before?’

	‘No, not similar at all, ours is only a song, there’s no music played with it. My granddaughter learnt it from her mother who died years ago in an accident with her father. Every Bibrau who inherits the song is permitted to change it or add whatever she feels appropriate. My granddaughter is intelligent and had changed some of the verses,’ she said proudly. ‘As is correct, the song has adapted to our new reality and Bibrau asks the spirits to give us back the climate that we used to have because if not the Inuit people will disappear forever.’

	Miko and Alicia looked at each other, exchanging the same thought.

	‘Taqquiq, I need to ask you something important,’ said Miko. ‘Does the sentence: Bibrau is the name of the girl who sits on the blue, mean anything to you?’

	The old man’s face showed his enormous surprise and he fell silent for a few moments in which he examined Alicia and Miko from head to toe as if he had never seen them before. Next his face changed to express the confirmation of an omen and he exclaimed:

	‘Prepare yourself for a journey, we’re leaving first thing in the morning.’

	 


Chapter 44.

	Peter was rubbing his hands in an attempt to get warm whilst standing in front of the main entrance to the All Soul’s Night hospital. He looked at his watch and then, on glancing up, he saw that Philippe Lecygne was approaching; his face was distorted with cold.

	‘I hope you’ve made me come here for a very good reason,’ the professor said as he held out his hand. ‘I was just getting used to the Caribbean climate.’

	Peter smiled wryly but without relaxing the evident tension he was feeling.

	‘The occasion is worth it my friend. You can take my word for it.’

	Peter led Lecygne into the hospital and down into the basement. The whole floor was dedicated to research into neuromusicology. It was Sunday and so all the collaborators had gone home for the weekend. His small sanctuary was prepared for the big test.

	They sat opposite each other in his office. It was quite a novelty for Peter to be back there too, it had been weeks since he had pushed his research to one side in order to follow the trail of the Pythagorean scroll.

	‘Your work in Egypt was truly impressive,’ Lecygne commented. ‘The Academy is delighted with the way your work is developing there.’

	‘Yes…’ hesitated Peter, showing his lack of interest in talking about what The Academy had sent him there to do. ‘I have to keep working. Being successful in changing such a delicately balanced society takes a lot more effort.’

	‘Field work. The top of The Academy wants you to get back there immediately.’

	‘I can’t right now. I have more important things going on,’ Peter said as an excuse.

	‘But the radical Islamists want to use the instability to climb to power. That would mean a real blow to what The Academy had planned…’

	Peter put his hands flat onto the table, leaned forward and stared into Lecygne’s eyes, causing the other man to shift slightly backwards.

	‘I didn’t call you to talk politics,’ he declared decisively.

	Lecygne just stared back at him in shock. Something had changed about him. It was more than evident that Peter was far more ambitious than his father, but what he saw in his eyes went further than that. If he didn’t already know him, he would have said that he was possessed.

	‘I’ve done it! I’ve deciphered the Pythagorean code!’ Peter exclaimed.

	Lecygne looked at him, stupefied.

	‘Really?’ he asked in a tremulous voice. ‘That was what your father always wanted but never managed to finish…’

	Lecygne suddenly looked tired, as if he had aged ten years in a second. In a way, he too had chased that dream and discovering that someone else had done it took away one of the biggest challenges of his life.

	Peter’s face relaxed as he allowed himself to enjoy his satisfaction at his friend’s surprise.

	‘I hope that my father is looking down proudly at me from the highest sphere on the Tetraktys.’

	‘Tell me…’ Lecygne hesitated, ‘what does it sound like? Were we right in thinking that it hid the music of the spheres?’

	‘I should say so. It’s music that… I don’t know how to describe it… It’s just pure magic.’

	‘And so, what are you planning on doing with it now? The Academy will be eternally grateful to you…’

	‘To hell with The Academy!’

	His friend looked at him in astonishment.

	Peter realised that this was the moment when he had to tell his friend about his own, more important project.

	‘Philippe, with the music of the spheres we could instate a new world order based on Pythagoras’ principles: the study of science and the purification of the soul.’

	‘What are you saying?’ Lecygne replied with renewed energy. ‘Have you gone mad?’

	‘Imagine that we are able to change the way the brain operates, to eradicate evil and set ourselves only one objective; to improve our species. Wasn’t that what Pythagoras wanted with his belief in purification and the transmigration of souls? Is that what The Academy should be aiming for as the successor to the Pythagorean community?’

	Lecygne stammered but was unable to come up with something to put an end to Peter’s verbal onslaught.

	‘You were the one who told me, Philippe. My father and you went up against The Academy because they trivialized the Pythagorean precepts and were only interested in using the discoveries from the four mathematas for commercial exploitation, in music more than any other area. We need to take a leap forward and spill what we know about Pythagoras out into the planet.’

	‘I don’t think that’s exactly what your father was trying to do,’ Lecygne managed to get out in the end. His tone was angrier that Philippe had ever heard.

	‘I’ll show you what he was trying to do.’

	Peter stood up decidedly and dragged Lecygne along the passageway to the anechoic chamber.

	‘He wanted to wake William up,’ he said and opened the door violently. He held the door wide open and pointed inside.

	Lecygne followed his finger until his eyes fell upon William’s naked body lying face up on a thin metal grid that served as a floor. He took a step forward and took in the large, spherical space with small cones covering the walls, which looked to him like a fakir’s painful bed of nails.

	Peter couldn’t help feeling proud of his great invention: the spherical anechoic chamber. He had prepared it for the occasion, taking great care and even doing without William’s bed to avoid the tiny amount of interference that it could have caused. The music of the spheres had to be played for William in the purest possible form.

	He looked sadly at his brother. He had the same defenceless expression for the last twenty years. The effects of the sarcopenia were beginning to show. His skin tissue was contracting and his joints were seizing up from the lack of activity. The solution was so simple… all he had to do was wake up out of the coma and walk. William’s body had given up; it wanted to leave this world…

	But Peter was there to change all that.

	‘It’s a magnificent room,’ Lecygne admitted as he turned around to look straight at Peter, ‘but what has William got to do with a corrective memory wipe on a worldwide level?’

	‘Saving him is only the beginning. I’m destined for something much bigger; the conversion of humanity.’

	‘That’s a fantasy.’

	‘Come with me.’ Peter led his friend to the control room from where they could observe Peter from behind a small window. ‘I asked you here so that you can see William’s resurrection with your own eyes. I want you to be a first-hand witness to the proof of the power that is held within the music of the spheres.’

	Lecygne arched his eyebrows in surprise at Peter’s choice of the word: resurrection.

	‘Do you already see your brother as dead?’ he asked bluntly.

	‘Don’t you?’ Peter asked without hesitation. ‘If I don’t save him immediately, he’s going to die.’

	‘You’re playing at being god and that’s a dangerous game.’

	‘God isn’t going to give me my brother back, the music of the spheres is.’

	And with that, he pressed play.

	The secret melody whose origin was lost somewhere back in ancient Egypt, and which had remained hidden since Pythagoras had transcribed it onto a scroll, began to flood into William’s brain.

	Lecygne stared at the collection of monitors which were measuring William’s vital signs: blood pressure, heart rate, sweat and most importantly, brain activity.

	Peter, on the other hand, fixed his gaze on his brother. He wanted to be the first to see him wake up.

	The notes began to sound through the speakers in the control room. As soon as it started the electrocardiogram showed a gradual increase in frequency and the sweat tracks also showed an ascending line.

	Something was happening. Peter had never managed to achieve such a remarkable change with so little stimulus; even so, William still didn’t move a muscle.

	At about half-way through the tune his blood pressure seemed to move out of its lethargy, causing an unusual sinusoid curve with a small range.

	Suddenly Peter thought that he saw William’s elbow lift and fall back down again.

	‘Did you see that?’ he asked hysterically. ‘He moved!’

	When the end of the tune came it produced chaotic signals on the monitors. At the final verse, William’s body arched into a strange position and began to go into convulsions which coincided with the last note.

	Peter rushed into the chamber and found that his brother was laying half a metre away from his original position. He knelt down and lifted him in his arms so that he was level to his own face. He wanted more than anything to see his brother’s eyes open and feel him hugging him. He would never let anything bad happen to him again.

	But he looked as inert as ever.

	His body was still so cold.

	He used his thumbs to carefully lift his eyelids.

	Impossible!

	William was still in a coma.

	He had failed.

	 

	Two days later, Peter still hadn’t given up.

	After getting over the initial blow, his scientific mind told him to take a more professional approach.

	It was clear that there were many variables in the musical interpretation of a sequence of notes which were dependant on the values of certain parameters. The duration of each note could be different, the key in which the composition had been written would also alter the final sound, the rhythm could play an influential part too without even thinking about how notes could be grouped together and overlaid to create chords.

	He couldn’t just throw away his discovery at the first sign of problems. He was certain that he’d found the music of the spheres, it was just that the score was raw; now his job was to polish it and make it perfect.

	He had hardly eaten or slept in the last two days as he set about modifying each of the parameters and measuring the degree of reaction. He was convinced that he was on the brink of finding the definitive version.

	He was so focused on his work that he hardly heard a knock at the door. Lecygne came in without waiting for an invitation.

	‘Keep it up; I’m sure you’ll find a way to revive your brother.’

	Peter reacted at last and looked away from the monitors.

	Lecygne was worried by his unkempt appearance. He was wearing the same clothes that he had on the last time they had met, his hair was greasy and he’d lost a couple of kilos. The skin on his cheeks had sagged and created enormous bags under his eyes.

	‘I’m worried, Philippe. I think that you should go back to the Caribbean and carrying on studying the universe.’

	‘I’m leaving this afternoon. I only came past to give you the results of the Carbon-14,’ he said as he handed him an envelope which Peter added to a pile of papers on the side of one of the mixing tables.

	‘I can’t deal with distractions right now. I’m making headway,’ Peter lied. He hadn’t managed to get any better reaction from William than in the first attempt.

	‘The skin was dated to 1408,’ Lecygne said in an attempt to get his attention.

	Only then did Peter seem to consider taking a short break.

	‘You mean to say that in the 15th century somebody transcribed the original that Pythagoras wrote onto a scroll…’

	‘So it seems. I can even tell you precisely who did it.’

	Peter’s tired eyes lit up.

	‘I asked them to do an X-ray as part of the analysis so we could see if there were any other hidden or erased layers under what we can see. It’s the technique that is used on some old paintings to see what the artist’s original sketch was before they started on the actual painting.’

	‘Get to the point…’ Peter complained.

	Lecygne made a dramatic pause before continuing.

	‘Particles of phthalic anhydride, resorcinol and zinc chloride have shown up underneath.’

	Peter sighed, exhausted.

	‘Fluorescein,’ Lecygne stated with the tone of a university professor.

	‘The scroll is fluorescent?’ Peter exclaimed in shock.

	‘It contains a short note that’s only visible under ultraviolet light.’

	‘Are you saying that someone signed it with invisible ink?’

	His enthusiasm began to come back to him. Could the information that he needed in order to fine tune the music of the spheres be hidden in this secret message?

	‘That’s right, and the name is CHRISTIAN SCHWAN.’

	Peter’s brain couldn’t come up with any link for the name to any of the other information, theories or calculations associated with the scroll.

	‘Who the heck is that?’

	‘Well, the name Christian is the same as the man who founded The Academy.’

	‘But his surname was Rosencreutz, not Schwan.’

	‘That’s what I thought,’ Lecygne agreed.

	‘Hang on. Schwan is a lot like swan,’ Peter observed.

	‘Yes, it’s German for swan, exactly.’ Lecygne confirmed.

	The swan… Where have I seen a swan?

	Peter immediately put his hand into his trouser pocket. He always carried the key to open the box where the scroll had been kept that his father had left him. He took it out and looked at it carefully. The swan! There it was, along with the Rose Cross. He instantly remembered that both sides had opened the box.

	The two parts are the same…

	That strange key suddenly took on a more logical meaning.

	‘The swan is the same as the Rose Cross!’ Peter cried.

	Lecygne shrugged his shoulders in bewilderment.

	‘Christian Schwan and Christian Rosencreutz are one and the same person!’ Peter revealed.

	‘Apart from uncovering a new identity for our founder,’ Lecygne commented sceptically, ‘that doesn’t tell us anything new or useful.’

	‘It tells us much more than you think,’ Peter said as his mind began racing with a new strategy to help him find the music of the spheres; a short cut that would avoid all the painstaking musical analysis that he had started and that wasn’t going anywhere. ‘It gives us a real person as a starting point.’

	His new idea was to follow the scroll’s clue from the present into the past as having found the origin of the scroll would only have led to a dead end. It was possible that the missing information that he needed had been lost somewhere over the years. There might be something that would explain how to make the music he found in the Dendera zodiac work to its full capacity.

	A damn instruction manual!

	The little that he knew about the scroll’s recent history had been told to him by the ex-president of The Academy. George Vanderbilt assured him that the object formed part of the Rosicrucian treasure that had been passed on to Christian Rosencreutz’s descendents and that at the end of the last century that German musician had sold it to Vanderbilt’s great-great grandfather.

	‘We need to look into the connection between Wagner and the scroll,’ Peter decided.

	‘Do you mean Richard Wagner, the opera composer?’ asked Lecygne surprised.

	‘The very same, our Grand Master told me that Wagner was responsible for the scroll’s transfer to America. He persuaded the first Vanderbilts that the Rosicrucian treasures had special powers as well as dealing with the financial part of the transaction.’

	‘But Wagner died almost penniless…’

	‘In that case we can only assume that he acted as an intermediary for someone more powerful.’

	‘Powerful and in need; someone wouldn’t get rid of something like that on a whim.’

	‘This clue about Wagner takes us back to Germany,’ Peter stated.

	‘Do you think that the treasure came from there? But where? Who could have ended up with Christian Schwan’s legacy? And who was the mysterious Knight of the Swan?’

	‘Did you say: the Knight of the Swan?’ Peter asked thoughtfully. Something had triggered a memory; his treasure chest of recollections had been opened and a very special occasion leapt out at him: the last time he had gone to the opera with his father. There were fantastical medieval decorations, an epic, magical and transcendental story with impossible romances set against the eternal struggle of the sacred and the human.

	Peter knew exactly who the Knight of the Swan was in classical literature.

	‘Lohengrin,’ he said confidently.

	‘Wagner’s opera?’ Lecygne exclaimed.

	‘Exactly! The one where Lohengrin is the main character, the Knight of the Holy Grail who appears on a boat… pulled by a swan!’

	‘I don’t understand. Are you trying to tell me that Wagner was the Knight of the Swan?’

	‘Not at all; but there is a place in Germany where that opera is revered to the point of insanity. It’s a place that was built by a knight who identified with Lohengrin, a demi-god, half human and half sacred. Someone who spent a huge fortune on building a castle that was inspired by Lohengrin and Wagner’s other operas. He was a mad man without any heirs, hounded by debts and whose last resting place is known as the new swan’s rock, the Neuschwanstein Castle.’

	‘Luis II, the king of Bavaria.’

	‘That’s right my friend. Now I know where I have to go to look for Christian Schwan and you’re coming with me.’


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	La raíz en mis pies yo sentí

	Levanté la mano y vi

	Que todo va unido, que todo es un ciclo

	La tierra, el cielo y de nuevo aquí

	Como el agua del mar a las nubes va

	Llueve el agua y vuelta a empezar, oye i yee

	Grité, grité... ¿o no lo ves?

	Va muriendo lentamente, Mama Tierra... Mother Earth...

	 

	Madre Tierra. Macaco.

	 

	 

	I felt the roots under my feet

	I raised my hand and I saw

	That everything is connected, that it’s all a cycle

	The earth, the sky and here again

	Like the water from the sea that to clouds goes

	The rain water falls and goes back to the start, I heard and saw

	I shouted, shouted… can’t you see?

	Mother Earth is dying slowly… Mother Earth…

	 

	Madre Tierra. Macaco.

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 45.

	They had set out from the village very early. Taqquiq had moved silently whilst preparing the sleigh so that the rest of the clan didn’t know about what they were doing. He was in charge of the test, and there was no sense in causing a stir amongst the people, especially when it came to his granddaughter Bibrau as she seemed to be tied up in it all. He didn’t want the girl to stand out unnecessarily as he was sure that the foreigners didn’t have anything to do with the ice giant.

	The small yet muscular huskies pulled tirelessly. Every twenty kilometres, Taqquiq ordered a halt so that they could grease the tracks of the sleigh which were made from a whale’s jaw bone, with a mixture of mud and ice that helped them to slide more easily.

	The journey went ahead in silence, and after a few hours the dogs stopped at the edge of a cliff. They snorted and growled, excited from all their effort. Taqquiq got off the sleigh to have a look followed by his companions.

	At their feet, they were faced with a sight that looked like the entrance to hell. A deep cavity opened up in the ground to expose a vertical drop which appeared to reveal a huge bowl with razor-sharp edges. The chasm was open at one side. It was a glacial corrie, the head of a tongue of ice that descended into the valley below.

	‘We’re here,’ Taqquiq announced while he manoeuvred the sleigh so they could go down the ledge. When the dogs reached the bottom, they turned in a wide curve of 180 degrees so they could go into the valley and head towards the source of the glacier.

	Taqquiq stopped the dogs at the entrance to the corrie. It was an impressive sight. The rock walls fell straight down at least a hundred metres. The light wind that was blowing up the valley bounced off them and made ghostly sounds.

	Miko thought how wonderful the acoustics were.

	Taqquiq dismounted, looked for something in the only package that he’d brought and spoke to them in a ceremonious voice.

	‘The Inuit have carried an ancient load on our backs for years. Our parents told us that we should wait for the arrival of powerful beings and then that we should bring them right here, to this spot, and give them this.’

	Taqquiq rummaged around inside his anorak and took out a strange, spherical object. Miko accepted it, holding it in both hands. The stone was heavy and cold. Alicia went closer and they both examined what was to be their next challenge. Miko couldn’t resist the temptation to shake the sphere in the air.

	‘Something’s moving inside,’ he said.

	‘In reality it’s two semi-spherical bowls which are joined,’ Alicia pointed out. ‘Look at the circular joint.’

	A line of tiny little bones that must have belonged to an arctic animal went around the circumference of the sphere. Alicia used a finger to check how the remains of these bones turned freely and so caused a slight friction against the materials inside.

	‘It’s like a strong box,’ she added, ‘the little bones must be what you use to give the combination to open the lock.’

	‘My job was just to bring you here,’ Taqquiq said, ‘just as my ancestors did with the other powerful ones who visited us. If you pass the test, the content of the sphere is yours.’

	‘Just a moment,’ interrupted Miko. ‘Did you say that we aren’t the first people to try this test?’

	‘Many years ago, a strange man came here and my ancestor took him for a god. They must have been mistaken because he didn’t complete the test. I hope that I’m not making a similar mistake by bringing you two here, I trust the signs. You arrived at the right place, your song matches the one that our little girl Bibrau hears in her dreams and you have already shown that you know part of the solution to the enigma.’

	‘What? What part of the enigma do we know?’ Alicia asked excitedly.

	‘It would offend the gods if I say another word. Go ahead,’ he said as he pointed to the interior of the glacial corrie.

	Alicia and Miko didn’t want to put any pressure on Taqquiq as they were sure he wouldn’t give in, so they decided to concentrate on the ball.

	‘These bones turn in all directions, and there must be…’ Alicia paused to count, ‘There are twelve bones! That means there are thousands of possible combinations! What do you think we should do?’

	Miko looked around. He was trying to see if there was an entrance to a cave or something similar to what they had found on their last trips. Something underground maybe, but he didn’t see any signs amongst the sharp edges of the walls.

	‘Haven’t you noticed the acoustics of this place? How do you think Square Circle would sound in here?’

	Alicia shrugged her shoulders and agreed to the proposal. After all, it was what had worked in the other places. They went to the centre of the corrie and began to plat the melody; Miko on the flute and Alicia on the drum.

	The sound waves generated at the bottom of the glacier reverberated on the surrounding walls and created a pleasant, full effect. Miko hadn’t been wrong in his hypothesis, the acoustic quality was marvellous.

	After repeating the song over and over again for ten minutes, as they were about to abandon the attempt after not getting any indication of a result, Alicia noticed something on the floor. Her Inuit boots had a thinner, more sensitive sole than Miko’s modern ones and so she was able to perceive the very slight movement of water lapping at the edge of her feet.

	‘There’s a channel of water here!’ she shouted, pointing to the floor.

	Miko stopped blowing into his instrument so he could give his opinion.

	‘The ice is melting. I think that the vibration in the air caused by the music, after being amplified by the shape of these walls, is enough to melt the ice.’

	Alicia’s mind raced with images of horror films in the snow; the ones where a simple clap of the hands causes a giant avalanche. She felt a pang of fear as she pictured herself being buried at the bottom of that canyon. She chased the image out of her head by playing the drum with even more energy.

	They carried on, repeating the tune from Miko’s music box for hours. They knew that resistance was one of the qualities that the Inuit admired the most and so there was no way that they were going to give up.

	Taqquiq was watching the performance from afar, a satisfied smile showing on his mouth. The visitors’ success would bring him into good favour with the gods and so he would be able to request fortune and well-being for his people. The miracle that he was witnessing was a sign that his friends were on the right track. They were managing to change the ice into water without using fire! Wasn’t that some kind of magic?

	The puddles of water under Alicia and Miko’s feet were slowly turning into a small flood. When the water level reached their ankles, it must have found an escape route into the valley below and they relaxed again.

	They gradually got tired. Miko was beginning to have difficulties with his breathing and Alicia’s hands were breaking out in their first blisters. Both of them contemplated the idea of a break, but they also both felt that something strange was happening to the floor around them. At first it was just a few circles that seemed to repel the flow of the current, but then they revealed themselves for what they really were; some cylindrical pedestals. As the ice underfoot melted, the level of the ground allowed these hidden platforms to be seen.

	Bolstered by the changes, they signalled each other to continue with refreshed energy. They were getting close to something; there was no way they could stop now.

	Out of the corners of their eyes, Miko and Alicia observed that there was activity around Taqquiq. The other Inuit had appeared en masse, trying to get into a good position to be able to see the performance. Now, with an audience, the show was complete.

	Taqquiq had no choice but to accept it. Everyone knew the legend of the two outsiders with supernatural powers after all.

	The ice continued to melt under Miko and Alicia’s feet and the circular platforms got taller and taller. The shape of the structure was quite easy to see. There were five cylindrical columns which were about as wide as a person and also a narrow walkway joining them and making the shape of a pentagon. A large arm came out of the centre and towards the edge of the corrie, where the Inuit were all waiting expectantly. In the centre of the pentagon there was another, wider column, which Miko and Alicia stood one, having the sense that it was the place destined for the test.

	The clear daylight gradually decreased, in time with the rhythm of the repetitive performance of Square Circle. With the last ray of sunshine, an exhausted Alicia and Miko saw how twenty metres under them, the last of the ice was melting. The last notes hung in the air for a few seconds before disappearing completely.

	Next, silence took over the area, and darkness filled the innards of that deep well.

	‘Okay, so we’ve melted the ice,’ Alicia said, still puffing. ‘Now what do we do?’

	‘I don’t know, but these platforms are somehow showing us the next step.’

	‘I’m too tired to think,’ Alicia stated.

	Suddenly, a strange light crossed the sky, disappearing as quickly as it had appeared.

	‘Did you see that?’ Miko asked.

	‘What?’

	The strange phenomenon happened again, this time the light remained visible for a couple of seconds. It was as if a bluish splendour was moving across the highest layers of the atmosphere.

	‘It looks like we might be getting a storm,’ Alicia speculated. ‘It looks like lightning, although I haven’t heard any thunder.’

	As if indignant at their ignorance, the sky responded by unfurling a kaleidoscope of colours and shapes that stayed in the heavens, illuminating the whole sky for five, eternal, seconds. The Europeans were left with their mouths hanging open in amazement.

	‘The Aurora Borealis!’ They cried out together.

	‘How wonderful!’ Alicia exclaimed, scratching the end of her nose to stop the strange tingling sensation that happened whenever she got excited about something.

	‘Yes, it’s truly beautiful,’ Miko replied.

	Alicia looked away from the heavenly sky and turned to Miko, who was starting straight at her. She understood that the last compliment hadn’t been meant for the aurora, but for her. They moved their faces closer and gave each other a long, tender kiss. They looked deep into each other’s eyes and that was enough to give them the strength to carry on.

	‘If you can’t think of anything better to do, let’s keep on playing,’ said Alicia. ‘There are better places to carry on this conversation than suspended in the air inside a glacier.’

	Miko stood up, grabbed hold of the ney, stretched his fingers and resumed the melody. Alicia followed him on the San drum.

	They noticed that the sound was much clearer now. The splendour of the sky got even more powerful and they both lifted up their eyes to contemplate and marvel at a spectacle with made all their hairs stand on end. The aurora boreal was still in the sky, occupying the part where the sides of the glacier marked a boundary. The impressive thing was that the shape it made on the dark, canvas of the night was changing constantly, as if it was a fluid being moved around by whirlwinds in different positions and with varying strengths.

	After recovering from the impact of such beauty, Alicia and Miko began to notice that the dance in the heavens above them was obeying the music they played on the earth. The aurora boreal danced to the rhythm of Square Circle. It twisted and elongated, it divided its arms according to the notes and chords of the music from Miko’s flute and followed the pattern marked by the beat of Alicia’s drum.

	They gave each other a complicit smile and played at changing the shapes and colours that hung over their heads by experimenting with different improvisations and changes in rhythm.

	Suddenly Miko stopped playing the ney. The aurora immediately disappeared from the sky.

	‘That’s a surprising effect,’ he admitted, ‘but we’re not really getting anywhere with this test.’

	‘I think that we need to keep on playing,’ said Alicia. ‘Don’t you think that there were shapes up there that looked a lot like the shape of the teeth on the ball that Taqquiq gave us? If we play exactly the right melody, maybe the aurora will show us the combination to open the lock on the stone sphere.’

	Miko frowned. It was true that there were curved and spiral shapes in the sky but he saw them as being spontaneous and unconnected. They didn’t look anything like the shape that those bones could make on the granitesque ball.

	‘I think we need something else. Square Circle sounds as good as it can. Don’t you think that we might need to use the other five pulpits that are around us to complete our song?’

	‘Let’s take a look together,’ Alicia agreed.

	They went over each of the pedestals one by one, following the walkway that joined them in the shape of a pentagon. If they missed their footing just once, they would fall into the abyss.

	Miko noticed something strange at the last column.

	‘Shine your mobile over here to give me some light, please.’ Miko asked Alicia from his kneeling position on the ground.

	‘It’s a different colour from the rest,’ Alicia noticed.

	‘Yes, it’s bluer than the others. What could it mean?’

	‘Bibrau is the name of the girl who sits on the blue,’ Alicia repeated like an automaton, her eyes glazed over.

	‘What did you say?’

	Alicia grabbed hold of Miko and stared him in the eyes.

	‘Miko, what the hell is the aurora borealis?’

	‘Masses of solar wind that crashes into the atmosphere, isn’t it?’ he asked doubtfully, trying to remember long-forgotten science classes.

	‘Rays of sun, damn it, rays of sun! We need to bring Bribrau here and put her on the blue one, on the blue. She is the voice that sings the sun! Our song has to be completed by her song.’

	Alicia turned around and tried to get back so she could look for Bibrau.

	‘Just a moment,’ Miko called. ‘There are still four places that are empty. It would seem that they’re arranged so that there is one person on each one.’

	‘We need to complete the choir with four more girls from the village. They have instruments that they play perfectly, their voices; and I also know that they use the pentatonic scale. Each point of the pentagram must correlate with a different musical note!’

	Alicia crossed the walkway and looked for Bibrau amongst the crowd. She found her taking shelter under Taqquiq, her grandfather’s, coat.

	‘I need your granddaughter for a moment,’ she said. ‘She won’t be in danger, I assure you.’

	Taqquiq nodded and Bibrau held on tightly to Alicia’s hand. She was scared, but the foreign woman gave her confidence.

	Alicia looked for the rest of the girls who had sung with her the previous day and chose one girl for each musical note. Next, she made a human chain and she led them by the hand to the walkway which joined the pedestals.

	‘I’ll place them in the order of the note which each one sings,’ Alicia explained to Miko, ‘Bibrau will go on the blue one.’

	Alicia went back to Miko on the central column. When they saw the young girls standing there, terrified, they realised that they had forgotten something of the highest importance.

	‘Square Circle hasn’t got any lyrics,’ Miko whispered. ‘What are the girls going to sing?’

	The question set them off in a fit of hysterical laughter. They had worked out how to fill each of the places on that altar hidden under the glacier, but now they didn’t have the most vital element.

	Desperation look hold of their exhausted bodies again. After a few minutes of fruitless brain wracking, Alicia broke the silence:

	‘I think we’ve come as far as we can.’

	‘I can’t believe that,’ was Miko’s answer. ‘We’re nearly there. Come on, you’ve done so well until now, help me uncover the last clue.’

	‘I can’t go on any more, my head’s spinning. I’m worn out.’ Alicia paused. ‘I wonder if that first explorer from long ago went up against the same situation.’

	‘Do you mean the one Taqquiq told us about? The man who tried to solve the puzzle but wasn’t successful? Who could he have been? Did he know about the music box as well?’

	‘We’ll never know, but it’s likely that the Inuit were surprised at the arrival of the first white man. The Mayans and Aztecs also confused the white men’s invasion with the coming of ancestral gods.’

	‘The first westerners to come to these parts were the Vikings. Erik the Red circled the whole island to make it his. Could it have been Erik the Red who the Inuit brought here centuries ago?’

	‘If it was, the hypothesis that the walking stick with runes on it that we saw in the museum was his makes a lot of sense. He could have written down his experience on the stick: Bibrau is the girl who sits on the blue.’

	‘Can you remember what else was written on the stick?’

	‘One side had all the runes from the Viking alphabet on it, the other had some strange, untranslatable word.’

	‘Maybe Erik was trying to express something that couldn’t be translated into his own language, something that he could only remember how to pronounce.’

	‘I remember the word; it surprised me when I heard it: ommo.’

	‘What’s so special about that word?’ Miko asked. ‘All it reminds me of is the Latin word for man.’

	‘Om is the universal mantra, one of the most sacred in Hinduism. We studied it in theory class. It symbolises the entire universe. When we say it, we forge a link with the supreme, joining the physical and the spiritual. The first sound of the universe, the first word of god, the gift that allows humans to communicate with music and language; I can’t think of a better choice for a magic word, can you?’

	‘If you repeat the syllable ‘om’ over and over, the sound becomes ommo.’

	‘It’s the throat game turned into a mantra!’ Alicia cried.

	Alicia showed him her joy with a brief kiss on the lips and then she made her way determinedly to Bibrau. She whispered the necessary instructions, which in reality was just one word, into her ear.

	‘Om,’ was all she said.

	She retraced her steps, grabbed the drum and resumed her position next to Miko and they began to play the tune for Square Circle. She had no idea what Bibrau was going to do with the one word she had been given but she trusted her to make that simple sound into an accompaniment for the instruments.

	The girl did the best she could with only one word, repeating it over and again just like in the throat games that she knew so well. The rest of the girls copied her and they managed to fill the space with a united group of voices in which the syllable became the word ommo, resounding clearly and amplified but the walls of the glacial corrie which lifted the whole performance up into the heavens.

	The aurora borealis didn’t make them wait, it returning to the call of the music like a growing blanket of greenish light. After a moment’s hesitation the spectral shapes began their dance which clearly followed the rhythm of Square Circle. Now the whirlwinds had grouped together to make zigzag formations which seemed to reach down from the heavens to the glacier in columns. If there was an out of tune note or the rhythm faltered, other shades of blue or red joined the party, spoiling the show in the sky and reassuring them to some degree that they were correct in thinking that the solution to the puzzle was going to appear above them if they achieved the perfect melody.

	Bibrau showed off her mastery of music by controlling the speed of the chorus so as to adapt to Alicia’s drumming. The symphony reached perfection, the melody shined as it reached its peak and that’s when they saw it.

	Up there, the sinuous lines that had lit up divided as if they had been combed with a rake and next formed into trails and traces which represented crude, gyrating shapes which joined in simple straight lines, pointing in all directions.

	Alicia counted them.

	‘It’s the twelve symbols!’ she cried. ‘Let’s memorise them: up, left, lower-right, upper-right… Got it?’

	Miko nodded, let go of the ney and hurried to get out the stone ball. Alicia ran over to him, only focused on not forgetting the sequence she had memorised. The shining lights in the sky disappeared with the music, and with that the chorus of girls ceased to be heard.

	‘Let’s go,’ Miko said excitedly, putting his fingers on the first tooth of the lock.

	They both entered the combination that the sky had shown them as if they were reciting a prayer.

	‘Up, left, lower-right…’

	They noticed how the mechanism of the gears moved under the cold surface. They looked into each other’s eyes before they moved the last piece into place: up. They felt a click and then the stone opened into two, like a melon. Inside there was a small piece of bluish granite.

	Alicia and Miko looked at each other without knowing how to react. They couldn’t believe that they had made such an enormous effort just to get a lump of stone as a prize. They looked at it in more detail and realised that it was disc-shaped. One of the sides was flat while the other showed lumps and bumps. It looked as if it could have been carved by a skilled hand.

	‘Some prize,’ said Miko, showing his disappointment. ‘Weren’t we expecting a musical instrument?’

	Alicia didn’t seem so despondent.

	‘It looks like there’s still a mystery for us to solve,’ she said, trying to cheer Miko up.

	Light was beginning to take over the interior of the glacier. Night was vanishing. There wouldn’t be any more auroras today. The moved to the edge of the pedestal and looked down. The shadows were also leaving the depths, revealing a terrifying construction in their wake. The entire hole around fell downwards, making the shape of a perfect bowl with completely smooth walls. The marble columns that had held the performers and choir of girls were incredibly stable in spite of being so narrow.

	‘It’s as if we were floating in a giant pot,’ Alicia commented.

	‘I’d say it was more like a parabolic antennae,’ Miko corrected. ‘I can’t even begin to think how far our music could have reached with the amplification that this structure can give.’

	They returned to solid land along with the magnificent chorus of girls. The whole Inuit clan was waiting expectantly.

	The shaman couldn’t control his excitement to find out what they could have found inside the sphere. The piece of mineral seemed to cause him deep unease. He picked it up with both hands and showed it to Bibrau. The girl’s face showed sadness again but she was quick to put her hand inside her coat, she seemed to be looking for something near her chest. She soon pulled a necklace over her head which she gave to her grandfather. Hanging from an old piece of string was what looked like some kind of dark-coloured amulet. Taqquiq rubbed it against his anorak to bring out the shine it was meant to have and then handed it to Miko. It looked a lot like the rock they had found inside the sphere: the same material, the same size, the same shape, but with totally different details.

	When they put them close so they could compare them better they found the truth.

	‘The two pieces complement each other!’ they cried.

	Miko turned the pieces around until the protruding parts of one, fit into the hollows on the other, thus forming one, perfect piece.

	Bibrau began to shake. Alicia went over to comfort her and realised that she was trembling from fear, not from cold as she had expected. Miko, however, was completely absorbed in working out what was happening and trying to find a reason for their discovery.

	‘Do you remember what I told you at the start of the test?’ Taqquiq asked. ‘If you manage to pass it, you’ll win the contents of the granite sphere. I didn’t know what was inside, but now I understand. This symbol has belonged to our Sun Singers since our village was founded. Bibrau’s ancestors not only transferred the name, their songs and the responsibility of singing to the sun; they also passed on this talisman.’

	Miko shook his head, astonished by everything that was happening. Alicia, who had already understood what was going on, held the tiny Bibrau tightly in her arms as she sat on her lap, crying desperately.

	‘The present is our current member of that line,’ Taqquiq concluded.

	Miko looked at Alicia who nodded in silence.

	‘As much as it pains me, Bibrau is going with you both.’


Chapter 46.

	South Bavaria, 1787. 

	 

	Three elongated shadows ran in front of the riders. The dull light of dusk gave them a gloomy appearance, silhouetting them against the mauve horizon. They were going at a tiring pace, their horses crossed through the village and then headed for the path to reach Schwanstein Castle. Its imposing stone bulk was hidden in the shadows; in its crenels they could already see the first fires of the night.

	Waldstein and Lichnowsky knew that they had failed in their plot. They returned from their journey to Vienna with a heavy cloud of disappointment hanging over them. They had gone there with the hope of solving the mystery of the codices, but they had come up against the passivity and apathy of the Austrian musician. That damned genius hadn’t believed in the manuscript and so the secret was to remain hidden for eternity.

	Beaten and resigned, they had started the journey home without any enthusiasm at all, only going because they had to return the manuscript to its origin, the place that it should never have left.

	It wasn’t going to be such an easy task. They had to enter the castle and return the manuscript to its secret place without anyone realising. Waldstein and Lichnowsky were going to pretend to be Franciscan monks who were travelling as companions of the Grand Master of the Order. If it had been difficult to get it out of there, it was going to be even worse getting it back in.

	But they had no other choices. They owed it to the man who was riding in front of them. The Grand Master had risked a lot. The punishment for breaking the first commandment of the Order was death, and he had broken it. He had taken the scroll from its secret hiding place. If they didn’t get it back, sooner or later someone would discover that it was gone and he, as the person who took it and they, as his accomplices, would all be dead men.

	But, if all went to plan tonight, the Grand Master would continue to preside over the Order of the Swan, and they would return to their respective cities and carry out their duties as brothers of the Order. Waldstein would continue at the head of the Reading Society in Bonn and Lichnowsky as a spy, infiltrated in the Masonic lodge in Vienna.

	After the warm welcome that the rest of the brothers of the Order gave to the Grand Master, they were offered a hearty meal accompanied by the wines made by the Franciscan monks who lived attached to the castle.

	Nobody had missed the manuscript, and it appeared that they believed their story and disguise. The Grand Master, as Knight Commander of the Order of the Teutonic Knights was the head of the castle. Only a few of those who were inside the walls knew of the existence of the other Order, the one which was charged with protecting the secret tomb and its content: The Order of the Swan.

	The historic disguise as Teutonic knights that the members of this order took had provided them with a safe camouflage and financing for their projects. The Teutonic Order had been founded in the Second Crusade and had extended all over Central Europe. Half soldiers and half religious, in every important site that the Teutonic Order had, there was always a Franciscan Monastery to give credibility to what was happening inside the closed doors. They also had a third social role. They tried to inoculate thoughts represented in politics and culture through different societies which conveniently opened and closed according to if they were being pursued by the powers in the establishment or not.

	After dinner they all retired to their rooms. At the agreed time, Waldstein was waiting nervously at the door to his room. The leather bag where they had hidden the manuscript was held tightly against his chest. He heard a knock at the door which was almost imperceptible who wasn’t fully alert as he was. He went out without making a sound and met his two companions in the corridor. They shared out the weapons without saying a word.

	There was a light rain in the air and the cold bit them to their bones. The moon was hiding behind some clouds and the only thing they could hear was the sound of rain drops falling mutely onto the earth. They were in an uncovered passageway on the first floor. Walking one behind the other with the Grand Master at the front, they went silently down the stair case which led to the central courtyard.

	When they were there, the Grand Master went to see where the soldiers on guard were. He told the other two to wait. The clinking of a sword told them that a third soldier was joining the others in the armoury after finishing his watch.

	That’s when they moved out, backs against the wall, bordering the opposite side of the courtyard. The dim light and their dark clothing converted them into shadows sliding along the stone wall. Once they had passed the area where they could easily be seen, they were able to pick up the pace, crossing various corridors and then coming out into an open plot of land which separated the knight’s living quarters from the Franciscan Monastery. They reached a battered wooden door which was set into the façade of a stone building joined to the monastery. The Grand Master lit a lamp and started to walk along a cold passage. They soon came to a kind of spiral staircase and went down it quickly to end up in a large, domed room which smelled of acid. The poor light was just enough that they could make out large barrels piled up against the walls and so they guessed it must have been the Franciscan wine cellar. The Grand Master went over to one of the walls and carefully brought the oil lamp closer to one of the barrels.

	‘Here it is,’ he said, pointing to one of them that had a swan engraved onto the lid. He ordered Waldstein to hold the lamp whilst he began to feel the barrel. He gave it a blow at the edge of the lid which then twisted inwards to reveal a tunnel which had been excavated in the rock.

	‘This is the escape route from the castle,’ the Grand Master announced. ‘Follow me.’

	They could only enter the tunnel lying down because it was as wide as it was high and so, after closing the door behind them, they crawled along the ground inside.

	The passage was very narrow, the torches hardly lit up more than a couple of metres and the rough ground hewn out of the rocks scraped the skin on their knees and elbows. The Grand Master and Lichnowsky seemed to be treating it as a bit for child’s play but Waldstein, however, was on the brink of a nervous breakdown.

	Finally they reached the other end of the tunnel which took them back out to the surface amid a thick forest. They shook the dirt off of their clothes while they checked that the door was perfectly camouflaged again, completely invisible between the undergrowth.

	‘Let’s not waste time, friends. We’ve got a long walk ahead of us,’ the Grand Master said. ‘Follow me, it’s this way,’ he said as he began to walk briskly in a direction that only he knew about.

	After a couple of hours of a gentle uphill walk through the trees, they reached the edge of a deep yet narrow gorge. The two sides were joined by a rope bridge.

	‘I can’t see the bottom,’ Waldstein complained as he looked into the darkness that had swallowed up the bottom of the gorge.

	‘It’s well fixed, don’t worry,’ the Grand Master reassured them. ‘There are three ropes to support you: one for the feet and two for your hands. As you walk across you need to use your body as a counterweight to your movements and keep your balance.’

	Slowly and securely, the Grand Master crossed the bridge. His two companions crossed with less confidence and a couple of scary moments but they made it across too.

	They carried on their march along a trail that gradually got steeper and steeper. Oaks and cedars gave way to firs and beech trees as the vegetation got denser the more they walked.

	After some time the Grand Master stopped.

	‘We’ve arrived,’ he announced.

	They could see that in front of them the forest opened out onto a clearing. The ruins of an old construction were poking through the shadows. Huge blocks of stone lay scattered over the ground. A dense glade had grown around the blocks, indicating that the castle had been abandoned a long time ago. The place was so silent that it was frightening. Even the animals seemed to avoid this ghostly place.

	The Grand Master guided them through the ruins until they reached what looked like the round opening to a well with a battered, rusty pulley hanging over it. Next, he took out a rope from his bag and he thread it through the pulley with some difficulty. Waldstein sighed and resigned himself to the prospect of having to face another dark passage.

	‘We’ll only get a little wet,’ the Grand Master told them. ‘Our path continues to the cistern of the old castle.’

	The torch they were carrying began to fill the well with waving shadows about half-way down the rope. They could see that there was a large room that was completely filled with water. The Grand Master was already swimming around the area and lighting some candles around the perimeter, using the existing stonework. Next he swam to the centre of the deposit to try and grab the rope that fell from above and then stopped for a couple of seconds to look towards the opening higher up with great concentration. Waldstein and Lichnowsky could only see a few stars in the part of the night sky that the opening to the well allowed them to see. Was it possible that he was using the stars to find his way?

	‘It’s that way,’ the Grand Master pointed. He turned half-way around and swam to the wall. Just before reaching the wall, however, he went under the water, followed by his companions.

	A few metres down they found a square opening in the wall which they went through by pushing themselves horizontally. They dived blindly, feeling their way with one hand and the other clutching the boot of the man in front. The feeling of claustrophobia was beginning to get unbearable when, suddenly, the tunnel widened and the three adventurers emerged at the surface like a sigh and they all started to gasp for air.

	While Waldstein and Lichnowsky were recovering from nearly drowning, the Grand Master lit a torch from the shore. They found themselves in another well, this one much narrower than the first – hardly a couple of metres. With a radiant smile on his face, the Grand Master showed them a narrow corridor that had been dug out of the rock. After a couple of metres the passage seemed to stop. Before Waldstein and Lichnowsky could start to complain, the Grand Master put his hands against the side of the stone that was blocking their way and pushed it. The stone turned vertically on a central axis and stayed open long enough for them to pass.

	The underground scenery had changed completely. At first they thought that they were in some kind of balcony, but as soon as the Grand Master had shone his torch behind the parapet, Waldstein and Lichnowsky were left speechless at the sight of the huge well that opened up to the depths. There was a spiral staircase which ran around the edges, held up by columns. Who had built such a complex structure in this hardly accessible place? And more importantly: why?

	The Grand Master put off answering the questions that his companions were eager to ask by obliging them to go down the stairs at quite a pace.

	Once they were at the bottom of the pit, and while they were getting their breath back, the torch lit up the figure of a rose over a cross on the marble floor. One of the arrows pointed to the only door out. It was a stone slab which was exactly the same as the one above and in the same, half-open position. It seemed as if they were nearly there.

	After walking for a couple of dozen metres along a corridor they thought they could see a little light at the end. The light grew stronger, becoming more intense as they went, until they found themselves in a large room.

	Astonished by the marvellous clarity of the room, Waldstein and Lichnowsky looked around for the source, but they couldn’t find it. The light seemed to be coming from the ceiling, but they couldn’t see any lamps or fires that would cause such amazing luminescence.

	‘The walls get narrower as they get higher!’ Lichnowsky observed.

	‘The room is shaped like a pyramid,’ explained the Grand Master. ‘I present you with the best kept secret in history, the treasure of the Order of the Swan, Christian Schwan’s legacy.’

	Waldstein and Lichnowsky looked around. There were books and antique objects around the walls, experimental mountings, laboratory instruments, rock and mineral collections, test tubes, chemical compounds, plans, maps, construction diagrams and a wide array of stuffed animals.

	‘The treasure is a compendium of all the knowledge that the Brotherhood possesses,’ announced the Grand Master from the far side. ‘The most precious are here; they are the books which our founder left to us. You can see all his discoveries, his philosophy and his science. There are also some written by his successors, and so the library has grown into the universal collection that you see before you.’

	Waldstein and Lichnowsky walked around the outside of the room, amazed at the prolific quantity of universal wisdom that it represented.

	‘Only a few people in the Brotherhood of the Swan know where this place is,’ he added. ‘It’s only a question of time until all the knowledge that is held in here is transmitted to you. Be patient.’

	‘What are those objects,’ Waldstein asked excitedly, pointing to some burnished bronze mirrors which changed the image reflected in them into infinite forms.’

	‘They are our research into optics.’

	‘And what are those toys doing here?’ Lichnowsky asked as he indicated some wooden dolls.

	‘Mechanical anatomy.’

	‘Look!’ Waldstein cried. ‘All the side is full of musical instruments. The master must have also thought that the key to the scroll was in music!’

	‘Let’s not waste any more time, please; we came here to return the manuscript to the place that it should never have left.’

	‘How can you expect us to leave here?’ Waldstein protested. ‘We have to investigate this room as much as we can. We may even find the clue to help us decipher the code!’

	‘Hundreds of brothers have tried without any success, it’s not worth it.’

	‘But we…’ said Waldstein, fiddling with an experiment on planes and inclines with an expression of wonder in his eyes, ‘look at this! And this…’

	Lichnowsky, however, remained standing and silent, carefully observing a strange mechanism in the wall.

	‘Grand Master,’ he said eventually, ‘what is this for?’

	Half-way up the wall, four large wheels with teeth around the edges, were sticking out from inside the rock, allowing one digit to be seen on each one. At that moment they could see four zeroes. The prince went over to them and began to turn them gently. The numbers began to change for values between zero and nine.

	The Grand Master flew at Lichnowsky and moved his hand brusquely away from the artefact.

	‘Don’t touch that!’

	He instantly regretted having shown so much anger.

	‘Something very special must be hidden in there,’ Lichnowsky commented, pointing to a tiny crack between the stone blocks that made some kind of door.

	Waldstein joined them, also surprised at the Grand Master’s reaction.

	‘These enormous wheels are a combination lock, right?’ asked the count.

	‘They’re not important,’ he replied severely. ‘It’s just another toy in the collection.’

	Waldstein and Lichnowsky exchanged glances, they were uncomfortable with the defensive attitude that the Grand Master had taken. It was evident that he was concealing something from them.

	‘Is it that we aren’t worthy of knowing more secrets?’ Lichnowsky enquired seriously.

	‘You’ve already seen too much. Please, I ask you not to make things even more difficult,’ begged the Grand Master, conscious of the possibility that the two men could overpower him and force him to reveal what was behind the stone slab. The combination was so easy that it wouldn’t take long for them to work it out for themselves anyway. He had to get them out of there as soon as possible. ‘Anyway, I have something more important to show you, the reason behind this fantastical building. Don’t you want to see our founder’s tomb?’

	The trick worked like a charm, with Waldstein and Lichnowsky allowing themselves to be led into the centre of the room like two good disciples. It was there that they could see a circular slab which stood out about two palms above the floor level. The Grand Master slid his hand over the top edge of the stone until he found a small notch where he could fit his finger. That movement produced a click and then a mechanical murmur which came up from the floor. The stone began to turn slowly, uncovering a metal plaque which took up the same area as it had. On the plaque they could see what appeared to be a map of the stars divided into the twelve signs of the zodiac, and the initials C.S. in the centre. Amazed, Waldstein and Lichnowsky’s hearts were beating frantically. They were about to see Christian Schwan’s tomb with their own eyes, although he was better known as Christian Rosencreutz, the great wise one, the Grand Master, the Great Founder of the Rosicrucian Brotherhood.

	Kneeling on the floor, the Grand Master lent his hands on the cold metal, making it turn so that the celestial zodiac was correctly aligned. Meanwhile, the thin sheet moved smoothly, he contemplated the terrible crime he had committed against his own brotherhood when he had taken the scroll from that place. He deserved for the Great Founder to rise from his tomb and cut off his head in one blow.

	Fear overwhelmed him when he saw the eyes of the inert body that was resting under the metal plate. His serene face, noble and kind-hearted, made him feel even more despicable and traitorous.

	‘It’s… magnificent!’ exclaimed Lichnowsky. ‘His body is perfect. Even his clothing is still intact.’

	‘And so he will remain for eternity, as long as the great mystery is unsolved,’ said the Grand Master, not wanting to reveal that the pyramid shape of the tomb favoured the conservation of the material inside it. ‘Now, the scroll returns to him. Waldstein, pass me the manuscript, please,’ he requested solemnly.

	Removing it from its case, Waldstein handed the scroll to the old man who placed it very carefully, so as not to touch the skin of the departed, close to his hand.

	There was nothing else inside the sarcophagus, no ornaments; no treasures, not even any hidden secrets.

	They carefully put the engraved copper cover back over the hole and then the circular stone which hid it on top of that.

	‘We should make haste to retrace our steps or we will be seen when day breaks.’

	They all agreed hurriedly and began the return journey along the same, torturous path that they had arrived by. They went back through the passage to the base of the well; they went up the spiral staircase and back into the water. They dived under water to reach the first of the deposits. Once there, the Grand Master made sure that he extinguished all the candles that he had lit all around the area.

	‘I think that this is where the light in the pyramid room comes from. We must be right above it.’ Lichnowsky whispered into Waldstein’s ear.

	Lastly, when they were almost worn out, they climbed up the rope in the well. Once they had reached the surface they rested for a moment before beginning the long walk back to the castle.

	They walked quickly, in silence, only accompanied by the mysterious sounds of the night. They didn’t have much time before the first rays of light would illuminate their betrayal.

	It wasn’t long before they reached the rope bridge which joined the two sides of the deep gorge. They had seen that it was strong and safe on the way out, strong enough for them to pass one behind the other in single file. When the Grand Master, treading firmly, was just about to reach the other side, the quick rustling of leaves followed by a metallic clinking preceded a group of men on horseback emerging from the nearby trees. The three knights were frozen to the spot, paralysed half-way over the bridge.

	‘What a surprise! The Grand Master of our Order himself. I would never have imagined meeting you at this time and in this of all places, and especially with that company,’ said the man who had overtaken the group to lead it.

	There were five people; all dressed the Teutonic Order’s battle attire: white cassock with a large, black cross on the torso. On their chests shining gold medallions engraved with the image of a swan hung from thick chains and caught the reflections from the diffuse moonlight. Waldstein and Lichnowsky recognised some of the faces as being men who had sat at the dining table with them the previous evening.

	‘Well, the Order of the Swan in its entirety,’ the Grand Master announced serenely. ‘My dear friends, would you be so kind as to move out of the way a little more? If you make a little room, we would be much happier with our feet on solid ground while we deal with this misunderstanding.’

	The Grand Master moved a foot so as to carry on walking which caused an instant, simultaneous, reaction from the five knights who all drew their swords at once. That one action made it more than clear that they weren’t there as friends; the knights stood there, growling uneasily.

	‘Not so fast,’ warned the knight, moving his horse to the end of the bridge. ‘You have broken the first rule of the Order. You have desecrated our Founder’s tomb.’

	‘I can explain everything,’ the Grand Master said in their defence, trying to use his strong voice to impose his position.

	‘What’s more, you have revealed the location of our secret sanctuary to these two intruders,’ the Teutonic knight added as he grew visibly more furious. ‘How could you! You have put us all in danger!’

	‘I am the Grand Master and I order you to stand aside. Allow me to explain.’

	‘Stop right there!’ the Knight of the Swan shouted, putting his sword close to the rope which was holding the bridge attached on the other side. ‘You will remain suspended there for the duration of this trial, your friends too. You may explain yourself.’

	The Grand Master could see that he was being serious. His authority over this group of men, until only moments ago men who he considered brothers, had disappeared the instant that they had discovered his treachery. He considered the situation and recognised that if it were him on the other side of that bridge, he would never allow such a traitor to cross it, and so he changed his tact.

	‘If you listen to me, you’ll discover that I was acting out of love for our Brotherhood and respect for out Founder,’ he coughed to clear his throat. ‘My intention was born from the most praiseworthy virtue which I have always been taught lies at the heart of our Brotherhood: the truth. My objective was to find out what was hidden in that manuscript from our father, but not through personal ambition, but for the glory of our Brotherhood. You know that I am not the only one who has tried to carry out this difficult task. Our most hidden mystery has passed through the hands of the wisest men throughout history, members of the Order or not. Isn’t it true, brothers that we celebrate knowledge and reason over opposition and ostracism which can only lead to ignorance and fanaticism? Our Order of the Swan, since its very beginning when Christian Schwan founded it, had collected truly valuable objects from all over the world, keeping them safe from the passage of time, protecting them from their enemies, investigating even their most basic details. Are you going to judge me for trying to find the meaning behind the biggest mystery that our Father left us? I admit that in doing so I have broken some of the rules that govern our Brotherhood and for that I beg your forgiveness, but please believe me when I say that my motivation was pure.’

	‘The Order of the Swan is charged with protecting the location of the tomb,’ the German knight replied, ‘and with it the contents of the tomb, including the Greek scroll which belonged to our Father. Actions such as the one you have carried out put the secret of our Order in danger and, with that, all the knowledge hidden therein. You have abused your position of Grand Master so as to go over the Brotherhood, and that is unacceptable.’

	‘I love the Brotherhood! I love you all, my brothers!’ screamed the Grand Master desperately, losing all the seriousness that he had shown until now.

	‘Do you have anything else to put forward? If not then we are ready to pass sentence,’ the Teutonic announced without faltering.

	‘I have betrayed you, and deserve an exemplary punishment. I will leave my position in the Brotherhood, but please let me live what remains of my life, I beg you.’

	The Grand Master was desperate, playing the last cards he had and so he advanced quickly along the rope while looking at his feet to make sure he was treading safely. When he reached the other side, he looked up and his eyes met those of the German who stared back at him with a ferocious yet sad expression. He felt a burning liquid moving in his chest, splitting him in two in agony. The sword had gone clean through him, sliding into his body as if he were made of butter. He needed air, his eyes closed and his legs gave way.

	‘The Brotherhood is above everything,’ said the German to the dead man. ‘Don’t forget that when you’re up there. Goodbye, companion.’

	The immobile body that was once the Grand Master slid backwards and then fell into the gorge, disappearing into the abyss. His body hit against the sides of the bridge as he fell, causing it to shake and put the other two astonished occupants off balance. They had witnessed the trial in amazement and were now sure that they were going to meet the same end as the Grand Master. As one, they both instinctively turned around clumsily on the unstable rope and made for the other side where they had just come from.

	The knights got off their horses and, swords in hand gave blows to the ropes of the bridge, which frayed more and more with each strike. Waldstein and Lichnowsky could hear the blows behind them, noticing how the bridge was losing tension each time the swords made contact with the rope. They were never going to make it, they were still too far…

	‘Hold on to the ropes, we’re going to fall!’ shouted Lichnowsky to his companion just as his feet lost the support of the lower rope and the abyss opened up under up.

	The Knights of the Swan had undone the fastening at their end which caused it to fall, very quickly towards the opposite side. Waldstein clung to the ropes as he fell, but it was in vain, the terrible impact against the rock face made him lose his grasp and so fall into the void. Lichnowsky, a little lower down the rope, grabbed hold of his friend with his free hand and saved him from the fall, leaving them both hanging in the air.

	‘Don’t worry, I’ve got hold of you and these ropes are strong. We’re not going to fall,’ Lichnowsky said to try and calm his friend down, after seeing the terror on his face.

	A sharp whistle crossed the gorge from one side to the other, followed by a deep blow.

	‘Arghhhh!’ Lichnowsky screamed.

	The arm he was hanging from had been hit by an arrow shot from a crossbow on the other side, passing clean through his forearm. He could feel his strength waning, diluted by the intense pain which was burning through the entire limb. The rope that he was clinging onto began to slip through his hand like a snake slithering up his arm.

	‘Let go of me and hold on with your other arm! Save yourself at least!’ Waldstein shouted.

	But Lichnowsky didn’t pay any attention to him and as his strength gave way he realised he was losing consciousness as he fell into the depths of the canyon holding onto his friend’s hand.


Chapter 47.

	‘I had always been told that children came from Paris, not Greenland,’ said David sarcastically, holding on to the steering wheel of his small, compact car as he looked for the exit from Madrid airport.

	Alicia and Miko didn’t smile at the jocular comment; they were both too engrossed in their own thoughts. David looked at the unusually worried expression on his friend’s face. Her companion, however, seemed to be struggling to hide some kind of euphoria which was bubbling away inside him under the façade of calmness.

	‘It’s like you’ve brought the arctic silence back with you… Come on, cheer up!’

	They had hardly said a word since leaving Greenland. Solving the third clue in this mysterious game had left no doubt that it existed. Three tests which had put their physical and intellectual abilities to the test, three different places which had all been affected by similar difficulties and three rewards in the shape of a musical instrument… it was impossible to put all this down to chance.

	For Alicia, however, the results of her adventures all over the world, far from vanquishing her doubts about the objective of the game were actually changing into more insecurities and fears. To crown it all, they were now responsible for a ten year old girl. A drum and an antique flute were acceptable, but the life of a person, that was much more than she had expected to get in Greenland.

	‘I’m worried about Bibrau,’ Alicia replied to her friend in a tired voice and her mind thinking about the little girl. She couldn’t get a harsh feeling, like having stones in her stomach, about what they had done to the girl. Strangely enough nobody, especially not Miko, seemed to share her concern and this made her furious and upset in equal parts. Maybe Miko wasn’t the person she had thought he was after all.

	She could still see the image of the farewell from the Inuit village clearly in her mind, how she had been amazed at the girl’s courage at facing a mission that had been given to the female side of her clan. She didn’t cry, she didn’t even complain. Nobody in the small clan even questioned the decision to let the small girl leave with a couple of strangers; everyone had been overwhelmed by how the ancient prophecy was apparently coming true. Once they were on the plane she watched at how Bibrau studied every detail of her new world with a calm expression, assimilating all the simple things like eating, washing or going to the bathroom easily. Not even she seemed to be lamenting her fate! In that case, why did she, Alicia, feel that they were committing an atrocity?

	‘Don’t worry,’ said Miko from the seat behind her, ‘she’ll be fine in Lisbon with Rui. He’s used to dealing with Nicolas and Bibrau seems easier to control than him.’

	‘Easy to control?’ Alicia asked as she turned around slowly, pronouncing each syllable as if she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Then all her pent up anger was released as she shouted: ‘My god! She’s just a little girl!’

	Miko was struck dumb by Alicia’s unexpected reaction and David also seemed to be shaken.

	‘A girl who we’ve taken away from the only home she’s known in the middle of the ice only to dump her in the middle of civilization. A girl who we’ve torn away from her family… and for what?’ Alicia asked in a shaky voice and tears in her eyes.

	‘It’s another part of the game,’ Miko tried to explain in as calm as voice as he could. ‘For us to succeed in solving this, we’re going to need Bibrau’s voice for some reason.’

	‘That’s all she is to you, a voice, an instrument… Aren’t you worried about putting her in danger?’

	‘I don’t see why she should be at risk,’ Miko defended.

	‘Cave exits blocked by huge fires? An armed helicopter chasing us through the forest? A dance on a narrow platform suspended above a hole in the ice? What’s the next adventure going to be?’

	‘That’s precisely why we’ve left her in Lisbon. We’ll keep her in a safe place until we know exactly what part she’s going to play.’

	‘Yeah, and then what?’ Alicia protested. ‘Are you going to put her life at risk just to solve the mystery of your stupid music box?’

	Alicia’s words, especially the use of the possessive adjective, had gone too far. He began to feel guilty for accepting to take Bibrau, only thinking about how her extraordinary vocal skills might be used. He hadn’t even contemplated how awful it must have been for the young girl to have been taken from her family, how strange to be away from her village; he had only been thinking about her as an instrument. It was true that she represented the best of all instruments, the most complete and complex: the human voice.

	‘There’s no way that I would ever risk Bibrau’s life,’ Miko said firmly. ‘But don’t forget that it was her own grandfather, Taqquiq, who handed her over to us. We have made the Inuit legend that one day two strangers would arrive to melt the snow and talk with the sun come true. We also proved him right for maintaining the line that Bibrau comes from alive. The decision for her to come with us was taken long before we had even appeared on the scene.’

	‘Are you saying that there’s nothing we could have done to avoid it?’ Alicia let out a sarcastic chuckle. ‘We were obliged to do it?’ She got angry again. ‘But by whom? Why are we doing all this?’

	‘I don’t know, but if we look at all the clues we’ve collected it would seem as clear as day that we can’t get to the end without her.’

	‘But what end?’ Alicia repeated bitterly. ‘How long is all this going to last? What other dangers are waiting for us?’ She paused, staring into Miko’s eyes. ‘What are we trying to achieve?’

	The question caught Miko off-guard. He hadn’t really stopped to think about whether to continue with the game or not; he had just taken it for granted. Maybe he was being too selfish. The events that they had been part of in the past few weeks had shot him into a state of excitement that he hadn’t felt for a long time. The recent trips all over the world because of music had taken him back to the days when he would manage to give fifty concerts in two months. Back then, his youth and the drive to share his music with his fans meant that he never failed, but now? What was driving him to keep on pushing forward, never looking back? He would be lying to himself if he blamed it on a feeling of responsibility, duty or emotion -he still didn’t know how to define it-, was it purely to solve a strange mystery which had fallen into his hands? Deep down he realised that it was to rediscover the music that he had inside, thinking it had been lost. Things had gone his way and he didn’t want to waste the last call that music was giving him. It was true that he wasn’t doing it for his son, or for the defenceless tribes, not even for what he had started feeling for Alicia; but he was also sure that they were very much part of it. They all deserved the authentic Miko Tarvuk.

	‘I don’t have the answers to all those questions,’ he replied sincerely as he shrugged his shoulders. ‘All I know is that I want to continue,’ Miko stood up and returned Alicia’s defiant look and shook off the fear of receiving a negative reply, finally asking: ‘Don’t you?’

	Alicia hesitated for a couple of seconds and was then interrupted by David suddenly slamming on the brakes.

	‘Guys, guys, we’re here,’ he said energetically whilst turning the steering wheel to park, taking advantage of an unexpected spot on the street. ‘I suggest you postpone your argument until we know our next destination. We might find something else out about how the game is progressing. It’s even possible, although I find it hard to believe, that my programme won’t be able to decipher the new information and so in that case, quite simply, there won’t be a ‘next destination’. If that is the case, end of story and everyone goes home.’

	They both got the feeling that the interruption had saved them from a possibly irreversible argument and so they clang to David’s proposal gratefully. They made their way up the three flights of stairs in the old building in Chamberí to reach his house. Squeezed into his tiny bedroom, they waited while David helped his elderly mother into bed and looked around his room.

	There were some old comics on the shelves, stickers on the wardrobe doors and poster with names of role playing games on the walls, they were the witnesses to the story of the boy who had grown up in that room. One of the shelves held a photo from his university days, wearing the Massachusetts Institute of Technology t-shirt in front of a snowy landscape. MIT was a world leading university in technology, the starting point and home to some of the best scientists on the planet.

	David came back and took his seat in front of the desk that held his flashy I.T. equipment. He turned it on and watched the Linux system booting up. There was a request for a password. He typed on the keyboard but all they saw on the screen was a series of asteriks, although Alicia had followed his fingers and saw that they spelt out the word ‘Princess’.

	David turned to Alicia and she winked complicity back at him, causing him to blush and turn straight back around to the screen which was now showing the desktop icons. He double clicked on the one titled Orpheus and a small, black window appeared showing some chaotic lines of command. He entered the tool cross correlation and asked:

	‘What do you want to mix this time?’

	‘Take this,’ said Miko, handing him his iPod. ‘We recorded the throat singing from Alicia and Bibrau and we want to put it against Square Circle.’

	During the following seconds while the screen told them to wait while it completed the analysis, Alicia clenched her fists and hoped with all her heart that it would all be over, that the result would come back a zero. A part of her wanted to support Miko on his personal crusade and of course she was curious about what the mystery of the tune from a music box could be; she even realised that the game had had a positive effect on her in some ways. All the positives were, however, outweighed by the fact that Bibrau had to be dragged into the unknown dimension and unpredictable ending of the game.

	After a few, tense, seconds of waiting, the result appeared on the screen. A graphic showed a curve which rose in two, different, peaks.

	‘That’s just what we were hoping for!’ Miko rejoiced, ‘Right David?’

	‘It coincides with the previous cases. I’ll make a note of the maximum values of both peaks: 23,217 and 196.’

	‘Where will that information lead us to?’ asked an anxious Miko.

	‘That’s for Google Earth to tell us. We’ll simulate a flight from Greenland with a bird’s eye view.’

	‘Remember that you have to change the first number so that you get the correct distance in metres,’ Miko warned.

	‘I remember: zero, point five two three,’ David replied, ‘is the factor we have to multiply the distance by. Let’s see, that gives us a route of 12,142 kilometres from the location of the Inuit town, with a direction of 196 degrees. I’ll just put that information into Google Earth.’

	On pressing enter, the virtual journey started off, the view opening out from Greenland and heading southwards slowly. It covered the whole of the American continent from north to south and crossed it from east to west…

	Miko and David didn’t blink. Alicia was watching out of the corner of her eyes, hoping for a disaster. They left North America behind and after flying over Mexico, the virtual craft got lost over the Pacific Ocean. Miko and David tutted disappointedly; Alicia turned her full attention to the screen again, delighting in the dazzling surface a deep blue sea which also hinted at some kind of error or inconsistency in the data.

	‘There’s still a chance that it will stop in the Antarctic,’ David announced.

	‘There must be something wrong with the calculations,’ Miko said nervously.

	The virtual craft gradually slowed down and approached the ground, the altitude dropping along with the speed. It was positioning itself somewhere over a lost space in the immensity of the ocean, just as far from the continent of America as it was from Asia.

	But it wasn’t quite as bad as it seemed; a small brown dot appeared on the surface of the blue sea, getting bigger and then filling the screen completely by the time the programme had finished its twelve thousand kilometre flight.

	‘Where on earth is that place? It’s right in the middle of nowhere!’ Alicia wondered. ‘Could it be an error on Google’s part?’

	‘It’s Easter Island,’ David confirmed after zooming in to get a better look at the surface. ‘The island at the end of the world.’

	Miko let out a triumphant smile.

	‘Wouldn’t you agree that that’s the perfect place for our adventure to continue?’

	 


Chapter 48.

	Peter contemplated the Neuschwanstein Castle in the distance, rising above a rocky hill and emerging out of the forest. Its elegant shapes and slim towers reminded him of the proud posture of a huge swan. Even though it was only a suggestion, he hadn’t been able to get the recently discovered ‘swan connection’ out of his mind all the way from New York to Munich.

	Historic factors pointed to that ideal castle as a key part of the evolution of the Order of the Swan. The inscription with the name of Christian Schwan hidden on the scroll indicated that the German county of Schwangau was one of the possible former dwelling places of the mysterious medieval knight. On the other hand, they knew that Richard Wagner had been in charge of the transfer of the secrets to America, and that that place was closely linked with Wagner and his operas, as Luis II of Bavaria, the last German monarch, had been inspired by the classic themes of Wagner’s operas when he was designing his castle.

	The failed attempt to revive William had pushed Peter to reinterpret the music that he had discovered in the Dendera Zodiac. He was still lacking a detail to fine tune the music of the spheres and he was convinced that he was going to find the definitive clue there.

	Lecygne and he had driven from Munich to the small town of Hohenschwangau, next to a peaceful lake in the Tirol. It was the starting point for tourists who were going to visit the castle. They were in a restaurant, leisurely eating a snack and killing time so they could arrive at the castle just before it closed. Peter was drinking his coffee whilst Lecygne talked on the phone. He didn’t realise how surprised his companion looked until he hung up the phone and looked into his eyes.

	‘The radio telescope has registered another pulse, it’s really similar to the last one,’ he said as his mind wandered off, thinking about all the repercussions that a second pulse might bring with it.

	‘Have you checked it against the one from a few weeks ago?’ Peter asked severely.

	‘Of course. Even though the binary signals are completely different, there is one variable which maintains a constant with the previous one, and that similarity makes it of greater importance.’

	‘But what is it?’ he asked impatiently.

	‘Both of them originate at the sun and are directed at a very precise point on the earth. According to our calculations, the objective is in the south of England.’

	‘The south of England? What the hell is of interest there?’

	‘To be able to pinpoint the location, we’ll need more exact equipment so we can be more precise.’

	‘Philippe, you have an unlimited budget for your House of Astronomy. Please, just go and buy the equipment you need; as soon as possible! You still haven’t found a meaning for the first signal from outer space when you already have another!’

	‘I’m sure that when we’ve studied the two pulses more carefully and been able to compare them closely, we’ll find more connections.’

	Peter looked at him without really believing the false expectations that Lecygne was offering him; but it was neither the time nor the place to start pushing him harder. He had the feeling that the professor would work much better with a free rein rather than under pressure.

	‘Okay,’ he said, changing his expression to a friendlier one, ‘let’s focus on the matter that has brought us here to Neuschwanstein.’

	Lecygne was happy to change the subject back to their reason for being there. He blurted out the first question that sprang to mind in case Peter went back to their previous topic:

	‘I was wondering that if Neuschwanstein means the ‘new’ rock of the swan, should we therefore suppose that there was a location prior to this one?’

	Peter drew back the little curtain next to the table and pointed outside.

	‘There it is,’ he said as he signalled a splendid building that rose over the village.

	‘That looks more like a palace than a castle,’ Lecygne objected. ‘It reminds me more of a luxurious residence in Monaco, although the battlements and turrets do give it the air of being fortified.’

	‘It’s called the Hohenschwangau Castle and it was rebuilt by King Maximiliano II of Bavaria on the ruins of the Schwanstein Castle.’

	‘The father of Luis II? His son can’t have thought much of it if he decided to build his own castle on top of the mountain,’ Lecygne said ironically.

	‘Or maybe he decided to build it all the way up there for quite a different reason,’ Peter pointed out. ‘Come on, it’s time to go.’

	A minibus took them to the doors of Neuschwanstein Castle from where they were able to admire its imposing shape in astonishment; made of the purest white polished stone, the walls rose up to the sky as if trying to scratch it with their sharp points. It had been built to adapt to the shape of the mountain where its foundations lay deep, evoking images of scenes from medieval legends and Tolkinesque forts.

	‘This is a fine example of how far the monarchy’s madness can go,’ Lecygne commented. ‘Who the hell would even dream of building a fantastical castle when everyone around is hungry? What world was this man living in?’

	‘That was King Luis II, and it precisely because of his strange life that we are so interested in him,’ Peter explained.

	Lecygne grabbed the guide book to remind himself of the when the castle dated back to.

	‘Luis II was a victim of the age, when the monarchy was increasingly frowned upon. He was removed from his position as king after being defeated by Prussia, and from thereon in he only held onto the symbolic power. It is said that he was a shy man, insular and insecure. I imagine that this fairy tale castle was where he could play out his fantasy of being king.’

	‘I think that this man was hiding much more than anything those towers show,’ Peter whispered through his teeth.

	They began their visit of the castle’s interior with the Throne Room, which was a luxurious space decorated like a Byzantine church, crowned by a starred dome and dominated by the king’s throne which he had never even used.

	‘This room is the perfect symbol of his emotional confusion,’ Lecygne assured him.

	Next they moved on to see the king’s private rooms which were overloaded with carved hardwoods, coffered ceilings and colourfully painted murals. There were swans everywhere they looked: tapestries, porcelain and even a tap which spouted water through a swan’s beak. That animal was more to the castle that a simple heraldic emblem.

	‘Look at these frescoes,’ Peter pointed out. ‘Here’s Tristan and Isolde, and over there is Parsifal, the king of the Grail.’

	‘There’s no doubt that Luis II was a great lover of the medieval Germanic tradition.’

	‘Don’t you think that it’s a little strange that our beloved king is so evidently interested in the grail?’

	‘But Peter, are you saying that you think the grail has something to do with the music of the spheres?’

	‘Wasn’t the grail something that everyone desired? Aren’t there magical powers associated with it?’

	‘Yes, but as far as I know, it’s never been given any musical interpretation. At the end of the 19th century it hadn’t even been linked to Mary Magdalene or Christ’s descendents. The grail was the cup that Jesus used at the Last Supper and that was why it was so important. The tradition says that King Arthur’s knights looked for it tirelessly and that Parsifal was one of the Knights of the Round Table who found it. I believe that Luis II wanted to recreate this world of legends and that the grail made its way into his imaginary universe without realizing.’

	‘According to German mythology, Parsifal was the first in a line of kings who were entrusted with custody of the grail. Look!’ cried Peter, pointing to another of the walls, ‘there’s Lohengrin, our Swan Knight, Parsifal’s son, the mythological character who appeared in a lake on board a boat that was being pulled by a swan, answering to the call of justice. Weren’t the Knights of the Round Table a brotherhood that was charged with protecting the grail? I think that Luis II identified with Lohengrin because, like him, he had been entrusted with an important secret.’

	‘Do you mean that the German monarchy was at the top of the Order of the Swan?’

	‘It’s just an idea; let’s carry on with the tour.’

	Next, they went along a strange corridor decorated as if it was a grotto that had been carved into the rock, with the walls illuminated by coloured lights.

	‘What can this strange place mean in the middle of a castle? It just doesn’t fit in with everything else,’ Lecygne grumbled.

	‘Of course it does; this corridor reminds us of the legend of Tannhäuser’s Venusberg. It proves that Luis II was interested in Wagner’s operas. The whole castle could perfectly be the scenery for the performance of a Wagner mega-opera.’

	They moved on into the king’s private office where some glass cases displayed documents from the era such as the castle’s building plans which Luis II liked to personally oversee. On the floor above they found that only one room took up the entire space.

	‘It’s like a concert hall,’ Lecygne noted.

	‘Don’t be confused; this is the singers’ room, the favourite of the king. You asked me before about what the grail had to do with music, didn’t you? Well, take a look over there; what are the knights of the grail doing in a music room?’

	Peter was pointing at the pictures on the walls which all had the common theme of the saga of Parsifal and the Holy Grail. The stage was also decorated with the sacred forest of the Grail Castle. At the end of the room, Lohengrin was at the end of the series of paintings.

	Peter waited for Lecygne’s reply. He was satisfied because he was managing to defeat his critical spirit with arguments. He soon saw that Lecygne was dumbstruck, looking up at the ceiling. He copied him, directing his gaze upwards. What he discovered there left him equally perplexed.

	‘It’s the signs of the zodiac!’

	His heart skipped a beat. Another zodiac in the dome of a castle dedicated to the swan! The search was narrowing down but his mental confusion was such that he couldn’t think clearly enough to organise so much information.

	He needed more information about it all. He looked around him and saw that the guide who had been showing a group around had just finished and was saying goodbye to them. It was just the right moment.

	‘Excuse me,’ he approached being as polite as possible, ‘Could you answer a question for me? The zodiac on the ceiling doesn’t fit in with the religious, historic or politics of the themes in the rest of the building. Would you be so kind as to explain what this magnificent ceiling represents?’

	The woman looked at him strangely and at first showed a blank expression as not recognizing him as part of her group. It was, however, the only intelligent question that she had been asked all day and so she answered with all the information she had in an academic tone:

	‘You are correct, the zodiac is quite a strange element to have in the collection, but we must remember that Luis II was a very erudite man, and his knowledge came from many sources, even pagan ones, of which I am sure he fed on when he dedicated this, the highest room in the castle, as well as it being the biggest and most elaborate, to the signs of the zodiac and all the esoteric connotations that are implied along with it. The zodiac is commonly associated with witchcraft and alchemy, but in itself it’s nothing more than a representation of part of the sky.’

	Peter looked as if he wasn’t really satisfied with the answer, that it wasn’t what he was hoping for. The woman seemed to pick up on this and added:

	‘There are many mysteries that are still locked away in this castle, and that its creator, Luis II, took to the grave with him. You only have to look at what he wrote in one of his letters: ‘An eternal enigma I want to guard for me and for everyone.’’

	‘What kind of enigma do you think was he referring to?’

	‘Scholars have tried to dismiss the mystery of the sentence by saying that it was alluding to the king’s homosexuality, but the truth is that nobody knows what he intended.’

	‘Just as Lohengrin, Luis II lived in a situation of impossible love.’

	The guide seemed to be weighing up the comment and added:

	‘As with Lohengrin, it wasn’t the tragedy of love which led to his downfall, it was the impossibility of it becoming reality. In that sense, yes they did indeed live a parallel reality.’

	‘Aren’t there any other possible interpretations of this supposed mystery that the king didn’t want to reveal?’ Lecygne asked, getting straight to the point and suddenly joining the conversation.

	‘I’m sure that if Luis II had wanted to hide something in these walls, one of the 50 million visitors who have walked around these rooms would already have discovered it. He built the castle for himself, closing it off from view, but his wish was broken seven weeks after his death when the doors opened for the German public’s enjoyment.’

	A loudspeaker announced that the castle was closing for the day and that all visitors should make their way to the exit.

	‘What do you think we should do now?’ asked Lecygne.

	‘Follow me,’ Peter replied, guiding him towards a beautiful spot from where there was a magnificent view of the valley and lake. Peter wasn’t interested in taking photos however, he wanted to wait, hidden away there, until the last group of tourists had left the singing room. As soon as the room was empty, they returned to the other end and got onto the stage which had been exclusively the domain of singers. There were two small rooms at both sides which must have been where the artists had changed or waited. They had entered the room through one of them on the tourist route. Peter and Lecygne chose the one opposite that one to hide in. It was pitch black and silent; they were silent until the heard the weary footsteps of the guard on duty walk away after completing his round. Luckily for them, he hadn’t thought to open the door which they were hiding behind.

	‘Come on, let’s go, there’s nobody around,’ Peter whispered.

	‘This is pure insanity,’ Lecygne protested feebly. ‘What if there are CCTV cameras, motion sensors or infrared alarms?’

	‘In that case we’ll just tell them that we got lost.’

	‘Nobody’s going to believe that.’

	‘Philippe, do you want to get some answers or not?’

	‘Yes; but I’d also rather not end up in jail.’

	‘We’re not going to break the law; we’re just having a look. Let’s go downstairs, the guide said that there were authentic documents in the king’s office.’

	‘Alright,’ Lecygne gave in. ‘I suppose it’s too late for second thoughts now.’

	As stealthily as they could, they retraced their steps with only the dim lights from the emergency signs for help. The king’s office was full of cupboards. They opened quite a few doors and saw to their dismay that they contained huge amounts of documents.

	‘What exactly are we looking for?’ Lecygne asked. ‘We need something concrete, otherwise there’s no way we can read through all of this information in one night. We should concentrate on finding a reference to the Order of the Swan, agreed?’

	‘I don’t think the king would have left any written references to the order. I reckon that it would be more interesting to know why the king chose this particularly inaccessible place for his retreat. Let’s look for the building plans.’

	After half an hour of fruitless searching by torch light, Peter found something.

	‘Look at this!’ he exclaimed, ‘Sketches of the castle.’

	‘It doesn’t look much like the finished version. The original idea was even more fantastical,’ Lecygne replied. ‘These drawings look like something copied from a fairy tale.’

	‘There are also individual plans of each floor of the castle with the water pipes, electricity installations… Wow, this castle wasn’t lacking in comforts. But I can’t see a plan for the lowest floor, the foundations.’

	Lecygne looked puzzled.

	‘What exactly are you looking for?’

	‘Do you remember the last thing the guide told us? Why did Luis II want to hide the greatest work of his life?’

	‘I imagine that it was something very private and personal to him; the delusions of a king who had been forgotten by his subjects.’

	‘But couldn’t that be the best way to hide something? Look, Philippe, I think that in the end Luis II couldn’t stop himself from leaving just one clue about this secret that he kept so jealously, and that clue if the name of the castle: Neuschwanstein, the new rock of the swan. We’ve already analysed the connection of the ‘swan’, but what about the ‘rock’ part? The castle was built on a cliff, get it? The name of the castle is the answer to where the treasure is; right here, below us, in its rocky foundations!’

	‘I don’t think it’s any more than mere word play,’ Lecygne objected.

	‘What year did the building work start?’ asked Peter.

	‘Why are you bringing that up now? The construction of the castle began in 1869, why is that of interest to you?’

	‘According to Vanderbilt, the Rosicrucian treasure was moved to America in a shared hold with the obelisk that he was moving from Alexandria to Central Park. That was in 1881; when was the building finished?’

	‘Some time after Luis II’s death in 1886. The year that the obelisk was moved coincides with the last phase of construction of the castle.’

	‘That could indicate that the king might have felt that the hiding place for his secret had been compromised and so he decided to get it out of here.’

	‘I think you’re getting carried away by your own suppositions.’

	Suddenly they heard footsteps resonating from the staircase that led up from the lower floor. The security guard was doing another round.

	‘We need to hide right now!’ Peter urged. ‘And hide all those papers.’

	Lecygne put all the papers that were strewn over the table into the first cupboard he found and then they ran to the corridor that was decorated like a grotto.

	‘There’s nowhere here for us to hide! We’ll have to look in some other rooms; how about under the king’s bed?’

	‘Hey! Who’s there?’ came the voice from the other side of the wall in perfect German.

	A high pitched noise wailed at the same time as a blinding light illuminated the whole room. They had set off the alarm.

	Lecygne and Peter looked at each other in fright. After a moment of paralysis, Peter grabbed Lecygne by the arm.

	‘This way!’ he motioned.

	There was a door leading off the passage which opened on to a turret which also served as a staircase which was attached to the north wall. Peter closed the door behind him as carefully as possible, so as not to make a noise. They would be able to buy themselves a little time if they didn’t see them escaping. They ran down the stairs in great strides, hitting the walls as they turned the corners. Three floors down the stairs ended at another door which led back to the interior of the castle.

	‘If we go through that door, we’re doomed.’ Lecygne announced.

	Peter went over to the other side and opened the window that faced onto the exterior. The freezing night air filled his lungs. He pulled himself up to the windowsill and looked down.

	‘You aren’t thinking about jumping out? I’d rather be accused of attempted robbery than smash my skull open.’

	‘Hang on, Philippe,’ Peter said calmly while his mind was somewhere else, ‘there’s something strange about this. We’ve come down three flights of stairs from the third floor. We should be on the ground floor but I get the feeling that each flight of stairs didn’t correspond exactly with floor of the castle. Look down there; there’s still another floor!’

	‘I remember the plans, there’s something amiss, what we’re seeing wasn’t shown at all like this.’

	‘There’s a hidden floor,’ said Peter, ‘we have to find out what it’s hiding.’

	Without waiting another second, he pulled the curtains off their rails, knotted two of them together tightly and then tied them on to a radiator which was hidden at the end of the last flight of stairs.

	Before Lecygne’s frightened eyes, Peter leapt out of the window and began to slide down the curtains.

	The sound of crashing glass announced that he had made it into the lower floor.

	‘Come on! Come down!’ Peter commanded from below. Lecygne hesitated for a second, took a deep breath, and then obeyed.

	‘He found himself in a small cubicle that was enclosed on all four sides apart from the window that they had entered through.

	‘Now what? We’re blocked,’ Lecygne lamented. ‘That is unless you want to jump out of the window and crack your head open.’

	‘I don’t think that will be necessary,’ Peter replied as he knelt down to study something on the floor.

	‘But… this tile has a swan engraved on it!’ Lecygne cried.

	The tile was loose and Peter pushed it with his feet to move it to one side a little and so make room for his fingers to be able to lever it up. He cried out in pain as he scraped his fingertips in the attempt to move it. The alarm siren was still wailing and so his cries were hardly audible. On his second try he was able to lift it high enough for Lecygne to be able to help him with the weight. Finally they managed to move it and the blunt sound of the stone slab filled the air as it fell into the hole that they had just uncovered. The echo that it made suggested that there was a large room down there. Peter shone the torch into the hole and helped them to make out a hollow cylinder which got lost in the darkness; there were some iron rungs fixed to the wall which invited them to go down into a subterranean adventure.

	‘Didn’t you want to explore the rock? Well, be my guest, you go first,’ Lecygne stood aside.

	Peter put a foot on the first rung and after making sure it was safe, began his descent. Lecygne followed after him. They had gone down about a dozen metres when Peter’s foot reached the floor.

	‘The hole ends here, but judging by the sound it opens up onto a large area. Does it smell like stagnant water to you?’

	The beam of light couldn’t detect anything other than impenetrable darkness to shine on.

	‘Well, let’s go for a walk a see what we find,’ Lecygne suggested.

	‘I’ve got a better idea.’

	Peter had already seen that the castle had electricity installed when it was built but the sight of a light switch all the way down there amazed him.

	When he flicked the switch, the sight that was awaiting them took their breath away.

	At first, they thought that it was a store room for props from a play. There was wooden scenery which still had their original paintings on them, some chairs were piled up in a corner and there was a small stage.

	‘It’s a tiny theatre,’ Lecygne observed without masking his surprise.

	‘Come over here,’ Peter said, going over to what appeared to be the edge of a subterranean pond. A small ramp to the side simulated the shore. ‘It’s Lohengrin lake: look at the scenery, it’s all related to the legend.’ The torch suddenly flashed on something unexpectedly shiny on the other side of the room, so they dashed over to see what it was. They were faced with a throne which had been profusely adorned with gold and gem stones.

	‘The king’s throne,’ Peter deduced. ‘Luis II built his own little theatre down here. I can almost imagine him punishing Wagner and his musicians down here by forcing them to play the opera, ‘Lohengrin’ over and over again.

	He couldn’t resist the urge to sit in that chair, to share Luis II’s madness for just one brief moment. He remembered his brother, thousands of kilometres away, far removed from the work that he was doing so he could bring him back to consciousness. He must keep on digging into the ‘mad king’s’ mind so he could find the secret that he so urgently needed.

	A beam of light shone in on them from above and ran over the room in random lines.

	‘Stop!’ Ordered a German voice.

	The guards had reached the hole left by the tile from the floor above. It was only a matter of seconds before they would reach them.

	Peter jumped off the throne, pushing down on the arms of the seat to give himself extra power. But by pressing down on them so hard, he activated a mechanism which made the royal throne turn around ninety degrees to reveal another room hidden behind its back.

	‘Philippe, quick, this way.’

	Lecygne followed him without wasting time on asking how he had done it. They went through the hole that had opened up in the wall. All there was behind the throne was a smooth stone slab engraved with a swan.

	‘How the hell do we close this?’ Peter asked.

	‘There’s no time, the guards are right behind us, run!’ Lecygne cried.

	They were running so fast through the darkness that they both ended up bumping into something which stopped their legs, but left the tops halves of their bodies dangling over a void. Luckily they were both able to cling onto the bars of the railings that they had ran into and straighten themselves up.

	After they had both recovered from the shock, Peter guessed where they might be.

	‘It’s a spiral staircase; it runs all around the edge of this hole. There’s no other way out, come on, let’s go down!’

	The staircase wound its way downwards, alternating level areas with steps. Some small columns separated them from the free fall towards the centre of the earth.

	Suddenly two explosions echoed around the closed space. The sound travelled through the well in a succession of echoes, up and down, like a piston in a cylinder and causing Peter and Lecygne’s limbs to freeze.

	‘They’re shooting at us!’ Lecygne screamed. Peter’s only response was to carry on running down the stairs.

	The staircase ended in a closed, circular room. They both took themselves for dead men, there was no escape.

	‘The hole was a dead end street!’ Lecygne wailed.

	They both turned around in circles nervously, trying to find a way to get out of there. They had both started a countdown of the last moments of their lives; their ears were waiting expectantly for the sound of the shots which were would precede their deaths.

	‘Bang! Bang!’ Peter and Lecygne both recoiled instinctively although what nearly killed them were the two bodies of the security guards crashing to the floor next to them. They lay there, sprawled out on the ground with their bodies misshapen by the impact of their landing. Within seconds their blood was covering the floor, making a viscous pool mixed with innards and brains.

	‘How the hell did they both fall?’ Peter wondered. ‘Who shot them?’

	‘I don’t know, but we really need to find a way out of here if we don’t want to be accused of homicide as well.’

	Peter didn’t think twice about frisking the two guards down to look for a key, plan or anything useful while Lecygne watched on squeamishly.

	‘Shine the torch over here,’ Peter shouted.

	‘Where?’

	‘On the floor, just under here,’ Peter pointed as he tried to get the remains of one of the guards off his boot. ‘It’s a cross! No, it’s a rose with a cross! The Rosicrucian emblem!’

	‘And it’s marking the exit,’ Lecygne noted, breathing a sigh of relief. ‘Over there.’

	In the side of the wall that the rose indicated they could now see a stone door which was half open, just like the hole that had appeared behind the king’s throne in the room above. This time, on the back this time Peter saw that the engraving on the stone was of a rose inside a cross.

	They tried to block the revolving door but they couldn’t; it seemed to be secured by a very strong mechanism. They moved on quickly and at the end of the passage they made out a little light.

	‘I think we’re coming to the exit!’ Peter said.

	An enormous, empty room materialized in front of them which was illuminated by a dull light coming from above in the ceiling.

	‘We need to find the windows where that light is coming from!’ Peter shouted. ‘It might be our only way out of here.’

	They each went to one end but when Peter got to one of the walls, he couldn’t believe his eyes. He looked up a few times, and then he looked at the sides. He walked around the wall to the first corner where he again looked at the edge which started from the angle and went upwards in a slope to the centre of the room.

	‘A pyramid. Oh my god! We’re inside a buried pyramid!’

	‘Here, in the centre!’ Lecygne called him. ‘Look what I’ve found.’

	Peter ran from the corner.

	‘It’s another zodiac!’ he exclaimed when he got there.

	The night sky was there, on a metal sheet, divided into twelve sections, each one represented by its sign of the zodiac. The letters C.S. were engraved in the centre.

	‘Christian Schwan,’ said Peter, kneeling down to touch the plaque with his own fingers, ‘I’ve found you at last.’

	‘The hidden tomb of the master in the shape of a pyramid,’ Lecygne commented as he looked all around, ‘the hiding place for his treasures. The mythical lair of the Rosicrucian secrets exists after all.’

	Peter pushed the metal sheet and it moved easily, leaving a hollow hole exposed.

	‘Even his tomb has been desecrated. We’ve come all this way for nothing,’ Peter moaned. ‘I suppose The Academy has it all now; all of it could be under the obelisk in Manhattan.’

	‘We’ll have to go back empty-handed,’ Lecygne said.

	Not wanting to give up so easily, Peter took one last look around.

	‘What’s that?’

	Before Lecygne could ask, Peter was already staring at the wall opposite the entrance and looking at some stone wheels with numbers engraved on them which stuck out of it.

	‘It looks like the wheels on a suitcase combination lock,’ Lecygne observed.

	‘Strange, don’t you think? They took everything but that’s still here. Why?’

	‘There’s nothing to take, those gyrating stones can’t be worth much.’

	‘But they must be used to keep something safe,’ Peter insisted while he felt around him with his fingertips. ‘There’s something here!’

	‘What have you found?’

	Peter had stuck his fingers into an almost invisible fissure on the left side of the four wheels and he ran them all the way around, above and below, ending on the ground at the right hand side.

	‘It’s a door!’ he cried, not able to resist a little jump of joy. ‘And I know the combination that will open it!’

	At that moment he heard a loud noise rushing in behind him. A troop of people appeared at the entrance to the pyramid. His friend, Stephen Barrow was at the head of a group of people who represented the heads of The Academy.

	‘Allow us to join in the party,’ he said casually.

	


Chapter 49.

	Easter Island appeared over the horizon behind the small window of the aeroplane like a small boat drifting in the middle of the vast ocean with no land in sight. When they got a little closer, Alicia and Miko could see the different craters which told of the island’s volcanic origins. For them however, that chunk of inhospitable land, buffeted constantly by the wind could easily be the whim of a wise sculptor of worlds created as somewhere to hide a valuable treasure.

	They arrived there with a clearly defined goal which had been aided by their previous experiences in Africa, Asia and the Arctic: they wanted to locate a primitive tribe who knew of Square Circle, pass the test that they were bound to be set and then go home with another instrument.

	Alicia checked the messages on her phone and re-read the one that she had received just before their departure:

	‘Find my song. Bibrau.’

	She closed her eyes and comforted herself by picturing her in her mind’s eye. She saw how the girl’s penetrating eyes had shined with the acceptance of her destiny and the responsibility that she carried to her family, her ancestors and her people. She preferred not to think about the fact that it was practically impossible that it had been the young Inuit girl who had picked up a mobile phone and typed a message in a language that she didn’t even understand. It must have been Nicolas or Rui who had played a large part in the message reaching her. She knew that she was fooling herself, but she preferred to see it as a sign that they were all doing the right thing; that even though they had no idea how long all this was going to last, what dangers that they still had to face or even what their final objective was, that they couldn’t – indeed they shouldn’t give up on the mission that had fallen into their hands.

	Alicia had no doubts that Bibrau would be well cared for by Rui, Miko’s partner in the café, who was very used to looking after Nico and who didn’t protest about looking after Bibrau at all. Alicia was sure that the friendship which united him and Miko must have been built of solid foundations. The problem was; how much longer could this take? How many more tests awaited them?

	She was hoping that there, on that patch of land three thousand kilometres away from the nearest neighbour, they would find the last piece of this puzzle which would definitively solve the mystery of the music box.

	Before leaving, Rui had told them that there had been many phone calls lately with questions about Square Circle. Music magazines, radio and television programmes, independent record producers, everyone wanted to know if Miko Tarvuk had really returned to the music world. The song was a big success, spreading far and wide thanks to being shared on the internet on different social networks. Even though the server which hosted Miko’s web had been down for ages and with no sign of it returning, the mp3 file had jumped onto different music sharing platforms and bulk storage sites making it easy for anyone who wanted to download it to find at the click of a mouse.

	After landing they moved their travel-weary bodies to the hotel which was in the only village on the island, Hanga Roa, which was a small cluster of shops and restaurants all targeting the budding tourist industry. The twenty-hour flight had taken such a toll on them that they all slept until midday of the following day and then got up, had breakfast and made their way to the Institute of Ancient Studies with renewed energy. David had found them the best contact that the island had to offer to show them around and tell them all about its mysteries: Oscar Edmundo Mahatu, the director of the Institute. As he was greeting them, they all noticed clear evidence of a mix of the ancient Rapanui race with the white man.

	‘Ionara,’ he welcomed them in the island dialect. ‘Welcome to the most remote inhabited island on earth: Rapa Nui, as the natives call it, also known as Te Pito o Te Henua, ‘the navel of the world’.’

	‘Ionara,’ the visitors replied.

	‘There’s a car waiting outside. For you to get a better idea of what the island is like, it’s much better for you to see it with your own eyes. I’m tired of reading studies written by eminent researchers who have never been here. One doesn’t explain this island; one feels it.’

	Alicia and Miko thought that it was a great idea. They got into the jeep, Edmundo started the motor and they were soon on the road out of the village and heading towards the interior of the island.

	‘David told me about your research into indigenous music,’ Edmundo commented.

	‘That’s right. Much has been written about the Easter Island civilization, but there aren’t any audio archives. Our aim is to rediscover the music that the ancient inhabitants of the island played.’

	This was the excuse they had come up with so that their questions would seem less unusual when they arrived to the island. Miko and Alicia realised that it would be futile to start playing Square Circle on every street corner the moment they landed and then waiting for a reaction from the people there.

	‘The Rapanui’s traditional music vanished along with all their other secrets,’ Edmundo refuted. ‘I’m afraid that nowadays the only examples of music and dance we have are imported from Polynesia.’

	The car crossed from the south of the island to the north in a matter of minutes. They arrived at a small beach where they parked the car. When they got out they saw a line of huge statues of half-bodies which had their backs to the sea, rising up on a stone platform. Alicia and Miko recognised the famous moais that had made the island famous.

	‘This is where it all started,’ Edmundo stated. ‘Tradition says that seven explorers left the kingdom of Hiba. They didn’t, it is said, ‘in search of the sun’ or in search of a new land that they could inhabit as their own was sinking. They arrived on this beach, Anakena, and they stayed here for good.’

	‘Where do you think the kingdom of Hiba was?’ asked Miko.

	‘Its origin is the first of the mysteries that our civilization has. Although its strange writing bears some resemblance with the civilizations from the Indus Valley, our genetics are certified as being of Polynesian provenance.’

	‘What does the idea that they left ‘in search of the sun’ mean?’ Miko asked, unable to keep the Dance of the Sun out of his thoughts.

	‘I suppose that when they left, they headed towards the east, where the sun rises,’ Edmundo replied in an academic tone. ‘Let’s go back to the car. There’s still a lot to see on the island.’

	The narrow asphalted road led them east, hugging the coast and enabling the visitors to see several ahu, the lineal platforms from where the enigmatic moais rose up majestically, which were scattered along the way. Then they crossed over to the south and bordered the skirt of a volcano to appear once again on the coast.

	Alicia and Miko froze. Fifteen enormous moais rose up above an ahu which was two hundred metres long.

	‘Stop! Stop!’ Alicia begged. ‘We need to see this.’

	The driver was happy to oblige and the visitors enjoyed a captivating stroll along the line of statues.

	Alicia stood in front of one of the colossal ten metre statues. She looked into the defiant stare of the monolith and felt the powerful energy that flowed through the ground under her feet into her.

	Miko and Alicia bombarded the professor with questions. What type of collective euphoria drove the ancient inhabitants to build these impressive sculptures, the only ones in the whole world, and scatter the island with them? Who do the mysterious faces represent? How did they sculpt them if they hadn’t discovered iron, transport them to their definitive positions and lift them without damaging them?

	‘Ancestors,’ Edmundo replied after taking a deep breath to be able to deal with the torrent of questions, ‘that is what the moais were depicting. The Rapanui built these figures in honour of their dead ancestors, so that they would help and protect them from the other side.’

	Miko’s eyebrow rose to show his disbelief.

	‘All the civilizations in the world have done that, but none have come up with such a peculiar technique.’

	‘You’re right that the mythological conception of the Rapanui isn’t very original, all peoples in the world have believed in more or less the same theories. In fact, the western world is based on the classical Greek thought system, and that in turn first of drank from Orphism before taking its own, definitive shape.’

	Alicia remembered David’s computer programme.

	‘Orpheus was the mythological character who used music to control people’s will, right?’

	‘Exactly. As you’ll probably already know, Greek philosophy had many of its foundations in myths. It is believed that humans were made up of two parts: the material and the immaterial. On one hand, the body, corrupt and malign; and on the other, the soul, kind-hearted and pure. The soul is inherited from Dionysus, the son of Zeus, and it’s our divine part. The body is the human inheritance from the titans, whoever they were.’

	‘What relationship could be established between the concept that the Greeks had about the creation of man and the moais of Easter Island?’ Alicia asked, unable to find the link for herself.

	‘Orphism practiced rituals to purify the soul, but one life alone wasn’t enough, and so they created successive reincarnations in different bodies to achieve a pure spirit. The stone figures on Easter Island, according to tradition, were built every time a king of the tribe died so that his strength could return to the people. Wouldn’t you agree that that is a kind of reincarnation?’

	Alicia and Miko exchanged glances and both made faces to express their incredulity of the scientist’s theory. He was quick to pick up on it and so continued with his explanation.

	‘The Rapanui culture doesn’t make sense unless it is taken in the context of isolation. These people must have thought that they were alone in the world, that they would never have contact with another tribe. Imagine: the only land that they knew other than their own was hanging in the night sky, solitary and unreachable: the moon! That’s why it was so vitally important for them to deify their ancestors. With so few men in the tribe, the loss of the king would have been a genuine tragedy and even a threat to their survival. The way of recuperating the soul, the knowledge and the protection of the deceased king was to place him so he was watching over the tribe. That’s why they chose the perimeter of the island for the moais and the faced them towards the interior.’

	‘You mean that they formed a kind of energy barrier or something like that?’ Miko wondered.

	‘Yes, that’s right. They believed that a powerful invisible force fell onto their kings, giving them special powers to attract shoals of fish, produce big harvests and even to heal with just their hands. They called it ‘mana’ and the erection of the moais was their way of keeping confined to the island so that it didn’t disappear with the death of their leaders.’

	‘This ‘mana’ what was it? I’ve read that it could have been responsible for moving the moais from the quarry to the ceremonial altars,’ said Miko, remembering something he had seen on a TV programme.

	‘I’ll leave you to imagine your own theories because there is absolutely no common ground amongst the research community. Nobody has managed to explain how they could have moved those stone giants from the quarry where they were built to the different parts of the island up to ten kilometres away, some of them in places that are very hard to get to like isolated cliffs. All attempts to imitate the process using only human power and the materials that they would have had access to at the time have ended in complete failure or have left visible marks on the moais.’

	‘What’s your opinion?’

	‘I would like to believe that the trained priests were capable of making them levitate, as the legend says, but I think the solution has to be far more straight forward. Come on, let’s finish off the visit by climbing Rano Raraku, the quarry where the moais came from.’

	The start of the slope was very close by and the 4x4 enabled them to reach the top of the crater. From there, they had a wonderful view of the whole island, dominated by the lake which filled the interior of the crater. On both the interior and exterior slopes they could see pieces of unwanted moais of all shapes and sizes and in varying stages of completion. Alicia closed her eyes and it felt as if the wind whispered the repeated blows of the labourers who excavated this land so delicately that the moais emerged flawless, straight into her ears. She opened her eyes and reality erased her vision. The remains of the sculptures lay strewn in all positions, abandoned for some strange reason and giving the place the air of a terrifying cemetery for unfinished gods.

	‘This is where those colossal figures came from,’ Edmundo explained.

	‘It must be one of the few mysteries that hasn’t been surrounded by unbelievable theories,’ Miko noted.

	‘In the institute where I work, we are trying to convert speculation and fantasy into verifiable facts.’

	‘And how do you think the Rapanui culture disappeared?’ Miko asked. ‘I understand that by the time the Dutch arrived, there were only a few inhabitants left scattered around on the island.’

	‘It was a self-induced apocalypse,’ the doctor replied proudly and in response to his visitors’ uncomprehending faces he continued: ‘This tiny island was like a small scale model of the universe; a reduced population on a limited surface, abundant natural resources and a suitable climate for survival. But what happened? The inhabitants of this world finished off all the wood and without wood they could no longer build canoes meaning that fishing was out of the equation. Finding themselves short of resources, territorial fighting began and brother fought against brother.’

	‘It’s the same, cyclical story of humanity,’ Miko added.

	Edmundo and Alicia both showed their agreement with slight nods of the head.

	‘However, that chapter is still to be clearly written,’ the researcher indicated, ‘and I’m not sure if we’ll ever uncover all the mysteries that loom over this island. That is, of course, unless someone deciphers the rongo-rongo.’

	‘Do you mean those tablets with the strange Rapanui writing?’ Miko asked.

	‘Exactly, we’re doing everything we can to get the tablets repatriated but it’s very hard when we’re up against some of the biggest museums all over the world. It’s a great pity because they are as good as forgotten where they are.’

	They got back into the car and Edmundo took them for dinner in a small, local restaurant where, in between various fish dishes and a delicious roast turtle, they carried on talking about the moais, the writing on the rongo-rongo, the unknown origin of the Rapanui and sadly, very little about music. When they had finished, Edmundo dropped them off at the hotel in Hanga Roa. The poor public lighting didn’t manage to make much difference to the dim light of dusk and the colours of everything around them soon took on the appearance of an old photo. The streets were all pretty much deserted and the sound of the sea took over from the sounds of civilization, making it clear that humans were only here in this remote island on a temporary basis. Alicia and Miko couldn’t shake off a feeling of sadness and neglect that invaded everything in an instant.

	Just as they were about to shake hands and say goodbye, the professor’s mobile rang to call him away.

	‘Excuse me,’ he said, showing signs of alarm.

	Miko and Alicia couldn’t believe what they were hearing. Edmundo took a short time to locate his phone, searching clumsily through all the pockets of his trousers and jacket. The polyphonic melody reached their ears perfectly. Alicia thought that it was just a joke. Miko, dumbstruck, recognised every single note that came from the phone to his ears.

	It was Square Circle! At last, it had appeared on Easter Island, although in the most unexpected place that they could have imagined.

	They made an attempt to hide their surprise and finished saying goodbye without mentioning anything more about it.

	‘We should get a move on,’ Miko said seriously.

	‘A move on for what?’ Alicia asked. ‘We haven’t got a clue where we need to go… It’s blatantly clear; there aren’t any primitive people on Easter Island, and the only music that’s got anything to do with the song is on mobile phones.’

	‘That’s what I mean, the longer we wait, the more difficult it’s going to be to know if it’s an original version or if it’s really because my Square Circle has spread so far. If it’s already reached Easter Island then it could have reached anywhere on the whole planet.’

	‘So what can we do?’ Alicia asked, shrugging her shoulders.

	Miko inwardly cursed the fact that Easter Island had been discovered by the western world. That had been the beginning of the end for the Rapanui. After having lived for so many years in complete isolation he could picture their astonishment when the Dutch arrived on Easter Sunday in 1722, ignorant as they were of the tragedy that was to befall them. The place was in a good strategic position for re-stocking on the long Pacific crossings and that was how the Europeans brought their illnesses to the island. Things weren’t much better for the lucky ones who survived the strange fevers; they were enslaved and taken to Peru to work on the agricultural land, and so complete extinction of what remained of the Rapanui came about. The death of the Rapanui also meant the death of the music that they needed in order to complete the game; they had been silenced for eternity.

	‘Let’s get away from here, I need to breathe,’ Miko suggested.

	They got into the car they had rented and, in silence, Miko followed the main street of Hanga Roa which led to the north and took the left turning which showed a sign for a tourist costal route.

	The road went along the top of a cliff on the east side of the island. On the left, the sun had just disappeared beyond the horizon, but a greyish hue still shone onto the steep, rugged coastline. The visibility on the narrow road gradually got worse.

	‘What time will it be in Lisbon?’ Alicia asked in an attempt to distract her own attention from the mental chaos that the matter of Square Circle and all that it brought with it.

	‘The sun won’t have come up yet, the kids would still be sleeping,’ Miko replied, reading Alicia’s thoughts. He was also missing his son as well as wondering how Bibrau was coping with everything.

	The car headlights illuminated a fork in the road which would have taken them to the Cave of Two Windows if they had taken the left turning but Miko kept on driving straight ahead, mechanically and with no destination in mind.

	He was being consumed by his anxiety at the lack of clues. It seemed as if Easter Island was going to be the end of the road for the mystery of the music box. He didn’t know how he could change the situation. Without any native people, without any tests to pass, how were they ever going to find the instrument that they needed?

	The track veered off slightly towards the interior of the island, leaving the coast behind them and plunging them into total darkness.

	As if this place needs the darkness so it can hide, out here in the middle of nowhere… Miko thought to himself.

	‘Stop here!’ Alicia ordered suddenly. Miko seemed to awaken from his worrying and was surprised to find himself in front of a majestic group of moais. ‘Let’s go for a stroll.’

	‘Alright,’ moaned Miko as he pulled off the road and parked the car by the side of the mountain.

	The pair of them both headed directly for the line of moais which made up the ahu Akivi as if being drawn there by pure magnetism. Seven figures with imperturbable expressions looked haughtily into the impenetrable, shadowy horizon.

	They contemplated them in silence, up close. They touched them, delicately running their fingers over the rough, volcanic rock. They split up, each one absorbed in their own thoughts and walked slowly between the statues, trying to capture some of this ‘mana’ that it was said the statues emanated.

	They were so hypnotised by the mystical figures’ spell that neither of them was aware of the others location until they bumped straight into one another behind the central moai. Their faces were only a few centimetres apart, tied by an invisible thread. Suddenly all their doubts about what they were doing vanished. Although none of this appeared to make any sense at all, they did make sense. They left all the speculation about legends, lost civilizations and mysterious statues behind and focused on the perfect reality that the two of them made; the incomparable isolation of an island lost in the middle of an ocean and the charm of a magical place bathed in a warm, sultry night.

	Miko stared at Alicia. The light breeze gently blew strands of her hair and the moon washed over her skin giving it a glowing silver patina. So still, and with such a penetrating gaze, kind and proud all at once, she seemed to have been sculpted by the forces of nature, conjured up on that one night to break down all his will and into his heart.

	Alicia remembered the moment when he had helped her off the ground in front of the entrance to his café. She had known back then that this moment would arrive although she would never have imagined the journey they would take to get there. She had felt an irresistible combination of attraction, trust and protection in Miko. Wasn’t that what she had always told herself that she wanted from her ideal man? Someone who made her laugh every day and tremble every night. She had already seen that he could do the first and was dying to confirm the second.

	Their eyes closed and their lips slowly drew closer, savouring the moment.

	As soon as they touched however, they both let themselves be carried away by the frenetic searching of their insatiable tongues. Miko pulled her towards him forcefully, feeling her burning breasts heaving with emotion. The mouth, busy satisfying other needs, disobeyed the lungs’ demand for oxygen. The fight of their sighs and moans grew into a battleground of screams, wails and panting. Miko bit her lip passionately. She let out a slight moan that did nothing more than feed Miko’s passion as his tongue moved over her jaw to reach her ear lobe. She wriggled free and launched at his neck, squeezing it between her lips as if she wanted to suck the essence of this man who had come into her life to change it forever. She moved her tongue up and down his neck, sucking as if her life depended on it, bringing sounds out of Miko that had never appeared in any of his compositions. She had to stop for a moment to breathe, a moment which he used to gently take her head in both hands, tilt it back and kiss her sharp chin, her glowing cheeks and her eyes, closed in case opening them would break the spell.

	She pressed herself against him even harder, as if she was trying to cross the physical barrier between them and join him with all her soul. There was no turning back now. Miko picked her up and she locked her legs around his waist. Still kissing, he went down the ramp behind the ahu in search of privacy. There, at the feet of the ahu Akivi, behind the backs of the seven moais that tradition identifies as the seven explorers from the mythical kingdom of Hiba, they made love for the first time.

	The two of them knew that what had happened wasn’t just an escape valve, a way to release tension. From that moment on they were aware that nothing was ever going to separate them, they were going to be together forever.

	Their still heaving bodies rested on the grass. Neither of them wanted to break the special moment with words which would only seem inadequate they remained in silence, looking at each other.

	Miko marvelled at Alicia’s still glowing cheeks. He could still feel her taught, warm skin under his fingertips and the echo of her passionate movements still ran along his spine. He wanted to capture that sensation and remember it for eternity, to keep it inside him like an eternal moving tide; like the ebb and flow of the waves on the sea.

	Alicia responded with a tender kiss.

	‘You know?’ she whispered into his ear. ‘While we were kissing some catchy little tune called Square Circle was running through my mind. I couldn’t get it out of my head.’

	Miko remained on his back, staring into the sky in between the moais.

	‘At the end of the day, that’s what’s brought us all the way out here, isn’t it?’

	Alicia stood up and blocked his field of vision. Her wicked smile revived Miko’s desire.

	‘How does that song go?’ Alicia asked, scratching her head, pretending to be searching for the answer and then she began to hum it. ‘Na… na… ninonaniii… noo…’

	‘Hey, come on Alicia!’ Miko complained jokingly. ‘You’re ruining my song.’

	‘Pardon?’ Alicia replied with fake anger. ‘Your song’s playing all over the place and yet you won’t let me sing it?’ and she began to sing even louder, deliberately singing out of tune this time. ‘Na… na… ninonanii… noo…’

	‘No, please god, I can’t stand it! Shut up!’

	Miko covered his ears and rolled around on the ground, pretending to be suffering in agony. Alicia pretended to be the conductor of an orchestra, lifting her hand and moving it in time with a rhythm that she set with a terrible voice.

	‘Na... na... ninonanii… no... Come on, all together now!’ she cried to the invisible audience, spinning like a top. ‘Na… na… ninonanii… noo…’

	Miko was laughing uncontrollably, but he saw something which made him stop all of a sudden. From his position on the floor he was looking up at Alicia who was still drawing invisible lines in the air. When she saw Miko’s strange, piercing stare, the lawyer thought that the game had gone too far.

	‘No, please carry on doing that.’

	‘But, I thought it was annoying you…’

	‘Please, Alicia, keep on singing, I’m checking something.’

	Alicia carried on humming the chorus of Square Circle, this time using her natural voice and taking care to use the correct notes and rhythm.

	‘I want you to move your hands like you were doing just now, showing the notes.’

	Alicia was more than familiar, in fact since her first singing classes, with the game of indicating a note through the height of the hand. The low Do was near the waist, Re a little higher, and so on until Si. The Do of the next scale was the highest point for the hand, with the arm completely stretched out.

	Her excellent ear for music allowed her to identify notes by only hearing them. She had heard Square Circle thousands of times. She repeated the most representative notes of the song over and over again, moving her hand up and down, up and down depending on whatever note she was singing, until the movement became fluid.

	That’s when she saw that look on Miko’s face. He smiled, enjoying himself. He devoured her with his eyes, showing the same triumphant expression.

	He got up off the floor and went over to her. He turned her around gently and hugged her from behind, his arms around her waist so that she could continue the graceful vertical movements of her left arm.

	They stayed there, looking at the giant stone figures. Miko ran his hand over her arm tenderly, forming just one baton. Now the two of them were moving with the music. Beginning the chorus again, Miko moved their hands to the right, pointing at the first moai. With the second note he slid their position to leave them pointing at the second moai and so on until the ended on the left hand side with the last of the moai on the ahu.

	Alicia instantly understood why Miko looked for exultant.

	The height of their hands coincided with the height of each statue. To their overwhelming surprise, the arrangement of the seven moai of ahu Akivi were interpreting, albeit silently immersed in the sands of time, the seven notes that made up the chorus to Square Circle.

	


Chapter 50.

	‘What does all this mean?’ asked Peter in surprise.

	The enraged looking mastodon that they called ‘the Doberman’ appeared next to Stephen. He remembered his name: Jim Jackson, head of operations.

	Stephen moved forward slightly, away from the group but still accompanied by the thug. He was holding a gun in his hand and judging by the tension in his muscles, Peter got the sensation that he was itching to use it.

	‘My dear Peter,’ said Stephen serenely, ‘your passion has taken you far. You were just a child when your father began to teach you about the Pythagorean precepts and look at you now; you’ve found the actual tomb of our founder, Christian Rosencreutz.’

	‘What are you doing here? Why were you following us?’

	‘We have to watch you for your own good. Pythagoras’ scroll already ruined the mind of one of the most illustrious members of The Academy, your own father, and so, for the sake of the institution, we can’t allow the same thing to happen to you.’

	‘Are you all so stupid! Pythagoras’ scroll is just what The Academy needs to be able to impose its thought system onto humanity. I’m just one step away from finding out how to use the music of the spheres for the most glorious purpose that Pythagoras could have imagined: to change how the human race thinks, modify variables inside the brain so that we can bring peace, harmony and spiritual growth to the world. Isn’t that exactly what The Academy has been trying to do?’

	‘Look, Peter, one thing is to influence social trends via music, but that’s worlds away from doing away with humanity as we know it. We can’t play at being god.’

	‘But that’s what Pythagoras wanted, and we are the descendants of his community! It is our duty to carry out our master’s wish to the very letter!’

	‘Your plan to change how the world thinks is undoubtedly a barbarity which we cannot condone. We must stand on the side of reason and leave humanity just as it is.’

	‘What you’re really saying is that we must protect your commercial empire and lives of luxury! You’re all nothing more that sell-outs who are living off the power of your money! You desecrate Pythagoras’ name by calling yourselves his disciples!’

	Peter noticed that his strength was failing him. He felt that his whole life had turned out to be a lie. His father had instructed him in science and classical philosophy, no doubt influence by his relationship to The Academy. He had lost his life in his attempt to find a meaning behind a code from a scroll. He himself had begun to work in neuromusicology because of The Academy’s influence even though he didn’t even know it existed at the time. And now he was offering them the chance to fulfil the very reason they existed and all they wanted to do was to forget all about it! What would they do when they discovered the key under Christian Rosencreutz’s door? Would they destroy it? He couldn’t allow that; William’s life was at risk!

	‘We were wrong to think that exchanging your father for you would be more useful to us; but we never dreamed that you would go as mad at him.’

	Peter exploded with rage. The plane crash hadn’t been an accident; The Academy had killed his father!

	He didn’t think twice before launching himself at his friend Stephen, but just as he was about to reach him a blow to the head stopped him in his tracks and he fell to the floor. When he came round with a sore head, Jim Jackson was pointing a gun to his head.

	‘What are you going to do with us?’ Lecygne burst out, frightened.

	‘We’ll tell you after you line up the wheels of the combination correctly for us. I’m certain that if you’ve made it this far, you’ve also worked out how to get into the secret chamber of our Father Rosencreutz.’

	‘I have no idea how to do that,’ Peter assured him with difficulty. His head was still throbbing from the blow.

	‘Me neither, there are thousands of possible combinations,’ Lecygne confirmed.

	‘Don’t try to fool us, Peter,’ Jim Jackson interrupted who appeared to be getting impatient. ‘We’ve got rid of all the security guards and we’ve called the police to cancel the alarm. Don’t try to waste time, or you’ll oblige me to use force,’ he promised as he turned the arm which was holding the gun and positioned the barrel right between Lecygne’s eyes.

	‘Open it, or your friend dies.’

	Peter listened to his conscience begging him to just put in the correct secret combination. It was so easy… How could those idiots not have thought of it before? The Pythagoras scroll explained it perfectly: two-zero-one-eight. What else could those numbers possibly mean? It all made perfect sense. The Carbon 14 had dated the vellum back to the same era as the German adventurer. There was no doubt that he had written the combination to open the chamber with his own hand.

	‘It’s got me stumped, really, I don’t know what to do,’ Peter lied.

	Jim pulled back the trigger. Lecygne was trembling and groaning. Peter thought that it was just a front.

	‘Alright, have it your way.’

	There was hardly the sound of a ‘click’ a slight noise that was disguised by the gun’s silencer. Lecygne’s head bounced off his shoulder and when it returned to its original position his eyes showed no sign on life. His body collapsed onto the floor like a sack of sand. Blood began to pour out of the wound in his skull. Jim turned angrily to face Peter and struck his jaw with the handle of his gun, causing him to roll around in pain on the floor.

	From there he witnessed Jim’s desperate attempt to open the lock to the best-guarded hiding place in history by firing at it.

	Peter thought that the time had come for him to act, before things started to go against him. He either used his last cartridge or he was a dead man.

	He had it in the inside pocket of his jacket. It was nothing more than a portable music player which was connected to a powerful speaker and with a small extra battery. It all fit into the palm of his hand. When he activated it, he would only have a couple of seconds to escape in all the confusion.

	He casually took out two ear plugs and pushed them deep into his ears. They were the vaccine to stop him from falling victim to his own torture. He closed his mouth to minimize the effect of the sound waves on his brain, turned the volume up to maximum and pressed play.

	A sharp whistling noise surprised all the people there and they fell to the ground before they could even begin to wonder where this terrible sound was coming from. With their hands covering their ears, they writhed around in agony, eyes closed and the veins on their faces about to explode. Peter had concentrated the essence of pain in a simple combination of frequencies. A detailed study of the dimensions of the bones in the head had allowed him to define the resonance frequency of the cranial cavity of a typical adult male. It was his own, personalized, Molotov cocktail in the shape of sound waves. The problem was that it only lasted for about a minute as the invention needed a lot of power to work.

	Enough time to escape from here, he thought to himself as he ran towards the entrance to the pyramid. He had memorised the way back. First he had to reach the base of the Rosicrucian well and go up the spiral staircase as fast as he could. He got to the top puffing and out of breath, his lungs about to come out through his mouth. Luckily he saw the door with the king’s throne in the same, half-open position. He stopped for a second to get his breath back and that was when, in a flash of inspiration, he remembered the hidden message on the key his father had left him as part of his inheritance and which had also opened the box that contained the scroll: The swan is the same as the Rose Cross. The door at the bottom of the well had the Rose Cross; there was the swan; and they were both identical.

	They are both automatically linked. When one is opened, the other opens too, he concluded.

	He sat once again in the place that was destined for the guardian of the treasure in this castle and pushed down on the arm rests as he had done before. The mechanism was activated again and the revolving door was closed. If he was right, he had trapped The Academy twenty metres underground and condemned them to starve to death in an underground pyramid.

	Arrivederci to The Academy.

	Without losing any more time, he crossed Luis II’s private theatre and climbed up to the opening in the roof.

	He hadn’t expected to find it closed, but he took the set back well, breathing deeply and trying to gather the strength so that he would be able to move the stone from down there, underneath it.

	Impossible; after a number of attempts all he was left with were aching, trembling arms from the exertion. Adding to his problems was the humidity caused by having a pond in the room, leaving him sweating as well as exhausted.

	The swan’s pond, that’s right, he thought. Lohengrin disappears into a lake at the end of the opera.

	I need to copy Lohengrin. He stopped at the edge of the pond just long enough to remove his shoes, shirt and empty his pockets.

	Father, help me, he pleaded and he dived into the black water.

	The reservoir was not really very big at all so his idea was to feel the walls, gradually going deeper and deeper.

	After going under a number of times without any success he began to think that he had made a mistake.

	One more time, he told himself and he pushed himself downwards with all his might. At about five metres down he noticed that there was a hollow in the wall. He carried on feeling around it and discovered a channel that he could fit into and swim along. He entered and pushed himself forwards, hoping that the tunnel wasn’t too long; if it was, he would be trapped there forever.

	The total darkness of the canal began to be invaded with a little light. Peter summoned up his last bit of strength to push himself to the end of the underwater passage. He swam to the surface and jumped out of the water like a torpedo, trying to get more air into his lungs than was humanly possible at such speed. His head was spinning and his retinas were showing him the stars that are commonly associated with a lack of oxygen. He swam to the sides where there were some protruding pieces of stonework which made it possible for him to rest for a while. Above and around him he could see other, similar, pieces jutting out, some of them with the stubs of candles which were almost completely burnt down on them. He noticed that the artificial light was turned on. He realised that he found himself in a large, underground water tank of about fifteen metres in diameter. The ceiling above him seemed to be about ten metres away. There was a rope hanging down into the water from the ceiling above.

	At last, thought Peter, I’ve found a way out.

	He pulled on the rope to make sure it was secure and he decided to go up it. He was by no means an expert climber, but the knots that had been tied every half metres would allow him to get to the top in a matter of minutes.

	Half-way up a thought occurred to him that he had pushed to the back of his mind during the pressure his escape. How on earth had they taken the treasures out of the Rosicrucian pyramid? Going through the water would be too impractical, not to mention that the hole left by the swan floor tile was too narrow. There must be another way out and that meant that The Academy might find it and therefore escape. Sooner or later they would figure it out and then they would track him down and finish him off.

	He stopped for a moment to gather his thoughts. He had retraced his steps very quickly but his sense of direction told him that he was right above the pyramid.

	He remembered the strange light which had provided a dim hue to the tomb’s resting place and then recalled the layout of the galleries, rooms and underground ponds clearly in his mind’s eye.

	It’s time to end The Academy for once and for all.

	He didn’t think twice, he dived straight down from where he was and went in search of the bottom of the pond. Seven metres down, he confirmed his theory by knocking against some glass with his knuckles. It was a sky light that tilted towards the room underneath to give it a little light from the yellowish bulbs fixed to the ceiling of the room above.

	He was running out of breath and so he pushed himself back to the surface. He checked over the stonework ledges which, in another age, would have been used to support the candles which illuminated the pyramid and chose the one which the damp and time had worn down the most harshly. It only took a couple of hard blows for him to achieve his goal, break off a piece of stone which would be big enough for what he wanted to do.

	He took another deep breath and went back down to the bottom. The density of the water and his waning strength meant that his attempts to break the glass with the stone hardly did more that scratch the surface. Disappointed by the result, he was about to give up and make his escape when a dry, forceful noise came from the very same glass. He bent over and put his face to the surface. From his position he could see all the members of The Academy looking up at him from below. He had undoubtedly given himself away by banging on the glass with the stone.

	At the same moment, Jim Jackson raised his arms and aimed his gun. He heard the same noise of something hitting the glass, this time it made a crack in the lower part.

	That damned crook was firing at him!

	Far from considering ways to flee and get to safety, Peter had a better idea. He used one arm to hold on tightly to the rope which was hanging from the ceiling and which luckily fell all the way to the bottom of the pond, and then continued pounding on the glass below him using his hands and feet.

	At the top of the pyramid, Jim watched in amazement at Peter carried on teasing them from above. They had tried to chase after him when the agonizing sound which drilled into their heads had finally ended, but the door with the Rose Cross had been completely blocked. All their attempts to open it had been in vain but now, this idiot was back again!

	He reloaded the pistol and raised his arms to the top of the pyramid once again.

	‘You’re a dead man, Peter,’ he grumbled as he emptied the cartridge with such violence that they backed away in fear.

	Nobody could have predicted what happened next. The creaking of the glass as it broke gave way to the roar of a waterfall as the hole let in a torrent of water through the vertex of the pyramid. Nobody could explain how there was so much water and could only watch as the level rose at a faster rate by the second because of the tapering walls. Terrified, some of them began screaming, the older ones tried to cling on to the youngest, who had no qualms in batting them away like flies.

	Jim thought that his only hope was that the water would fill all the way to the top so that they could escape through the hole. However, the cubic metres had been perfectly calculated so as to leave an impossible gap from the peak, leaving them floating uselessly and unable to reach safety.

	When the flow of water ended, Peter finally breathed again. He was still holding on to the rope with saved him as he had watched the water gushing into the skylight and flood the pyramid, just as he had predicted it would. It took him quite some effort to place a foot on the wet floor of the pond and began climbing up the rope without stopping to look behind him. The people who had been his ‘brothers’ up until a moment ago were heading for a cruel ending. As their strength waned, they would begin to drown one by one and so end their days in the tomb which had once belonged to the founder of The Academy.

	The hook which had held the rope was fixed to a trap door the Peter was able to open easily. Back on the surface again it took him a few seconds to get his bearings. He had appeared in the throne room, where he had begun his tourist route only a few hours earlier.

	‘You did indeed have a secret to hide,’ Peter said to the portrait of Luis II which was hanging from the wall.

	The palace was in darkness and silence. He felt safe at last, but he couldn’t feel satisfied. He hadn’t achieved anything positive from his visit; he’d lost a friend and killed the heads of The Academy. The clue that he had been hoping to find about how to use the music of the spheres had escaped his search of the castle. The swan had beaten him.

	Or not? The grail, the music and the swan came together in his mind to point towards some very concrete coordinates in the castle. Driven by his growing excitement, he went up the stairs three at a time until he reached the singing room; He ripped a door handle from an old door so he would be able to use it as a hammer; with minimum effort he had soon climbed to the upper balcony. He didn’t stop to consider the fact that he was about to destroy a beautiful, hand-painted ceiling; he began hitting the constellation that represented Sagittarius in the zodiac. The swan constellation was inside the sign of Sagittarius!

	After a short while a hollow sound gave him hope and the power to continue. He carried on hitting at the plywood board until it split. He threw the remains to the floor and ran his fingers along the upper edge. He touched something. He pulled on what he took to be a piece of paper until he had completely removed it. He went back down to the floor and studied the object.

	It was a page of the scroll, and it was signed by Pythagoras.


Chapter 51.

	Miko and Alicia went back to ahu Akivi at first light, a place that had already been guaranteed a place in their memories. They wanted to check if what they had discovered the previous night was really true.

	They looked at the moais closely and took a number of photographs from different angles. Even though they appeared to all be more or less the same height they could see that there were some slight differences. Had it all been down to luck?

	When they studied the photos more closely they were able to confirm the unusual relationship. If each one had been assigned a musical note that corresponded to the pentagram, the moais were depicting the notes for the chorus of Square Circle.

	‘If the ancient inhabitants of Rapa Nui knew how to carve, drag and lift such incredible statues, wouldn’t it have been logical to make them all the same height?’ Miko asked rhetorically, in reality it was an attempt to convince himself that the discovery was for real.

	‘Unless, that is, the slight differences were their way of sending a message,’ Alicia replied. ‘The song from the music box also resounded around this island at one time in the past. Sadly, the Rapanui’s extinction also stopped the song from being handed down through the generations.’

	‘Maybe they saw the end of their civilization approaching and they wanted to leave some hard evidence that the song had been here, so they coded the notes to correspond to the seven first explorers who reached the island.’

	‘I don’t really think that it could have been a last minute thing. This ahu is one of the oldest, so, unless they filed their heads down at a later date, they were finished not long after they had reached the island. Anyway, this ahu must be very important for the Rapanui. It seems to be in a very peculiar position and orientation. While all the rest of the moais are on the coast, facing into the island, the ahu Akivi is in the interior, looking out to sea.’

	‘It’s clear that they had another purpose,’ Miko said, looking down onto the sea from the small elevation where they were standing. ‘It seems as if they were shouting the song so that it travelled away from the island. Nobody arrived on the coasts for centuries, but it’s logical that they thought someone else must be sharing the world with them. Maybe they placed the moais looking out to sea in the direction that they had arrived from in the past, and held ceremonies to call other peoples, using the notes of Square Circle to project the message across the ocean.’

	‘It’s surprising,’ Alicia replied, ‘The rest of the tribes that we’ve visited were also preoccupied with making their tune travel as far as possible. Remember how The Dance of the Sun made the whole cave shake, and how it carried through the ground? The Rimba reached distances of many kilometres with The Song of the Forest and the Inuit were in possession of a giant, natural parabolic antennae.’

	‘There’s something which doesn’t quite fit,’ Miko stated, ‘and that’s the position of the ahu on the interior. If they had wanted to be high so they could make the signal reach further, then they would have chosen the top of the volcano, the highest point on the island. Only going a few metres away from the coast hardly makes them any higher at all.’

	‘Maybe they’re indicating something else,’ Alicia suggested, spreading out a map of the whole island.

	She used her finger to trace from the ahu Akivi to the other moais, following their line of vision. Just before reaching the sea, her index finger collided with a sign that they hadn’t noticed on the map before. Her finger tapped decisively on the icon for the Cave of the Two Windows.

	Once again their faces exchanged hopeful smiles and then a fleeting kiss.

	‘Another cave?’ Alicia whispered.

	‘Those seven moais aren’t just pointing to the infinite sea, they’re showing us a very concrete location on the island! They’re showing us what path to follow!’

	‘Do you think that the instrument we’re looking for is going to be waiting for us there?’

	‘Let’s go and explore the cave right away!’

	They drove to the sea and found a hatch in the ground which served as the entrance to the cave. It was closed and secured with a rusty chain. It must have been open to the public at one time, but it looked as if nobody had been down there for years.

	Miko used the jack from the car to hit the hinges of the old door until he managed to break them off.

	They went into the grotto and once inside they found a narrow, rocky passage which was filled with a flowing current of damp, fresh, salty air. The cave was hardly fifty metres wide and with enough light coming from each exit to illuminate it all.

	The cave ended abruptly at a cliff edge on both sides. They went through the whole cave towards one of the openings and walked up to the precipice that fell away onto the sea. Alicia jumped at the sound of the waves battering against the rocks dozens of metres below them. They turned around and walked to the other side only to find the same view.

	‘There’s no sign of any instrument in here,’ Miko complained.

	Alicia thought for a moment.

	‘Did you really think it was going to be that easy? In fairy tales, there’s always a magic word to make a cave open.’

	Miko’s face showed his resignation.

	‘Open sesame!’ Alicia shouted into the air; when the echo had finally finished she added: ‘That must only happen in fairy tales.’

	An idea instantly shot into Miko’s head.

	‘Wait for me here, I’ll be right back,’ he said impatiently.

	‘Where are you going? You’re not going to leave me here alone!’

	‘Nothing’s going to happen to you. I’m going to the village; I’ll be back in a few minutes.’

	‘But…’

	‘You’ve given me an idea, Alicia, the magic words. Just trust me.’

	Alicia didn’t have time to protest; Miko was already on his way back to the surface.

	The minutes that he had promised were about to become an hour and Alicia’s patience was beginning to run out when a familiar sound reached her ears. Confused, she thought that her imagination was playing tricks on her because she was worried about being in their alone. Square Circle was playing inside the cave! Was another test taking place? Where on earth had Miko gone to? She needed him; she couldn’t do it alone!

	She tried to work out where the music was coming from, and she went into the cave without finding anything helpful until she reached one of the windows; that’s where she was able to identify the seven notes of the chorus of Square Circle. She wasn’t sure if it was some kind of magical effect of the music on the waves, or whether it was a simple matter of the physics involved in the echo of acoustic waves but from where she was standing the sea was just a faint murmur but the music could be heard loud and clear.

	Alicia went back inside, confirming that the musical notes now penetrated the cave in all their intensity and that the walls were reverberating with its sound.

	A slight vibration in the air warned her that something was going to happen. Suddenly the rock behind her started to creak. She was paralysed. For a moment she thought that the cave was going to fall in on her. Following her instincts, she lay on the ground and covered her head.

	The sound of falling rocks ended and she realised that she hadn’t been injured. She allowed herself time to recover her composure and made her way back to see what had happened.

	‘Alicia,’ screamed Miko in alarm from the upper entrance to the cave. ‘Are you alright?’

	‘I’m here,’ Alicia responded. ‘It looks like the secret door you were looking for has opened.’

	‘I knew it!’ Miko cried victoriously. ‘All I had to do was to play the moais.’

	‘What are you saying? Was the rock fall that could have buried me alive your doing?’

	‘Listen, Alicia; I went to the village to hire a sound system. Luckily the disco had what I was looking for: a mixing table, powerful amps and some big speakers. They were really kind and they even helped me bring them out here for a modest price.’

	‘You put speakers on the moais on the ahu Akivi?’

	‘One speaker for each moai,’ Miko confirmed, ‘and I made each statue play the note that it corresponds to. I thought that maybe the secret door didn’t open with words, but with magical musical notes. I programmed the seven notes for Square Circle to carry on playing automatically for twenty minutes and then came running down here to see what happened.’

	‘The sound came crashing into the cave,’ Alicia replied, ‘and these rocks fell right at the same time.’

	‘Look,’ Miko pointed to an opening, ‘an entrance to another cave had opened up.’

	The sound of Square Circle stopped all of a sudden and a light whispering took its place.

	‘That hasn’t been twenty minutes; what could have happened outside?’ Alicia wondered.

	‘Listen,’ Miko said, pausing, ‘it’s raining. I bet the guys from the disco came to pick up all the gear earlier than we had arranged so that it didn’t get damaged. Never mind, we don’t need it now. Are you going to come inside with me?’

	Miko held out his hand for Alicia who looked him straight in the eye and said:

	‘Next time; no surprises, okay?’

	‘Agreed, let’s go,’ he said as he accompanied her into the new cave.

	The torch light skimmed over the recently discovered passage. The dark, porous surface was indicative of the volcanic origin of the island. An iridescent shine bounced back at them from the thin seams of minerals which covered the walls.

	They started walking.

	‘Lava flows often carve out caves like this,’ Alicia commented.

	‘Well I hope the volcano doesn’t get the urge to erupt right now.’

	‘The worst thing is that as the lava leaves these channels turn into underwater rivers. Look at the rounded edges on the floor.’

	‘It’s raining out there, should we be worried?’ Miko wondered.

	‘For the moment, no,’ Alicia replied calmly.

	It was as if she had predicted it, at that exact moment a clap of thunder echoed around the narrow grotto. Lightning had struck the surface.

	‘Damn it!’ Alicia exclaimed as she felt the first drops of water on her skin. ‘The volcanic ground is highly permeable, it absorbs water from the surface like a sponge.’

	‘Let’s get a move on, we need to find the end of this passage as quickly as possible.’ Miko said, breaking into a run as his boot fell in the first puddle.

	It was difficult to advance quickly because of the recent rock fall as well as the poor visibility. Curtains of tepid water were falling from the ceiling and more water was pouring through the cracks in the walls. They were able to run for a couple of kilometres by the time the water level had risen to their ankles. When it reached their knees, they began to get seriously worried, and when they were wet all the way to their waists they stopped to think about what options they had.

	‘It would be better if we waited until the storm passes,’ Alicia said, raising her voice over the sound of running water as it passed them. ‘Anyway, we can’t go on walking like this.’

	‘No way. If we stay here, we could drown,’ Miko replied. ‘Who knows how high the water level could rise.’

	‘Can’t you see the marks on the walls? The erosion patterns show that the flow is about to reach its highest point ever.’

	‘There’s no guarantee to that. We have to continue, even if it’s swimming. The current is flowing with us! We should take advantage of it!’

	‘But that’s really dangerous; we might get smashed against the rocks. I’m staying here!’

	Alicia could feel how her light body was beginning to show signs of fatigue; she knew that she wouldn’t be able to fight the flow for much longer. She concentrated on no getting carried away with the water and tried to reach a wall. Just as she was about to grab hold of a stone that was sticking out enough for her to hold onto it, it broke off in her hands, making her lose her balance and fall straight into the river. She had disappeared in only a matter of seconds, swallowed up by the water.

	‘Alicia!’ shouted Miko, frightened out of his mind. He didn’t stop to think and threw himself into the water after her.

	Swimming strongly with his left arm, holding the torch above the water with the right, he tried to keep himself in the middle of the current where the current was stronger.

	He looked around desperately in search of Alicia’s body. He didn’t want to be swept past her if she had got trapped in a whirlpool, but neither did he want to go too slowly in case she was being carried along more quickly than him.

	The sound of the water got louder from time to time as it announced the arrival of another sharp bend. Miko discovered that he could use his legs to cushion the impact and then push himself off the corners but all the while he couldn’t help but wonder what those harsh knocks were doing to Alicia’s fragile body.

	It was after coming around one of those bends that he thought he saw something in the shadows of the water. He went faster and found a floating body. As he was grabbing hold of Alicia, trying to get her head out of the water, he lost the torch and they were left in the pitch black darkness. He could do no more than use his own body to protect Alicia from the blows and hope that the rain would soon come to an end outside.

	The walls cut like knives at the breakneck speed they were going at. Miko scraped his back in one of the crashes and then he hit his arm on one of the curves. He supposed that the water level was still rising because he could hear the whistling sound of the cave roof over his head getting louder and louder. If his head hit the top of the cave, that would mean the end.

	When things seemed to be at their worst his body stopped feeling as if it was being dragged and buffeted and he realised that they were floating. He could feel the effect of gravity pulling him down, rather than being supported by the water. The noise from the torrent of water changed completely and then he realised that the river had disappeared and they had been pushed towards a waterfall. He instinctively wrapped his arms around Alicia and he turned over so that he would take the full force of the fall on his back.

	Miko hadn’t imagined that the impact could have been so violent. Rather than falling into more water, they fell onto solid ground. His body was shaken to its core by the fall and Alicia, who had been separated from him, shot out and fell rolling to his side.

	Without stopping to think about if he had broken any bones, he dragged himself across the ground until he reached Alicia. To his horror he couldn’t find a pulse. He put her on her side, opened her mouth and struck her a couple of times with the palm of his hand at the base of her lungs. Next he tried mouth to mouth and, as he still didn’t manage to revive her, he began to alternate it with a cardiac massage. On his third try, the Spanish woman vomited the water that had accumulated inside her and she asked:

	‘Where am I?’

	Miko, relieved and exhausted, fainted immediately.

	 

	When he came round he could see Alicia a couple of metres away. She seemed to be engrossed, staring at an object. She was holding a small LED torch in her hand. He supposed that they were still inside the cave. Luckily the river had subsided.

	‘Where did you get that torch from?’

	‘Hey, you’ve woken up,’ Alicia said with a voice that was full of energy. Miko, on the contrary, felt terrible because of his battered and bruised body. ‘I let you sleep, you haven’t broken anything, you were just exhausted. With regards to the torch, I found it in the explorer’s kit that I bought before we came. Do you remember, the watertight bag?’

	Miko didn’t have a clue that Alicia had been carrying anything like that.

	‘Aren’t you going to thank me for saving your life?’ Miko asked as he sat up.

	‘Yes, of course; but let me just finish this.’ She turned back to the wall and carried on looking at it.

	‘Maybe you could tell me what it is that is so important over there.’

	‘I’m solving our problem,’ she answered, still being mysterious. ‘Come over here, I want to show you something that will reveal the biggest secret that was left hidden on Easter Island.’

	When Miko stood up he felt every bone in his body protest. He could only just get over to the wall where Alicia was standing. When he got there, the light was shining onto the surface of an old plank of wood with a multitude of strange inscriptions engraved on it.

	‘Are you saying that we’ve found a new rongo-rongo tablet?’

	‘I’d go even further than that and say that we’ve found THE tablet.’

	Miko picked it up carefully. It was a small piece of wood with shapes that had been carved into it with a pointed tool. The shapes were crowded together in a straight line that turned when it reached the extreme of the wood, with the shapes returning in the other direction but upside down. The shapes were made up of human forms in different positions, strange birds and marine creatures that they had never seen and they were all contained in four rows.

	‘Turn it over,’ Alicia said, ‘then you’ll see just how truly valuable it is.’

	On the other side, Miko saw two columns, one with rongo-rongo symbols and the other with the shapes of moais of varying heights.

	‘If every moai corresponds to a musical note,’ Miko deduced, ‘as we discovered in the ahu Akivi… this tablet will enable us to translate all the rongo-rongo tablets! He cried in joy. ‘Or, to put it another way, it will show us how to play them. The rongo-rongo tablets don’t tell stories, they’re musical scores!’

	‘Do you know that the inhabitants of the island translate rongo-rongo to mean ‘great message’?’

	‘Well, we’ve discovered the message,’ Miko said, ‘now all we need to figure out is what to do with it. Have you got any ideas about how to get out of here?’


Chapter 52.

	Outskirts of Vienna, 1802. 

	 

	Autumn was beginning to fall over the countryside of the Danube Valley in all its austere rawness. Beethoven was spending a few months there, relaxing on the recommendation of his doctors.

	He had moved into a small villa that his friend, Stephan Breuning owned on the outskirts of Vienna, surrounded by grape vines. The doctors had insisted that the solution to his intense stomach crises would be in treating the mind before the body. Even though he lived alone, with only the dumb presence of the staff, he was often visited by his considerable entourage of friends. He spent his time composing, trying to only concentrate on the music. Being in contact with nature made him feel closer to his own soul and he felt inspiration flow through his body.

	Sank in a soft armchair on the back porch of the house, he reached out for a blanket so that he could stay out there a little longer, taking refuge in the agreeable warmth of his body as he let his gaze wander, lost, over the sinuous land as it was embraced by the sunset. In those small vines, twisted and contorted towards the ground by man, he saw the actual interior strength of nature and the eternal conflict it was bound into with man. That force could break its silence suddenly one day and turn against us, he thought sadly.

	Humans had shown that they only cared about themselves, complicating their lives with pointless aspirations to power, money, glory and losing themselves in bloody wars and disputes that only demonstrated their incapacity as a species. The wheel of history went around again and again, unable to impregnate even the tiniest amount of reason into the minds of human beings.

	The diagonal flight of a nightingale which perched in a nearby oak tree distracted his attention. He concentrated on it, and then almost instantly felt that that something was missing from the scene. He focused on his distinguished visitor, observing how its tiny head was lifted up to the sky and its open beak vibrated harmonically.

	That was when he realised what was missing; he couldn’t hear it singing!

	The world collapsed around him. At that very moment, the bird was filling the air with its happy little voice, inviting female companions to a last, romantic flight around the countryside before nightfall. And there was nothing he could do to make himself hear it.

	He became desperate, and that’s when another unpleasant thought came into his head: Giulietta Guicciardi. The young countess had been his great love until he himself decided to end the relationship. The piano classes that he had given her were the sweetest moments he could remember. He felt like a young man in love, every day waiting impatiently waiting for the next time he would see her again. The young lady, considerably younger than him, responded to him with subtly flirtatious looks which softened his hard character. He let himself love, relished holding her slender hand delicately in order to guide her over the black and white piano keys and occasionally he found himself staring at his young love’s profile like some love struck young fool; her silky hair in a pony tail, her slender neck, upright and tense, her head moving in time with the music… They were happy days, but he had had to repress these desires completely when he found out that the countess had already been promised to an acquaintance of his. His honour was above all his own, personal feelings.

	He did, however, prepare something special for their last class, a present. He wanted to leave his mark, an unforgettable detail so she would always remember him and so he prepared a game. He sat at the piano on Giulietta’s right hand side, took some music from his pocket and placed it on the stand. He showed her how easy it was to play, being made up of only three notes that were played over and over again continuously. There were only a few minor variations which consisted of going up or down the scale but with the same notes, or the exchange of one note for another, similar one, in some cases. Even though it was easy to follow on paper, he would indicate when she needed to change by using his hand. He played the first three notes. ‘Now you repeat that and I’ll follow,’ he said. The young woman began playing. At certain moments, Beethoven played some notes with his right hand, whilst using his left hand to continue showing her the changes with slight gestures. The notes that Beethoven played were a few tones sharper and were played over the repetitive, initial sequence, providing a tense dialogue with the first series. The composer introduced a solitary note a few times, other times there were various notes, linked together, reinforcing and rounding off the base rhythm that Giulietta marked. What had at first seemed like a routine type of technical exercise, came to life as a melancholy composition. The triad of notes created a sad, intimate atmosphere, having the same rhythm as the music’s beating heart. In contrast, the notes that were added by the maestro carried a more energetic and vital tone whilst still allowing the first to speak and without abandoning the more depressed tone they created. Beethoven gradually took control of the piece, finishing it off by himself with a melody which summarised the whole tune in ascending loops. The composer looked to his side, observing the light shining behind the pale face of his love, leaving it floating in the shadows of the room; he even felt that there was a solitary tear hanging from her beautiful eyes. His own legs were shaking and without knowing what to say, overwhelmed by the beauty of the piece that they had played as one he stammered: ‘For you, Clair de Lune.’

	After separating from Giulietta, he reproached himself for not having done more to fight for her, although the frustration soon passed and led to a feeling of personal liberation, summing it up as he used to in the words: ‘Solitude and misfortune confirm one’s own identity.’ Moreover, he had also always feared that personal relationships would limit his creativity.

	Everyone who knew him had noticed that Beethoven was quieter than usual of late, but nobody knew the real reason for his depression: the growing severity of his hearing problems. What had begun as the occasional humming noise, or a faint whistle, had gradually developed into the complete inability to hear some sounds. The symptoms had started four years earlier. Back then he was able to hide the pain quite well. If he ever seemed distracted or absent during a conversation, the other person would put it down to his detached, artistic spirit; his creative motor always running, coming up with some new rhythmic style, a piece for a concert, or the finale of an epic symphony. The fact that his character had never been at all outgoing, in reality it was more accurate to describe him as dry and retiring, made it easier for him to deal with his illness in silence.

	He felt an unspeakable embarrassment, nothing could be more cruel for a musician that to lose his hearing. If people found out, he would never work as a musician again. Nobody would pay a florin for music from a deaf man! Moreover he would become the target of the cruellest witticisms and jokes. His excellent reputation which had taken him so much effort to win, would collapse like a house of cards, and that would mean his inevitable ruin.

	What a miserable trick for capricious destiny to play on him! Why was he being treated so cruelly? Right now, at 32 years old, after he had composed highly acclaimed works, the great future of prosperity and professional success which was opening up to him would disappear, just like the sounds that vanished in his ears.

	What hurt him the most was that he felt he would never be able to give the world his message. His work up until now had in reality been no more than an apprenticeship, a time when he could lay the foundations that would allow him to express his concept of music with greater clarity. The world had only seen a small part of the emerging Beethoven, but there was still much more of him to be discovered; undoubtedly it would be the best part. Haydn and Mozart had said everything that could be said with music, at least that was what the public believed, but he knew that he could still give it another twist.

	Before him, musicians had written their works by adding a touch of inspiration to the musical theory that was taught in schools, things such as the rules that had already been established from mathematics to harmony. But nobody had dared to put a sound to feelings in their pure state, without the filter that reality imposes onto things.

	He could do just that; but in the meanwhile, reality was where he found himself, still unable to hear the nightingale’s song. Silence filled his head. He felt as if he was in the deepest part of a gloomy cave, where the only sound that reached him was his own, echoing around the internal cavities of his body.

	That was the moment when an idea came to him, a simple game for the mind: he would give the nightingale a sound. He studied how its beak vibrated and soon decided on an appropriate tone. Now he could modulate the sound, increasing or decreasing the frequency by following the little animal’s movements. He was pleased with himself for inventing a way to eliminate the uncomfortable silence from his head. A few hundred metres away a farm cart passed by which was being pulled by a powerful mare. He imagined the noise of the hooves striking against the stones of the road, along with the monotonous rattling of the wheels. He didn’t stop there, he also gave a sound to the trees that he felt would have added to the background noises, swishing and brushing against the vines, moving in the light breeze that had just picked up.

	All those sounds filled his imagination. Every image that fell on his retina was automatically converted into a sound. He also thought that he could create all the other voices that might exist to his fancy. And so he completed this mental picture with the sounds from the kitchen as dinner was being prepared, the sad baaing of the sheep in a nearby flock along with the excited barking of the sheep dog. He took all of these elements as if they were instruments forming part of a symphony and he played with them, adding, eliminating and changing them for others, having more fun than he had ever had before.

	He felt shaken up by a renewed hope. Deafness wasn’t going to stop him from composing music, and it may even turn out to be a divine gift, letting him be free from the limited sounds of the real world and leaving his mind free to improvise new melodies.

	Wasn’t that just what he needed in order to complete the calling that he had received when he was young?

	From the moment when he had extracted the music that had been encased inside the mysterious scroll that Mozart had been unable to translate, this melody had settled in his head and it had inspired all of his work thereafter; from the most intimate sonnets to the grandest of symphonies.

	As the years went by, he had finally been able to understand what his mission was: god wanted him to compose a special symphony, a work with which he could speak directly to humans.

	And he was going to do it.


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	We can be heroes

	Just for one day

	 

	 

	 

	Heroes. David Bowie.



	
Chapter 53.

	Alicia and Miko had no problem in finding their way out of the cave where they had found the precious rongo-rongo tablet. A few protruding rocks had served as steps and helped them to climb up to the trap door in the ceiling. It took some pushing and shoving but Miko finally managed to lift up the cover with a few punches, leaving them enough room to be able to get out.

	The sun had just set, but the warm air was still running over the surface, caressing the fine grass that covered the sides of the mountains and it brought them back to life after the terrifying underground experience they had just endured.

	The rain had stopped and the light breeze had cleared away the clouds to reveal a radiant sky, full of stars. The sound of the sea was rocking the night with its comings and goings. As they didn’t know which way to go, they followed the murmuring sound of the waves.

	When they reached the coast, they found an archaeological site that was made up of a stone wall of about half a metre thick and a metre high. There was an opening in one side and so Alicia and Miko went through it, to the inside. There was a big, stone sphere which was half-buried. Its white, polished surface shone gloriously like a lighthouse in the middle of the night, reflecting the light from the stars far away. There were four other smaller round stones around it making the shape of a cross.

	‘The navel of the world,’ Miko announced.

	‘Isn’t that what they call Easter Island?’ Alicia asked.

	‘The name comes from the title that the Rapanui gave this spherical stone: Te pito o te Henua.’

	‘This seems like the most promising place for us to find the fourth musical instrument,’ Alicia suggested.

	‘You’re not saying that we should lift up the stone! Not even the locals have dared to commit such sacrilege!’ Miko protested.

	‘Have you already forgotten that we’ve just found a tablet with new music?’

	‘Of course not, but we haven’t got any instruments to play it on.’

	‘Yes we have, I put my mobile in the waterproof bag. Here you are, you’re the musician.’ Before giving it to him, she opened a piano app with the keyboard ready for use.

	‘You’re my guardian angel.’

	Miko didn’t waste any time in positioning himself in front of the five spheres and then he began to press the keys according to their interpretation of the music from the new tablet. The music sounded very simple, like a soothing lullaby for a baby.

	Alicia had no idea what could possibly happen next, they both waited patiently for something magical to occur. Five minutes later, they began to get the feeling that they were doing something wrong.

	‘Here we go again!’ Alicia complained. ‘Now what?’ she screamed at the sky as if she was expecting a reply from the Rapanui who were unable to be there for today’s test.

	‘After everything that’s happened in the other places, did you really think that this one was going to be so simple? Let me try with some other scales.’ Miko tried to calm her.

	He tried with a whole host of other experiments with the different sounds that the simple app had to offer. Then, the thought occurred to him that he should change position, so he went to different points around the large, half-buried, stone. He tested the strange acoustics that the circular wall of stones around the area gave off. He carried on for a quite a while as Alicia waited desperately and feeling useless as she listened to the fruitless concert.

	‘This isn’t working,’ were Miko’s final words.

	‘I’d come to that conclusion a while ago!’ Alicia complained grouchily.

	‘What do you want me to do?’ Miko defended himself. ‘It’s as if…’ he hesitated. ‘It’s as if each part of the song would sound better in different parts of the area, but I can’t find the balance.’ Miko spread out his arms as a sign of his defeat. ‘Maybe we’ve made a mistake.’

	‘Wait a moment,’ Alicia requested, ‘the tablet had four lines, and there are four stones around the central one; have you tried playing each line at a different stone?’

	Miko followed her instructions and began playing the rongo-rongo music again but this time he changed his position around the big, spherical, stone every time the symbols on the original tablet changed to another line.

	‘I think I’ve got it,’ he said, ‘here we go. I’ll play it all the way through this time.’

	As carefully as possible, he placed a foot on top of one of the spheres and began the recital. When he had finished the first series, he moved agilely to the second stone where he continued. For some inexplicable reason the notes hung in the air and then mixed with the next series.

	The result was that the enchanting lullaby was shattered and replaced by a deafening noise which grew louder and louder. When Miko had finished his peculiar round of the sphere in four stages, the air was filled with one, piercing, note full of harmonics, which resonated around the stone enclosure, threatening to burst their ear drums. Alicia and Miko covered their ears automatically, Alicia’s mobile fell to the ground and the screen shattered.

	All of a sudden they felt as if they were inside a nuclear reactor, their heads threatening to explode. Strangely enough though, their legs seemed to be glued to the ground, making it impossible for them to run away. They felt their bodies turning into a heavy mass that was being irresistibly dragged down by an invisible force.

	They fell on their knees. Miko saw Alicia curled up and face down on the floor. Where was this torrent of sound coming from? It was as if the circular dance that he had done a few seconds before had opened Pandora’s Box. He covered his hands and curled himself into a ball, trying in vain to minimize the damage to his brain that the infernal screech was doing.

	The piercing whistle continued drilling into Miko’s head even when it wasn’t clear what was causing the noise. While he was praying that it would soon be over, he could feel a slight movement in his knees that was coming up from the ground. He also thought he heard a short, slight, crack in front of him, but he had no way of identifying it, wrapped as it was in the magical sound. His curiosity was piqued and so despite the risk of being deafened, he removed his hands from his ears and lifted his head off the ground to see what was going on in front of him.

	What he saw was impossible. The large, central, stone was levitating a metre above the ground!

	This strange sight, along with the penetrating hum that was making the whole of his organism shake, made him think that he was dreaming it all. It couldn’t be true!

	That was when Miko realised that the supernatural force that had helped and protected the Rapanui, and whose priests had been responsible for channelling it for the good of the people, was in reality a musical formula. The great mystery of Easter Island, how the moais were moved, was solved. It was by music!

	The intensity of the shrill suddenly began to get ever so slightly quieter while at the same time, Miko noticed that the sphere had lowered a little too. Was the spell coming to an end?

	Summoning up the last of his reserves of strength, and trying to imagine that he was surrounded by absolute silence, he dragged himself pitifully across the three metres which separated him from the white sphere that had been left uncovered. The power of the tone was clearly decreasing, slowly returning the sphere to its original position. When Miko got to the hole he observed the rock, it was about half the size of his body, floating about half a metre in the air and threatening to crush his hand if he went ahead with his plan. He looked up and saw that Alicia was still lying with her back to the stone, unaware of the miraculous effect the rongo-rongo music had had on the stone.

	It’s now or never. He put his hand into the hollow on the ground, and then his entire arm. He felt how his face was brushing against the polished surface of the stone, with its pale brilliance it seemed to encourage him to have one last try. He still had a few seconds before the stone would fall back down completely. He desperately felt around inside the hole with all his fingers. He stretched out his arm a few more centimetres and then touched something. It was like a wire, or a taught thread. He tried to pull on it, to bring whatever it was that was hidden in there closer, but all he could do was touch it and move it around in its hiding place. In a desperate move he threw himself flat on the ground, placing himself directly under the lump of stone. From this position he could see that the hole was hiding an object of considerable size. He pushed it with two fingers and was able to move it enough so he could grab hold of it with his whole hand. The huge sphere that was hanging over his head was in its last seconds of vertical suspension. Miko pulled at the object in his hand with all his might and just managed to take it out before the sound stopped completely. In one, swift move he rolled over just enough to allow the stone to land back in the place that it had been occupying for centuries.

	Alicia stood up and dusted herself off, brushing away the fear that she had experienced in those last few minutes of torturous noise with the dirt.

	Still stunned and without any explanation for what had just happened, she was shocked to see Miko on the ground, exhausted, next to the spheres.

	‘Where have you got that harp from?’

	Miko lent against one of the spheres in an attempt to imitate Nero with his ever-present instrument. Smiling triumphantly, he brushed his fingers over the strings of his discovery, revealing its enchanting sound which had been silenced for so long.

	‘Alicia,’ he said solemnly, ‘I think we’ve found the fourth instrument.’


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Do you feel like a puzzle,

	you can't find your missing piece?

	Tell me how do you feel?

	Well I feel like they're talking in a language I don't speak

	And they're talking it to me

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Talk. Coldplay.



	
Chapter 54.

	Peter couldn’t wait even for a second to read the contents of the papyrus that he had just found in the roof of Neuschwanstein. He knew that there was a risk of him being discovered: breaking and entering, destruction of a national heritage site, robbery, all that without counting the nine bodies which were struggling to stay afloat twelve metres underground in order to stay alive. He strained his ear; he would almost swear that he could hear the pitiful cries of the men down there, reaching out from the dark battlements of the castle to beg for help through the pointed spires.

	Deciding to ignore his survival instinct he made his way to one of the balconies in the singing room and unfolded the pages of papyrus so that a radiant full moon shone over the ink that Pythagoras had placed there centuries ago.

	Placing the attention of all his five senses on this, one document he began to read:

	 

	The vessel in which I return to my homeland has changed direction after a blow to the rudder, leaving the humid lands of the Nile delta whilst scraping its prow against the choppy sea. Like the boat, my life is also subjected to change. I leave this land which has taught me so much because after recent events I have had cause to think deeply and decide that my time here is over. I must return in order to teach. To explain everything I know.

	I’m writing about my experiences on these last papyruses from the boat, hoping that the waves that are rocking the boat won’t spoil my writing by causing me to make mistakes of marks. I have so much to tell and I didn’t want to waste a moment in recounting the sensational discoveries that have come to me recently. I believe that they have chosen me as their way out to the light of day, to make them known, to scream their meaning out to the world.

	I remember the night that Enufis and I spent a few weeks ago in the heat of a fire at the feet of the pyramids at Giza. The time flew past so quickly as we enjoyed conversations about subjects ranging from science to philosophy and back again so many times that in the end we weren’t able to distinguish between the two. In the end, at dawn, as a conclusion to the talk, the most extraordinary thing revealed itself to us: the pyramids are musical instruments! We reached this conclusion after our inference of the main numbers, from one to four, in its shape – each number on top of the other. The relationships of these numbers establish, as I had discovered previously, the harmonious notes, acquiring the shape of my beloved Tetraktys when drawn on a flat surface. The discovery was that on extrapolating this concept to the three dimensions of space, we are presented with a pyramid.

	I could see that Enufis was even more nervous than usual. I intuited that all the different pieces that were roaming around chaotically in his head, started to fit together thanks to our discovery.

	He told me that the Egyptian tradition taught in school that the three big pyramids at Giza were the work of the pharaohs Khufu, Khafre and Menkaure, who had lived two thousand years earlier. The purpose of these structures was to be used as tombs, the last resting place for the pharaoh while his soul, the ka, made its way to the gods’ dwelling place. The shape of the tomb was designed to facilitate the ka’s journey. The pyramidal shape symbolises the ascension of the soul, the capture of an instant when a ray of sun descends from the firmament.

	This was the official version, but my friend whose curiosity is insatiable, preferred to come up with his own interpretation. He had studied the secret papyruses in the temple of Hathor which were only accessible to priests of the highest rank. He found within them enough information to, at the very least, question the veracity of the orthodox explanation.

	He explained to me that the pharaoh Khufu was not remembered fondly by the generations who followed him, who accused him of desecrating a sacred place with his body. It seems that they saw it as pure vanity for him to desire to be buried in the biggest tomb that had ever been built.

	He talked to me about geometric studies of the pyramid, of its exact measurements and the proportions between their sides, edges and height, which left me speechless. I guessed that the great pyramid could tell more with its shapes, with its mere presence, than my interpretation associated with musical notes. That was just the beginning. I sympathised with, and indeed shared, Enufis’ anxiety about the loss of knowledge that had occurred over the centuries. Where had the knowledge of those who had built the pyramids gone?

	The magnificence of the construction was another of the aspects that had always troubled him; a pharaoh’s tomb had never in the past been known to reach such an enormous size. That concern had led him to look more deeply in the past. He read, searched and almost lost his mind in his attempt to uncover historical sketches of the building of these pyramids from the time of those pharaohs in particular. But it was all in vain. According to the explanation he gave to me, the great pyramid was mentioned on numerous occasions, although there are not reliable sources that establish its origin.

	It seems to have always existed.

	Enufis was telling me all this when, suddenly, he froze and stared into the distance. Next he jumped to his feet without warning.

	‘You need to see something,’ he said as he stared at me with a vacant gaze.

	Next he urged me to pick up all my things as quickly as possible as we were going to return to Heliopolis immediately.

	In response to my insistence to know why he had suddenly become so agitated, his lips whispered: ‘The stones hold the secret.’

	I begged him to tell me what he was thinking and even threatened not to move unless he did.

	As he hurriedly prepared the camel for the return journey, he explained that the fantastic stone surface that had originally covered the Great Pyramid had been removed by the Egyptians in times of economic difficulties and used as simple bricks to build their houses, leaving the pyramid with its strange, stepped appearance.

	And he knew where quite a lot of those stones had been used.

	Galloping on camels’ backs and towards the sunrise, we headed back to the city, leaving a trail of desert sand behind us as we flew across the land.

	When we reached the temple of Hathor, Enufis instructed me to shave my whole body and then he provided me with a priest’s tunic. He wanted me to pass for one of his own and therefore be able to take me into the heart of the temple. We entered silently and then he guided me in silence to the central courtyard. Pretending that we were meditating, I followed him to the wall which was separating the temple with the exterior.

	When we stopped there, he showed me some stones that were engraved with hieroglyphics, stuck into the wall about half way up. There was a long line of them from one side all the way to the other.

	‘I have spent my whole life walking past these stones and I’d never been able to make any sense of them, but I’m sure that you are going to be able to,’ he said.

	I couldn’t believe it when he told me that those stones came from the very Great Pyramid that we had been standing next to. He assured me that some of the papyruses from the temple archive certified it as fact, telling how, many generations ago, the temple monks were alerted to the fact that people from the village were taking stones from the pyramids, and so they sent a group of priests there along with other staff in order to save what they referred to as the ‘stone of great wisdom.’

	I objected that after going to so much trouble to collect these stones that it seemed ludicrous that they should be used as part of the stonework for something so mundane as a simple wall. According to Enufis, the most probable explanation was that over the years, and with the occurrence of political and religious conflicts, the importance of the stones was lost to the extent that one day an ignorant priest had the unfortunate idea of using them to build a wall.

	As he was finishing his story, I realised that there might be another feasible explanation to how the stones ended up where they were. If someone had wanted to keep them safe, hide them against damage or invaders or even imminent revolutions, the best thing to do would be to make them seem unimportant, separate them from the treasure room and leave them in plain sight, forming part of a humble wall.

	I carried on staring at the strange symbols in front of me. I wondered what they might mean. Enufis told me that thanks to the fact that the original order of the hieroglyphs had been maintained, it was possible to still read the message and he began to walk as he calmly read the hieroglyphs that were carved into the rock.

	 

	Four are the legacies that were left for man:

	 

	Water for creation

	Air for growth

	Earth for life

	Fire for love

	 

	I couldn’t believe what Enufis was reading. There really was a message in these stones.

	 

	The person who controls the four earthly elements

	Will have the door to wisdom opened to him

	And he will be granted the greatest treasure imaginable.

	Only he who knows how to see, will see.

	 

	Later on, although the hieroglyphs continued, they became impossible to read. We reached the end of the wall, where the symbols also finished.

	‘I think that this is your mission now,’ he said.

	Enufis wasn’t able to offer any answer to my question about the meaning of the hieroglyphs that were mixed up. ‘Maybe they got tired of keeping to the original order,’ he said, but that didn’t make sense to me. Why would they only bother to reconstruct the first few verses?

	Enufis could only assert that it was all written in an older style of calligraphy than the first, but he hadn’t been able to identify the verses in any liturgy, poem or speech that he knew of.

	I grew excited; this was magnificent. We were standing in front of a message that had been visible at the base of the Great Pyramid. All the knowledge that I’d acquired during the last nineteen years in those lands joined together with my most recent discoveries in music theory to form a solid hypothesis.

	‘It’s a form of musical annotation,’ I said, and with that an image of a long line of men around the perimeter of the pyramid, all invoking the gods with this chant entered my mind.

	‘Musical annotation…’ Enufis repeated, digesting my hypothesis. ‘A chorus chanting this message so they can help the pharaoh’s ka raise up to the other life?’

	My friend had understood exactly what I had meant. As we had always imagined, music was being used to join the two worlds, the divine and the human. However, if the theories about the Great Pyramid being even older were true, and that Khufu only borrowed the tomb, the next question that needed to be answered was: what was the pyramid used for first?

	I wasn’t able to solve such a great mystery right at that moment and so I decided to focus on what I had in front of me. I needed to start by trying to put the mess of symbols at the end of the line in order.

	I asked Enufis about the graphic representation of music in the Egyptian tradition and he explained that music had been written down with hieroglyphics that showed the seated conductor and after that, the changes in the position or inclination of his arm and fingers of his hand according to the melody that was to be played.

	His explanation disappointed me as the hieroglyphics on the wall didn’t seem to be anything like those described by Enufis. I insisted that I thought there was music hidden in there somewhere, maybe it was written in an unknown musical annotation. Enufis didn’t believe that my theory could be true, and I have to confess that he presented me with the solid argument that I myself would have put forward only days before: If it wasn’t Egyptian annotation, who had written it?

	I stopped speaking at that moment and bowed my head before the wise Enufis who had taught me so much. I couldn’t tell him that the music of the spheres hadn’t been created by anyone, that it had always existed.

	That was my last conversation with him. My destiny had set me a challenge and I had every intention of meeting it. A few days later I boarded this ship, bound for my home of Samos. Once there I will dedicate all my efforts to discovering the music of the spheres. In order to do this, I have brought with me a copy of the engravings from the wall in the temple of Hathor. Enufis helped me to transcribe them and gave me a piece of papyrus of the highest quality, the same that they use in the temple to write the most important texts on. To make it simpler for me, he translated each hieroglyph from the wall at the temple of Hathor into a different letter of the Greek alphabet. I have the transcription with me, in a safe place, separate from this, my diary. It’s now my most valued treasure. I’m convinced that that’s where I’m going to find what I’ve been looking for all my life, or maybe it’s always been there but I’ve never noticed it: the greatest secret ever to be revealed.

	Who was it that carved this music into the pyramid? I don’t know at the moment, and maybe that secret will remain buried in the desert sands forever more. But, as far as I’m concerned, I will not rest until I find the music of the spheres, because I believe that within it, I will find the essence of life. If I was capable of finding it, I’d hold more power in my hands than anyone else has ever possessed in the whole of history, the most important knowledge that could ever be imagined; the key to everything.


Chapter 55.

	‘Alicia!’ came Bibrau’s cry of welcome from the other end of the cafeteria corridor.

	‘Pai!’ instantly cried the boy who was playing alongside her.

	The two children jumped up and ran towards the door, crashing into Alicia and Miko like a couple of whirlwinds. The adults noticed how their battered emotional states finally gave way in the face of the children they had missed and began to cry. The emotional hugs, laughter and cries made the two travellers question their decision to leave them behind. Little Nico was used to his father’s absences, but it was evident that Bibrau had suffered more; she had been separated from her adopted parents after only just leaving her family home.

	Alicia felt a stabbing pain in her heart and she vowed never to abandon her again, ever.

	Rui, Miko’s patient friend, greeted them with puffy rings surrounding his eyes, and he withdrew, dragging his feet after giving them a summary of the entertaining week he had spent with the kids.

	They all made their way upstairs. The lounge had changed a great deal in comparison to what Alicia remembered. Right now, it looked more like a battle ground: toys littering the floor, a bench that had been overturned to make an improvised barricade, open children’s books, and spilled pots of paint. Rui had made a small cinema for them on one of the walls: Miko’s projector on a stool and a sheet for the screen. Nico and Bibrau went running towards it to fight for possession of the remote control.

	Miko didn’t bat an eyelid at the children’s invasion of his sacred music temple and he moved swiftly towards a chest that was located against a wall so that he could take out the instruments that they had collected from the four tests around the world one by one.

	First of all, he took out the drum that the San had given to them so they could perform the Dance of the Sun with them. Its apparently fragile appearance was greatly contrasted in the deep, strong sound that it gave off from its taught skin membrane.

	Secondly, he took out the ney that Wobniar had given to them after their accident-filled adventure in the tropical forests of Sumatra. That antique flute made of bamboo was probably just as old as the drum seeing as how the ney was the predecessor for all the modern types of flute that we see today.

	Next he looked over a Bibrau. Her voice, clear and yet also deep, had been given to them as a kind of offering. But the real gift was the girl herself; she was sensitive, loving and affectionate. He was going to have to take great care not to get too attached to her and so avoid the pain that he would inevitably feel when they had to return her to her grandfather, Taqquiq once they had done what she was here to help them do, whatever that may be.

	The fourth instrument was the one they had brought back from the navel of the world. Miko studied the harp that he had rescued from under the spherical stone that the Rapanui considered to be the centre of the universe very closely. It was made of a slightly curved neck that had five strings tied at the ends. It was a strange type of harp that looked more like it could be used as a bow to shoot arrows.

	Leaving the ‘human’ instrument to one side, Miko looked at the other three musical instruments all together for the first time and then realised what a great little orchestra they would make. Not only because the three represented the different classes of instruments: percussion, wind and string but also because there was something else that undoubtedly united them all, giving them a harmony that until now he hadn’t even considered. Miko was sure that these three elements formed part of a whole, but he was unable to guess what the key was at that moment. Thousands of images and memories rushed around his head, banging against each other fleetingly. He was sure that he had the answer hiding under a pile of information, but there was something that he was missing.

	Feeling frustrated by his lack of memory capacity, he decided to turn to some books for help. He went over to a shelf where he had a comprehensive collection of books on music theory, some volumes on the history of classical and contemporary music and his beloved collection of medieval music. He ran his finger over the section on ancient history and was drawn as if by a magnet to an old volume with a striped cover. A flash of clarity suddenly made his eyes open. The title of that thick book became the corner stone that would hold up the castle of clues that they had been collecting throughout the months gone by. He was now able to comprehend clearly the common origin of those three instruments. The book was called: The Music of Ancient Egypt and he could remember perfectly that there were colour pictures on the inside that gave intricate details of the instruments that people in that lost civilization used to play: the convex drum, the ney and the arched harp.

	He opened the book and impatiently looked for the colour illustration of an Egyptian harp which he remembered being in the centre pages. There it was, almost identical to the one they had just brought back from the Easter Island. The footnote on the photo said that it was a reconstruction of a harp from the III dynasty, and that it measured more than two metres, exactly four Egyptian cubits. He was just about to close the book and tell his companions about his transcendent discovery when something else caught his eye in the lower corner of the page. An asterisk indicated that the exact conversion used was: one Egyptian cubit = 0.523 metres.

	‘I can’t believe it…’ He murmured as he looked at Alicia who came over to him to see what was causing his apparent unease. ‘Alicia, that number has shown up again: 0.523.’

	Alicia glanced at the page, looked at the unit of measurement and then understood the real meaning of the numbers which had guided the game from one place to the next.

	‘The distances from place to place are all written in Egyptian cubits! What does that mean?’

	‘It means that we need to get to Egypt as quickly as possible. That’s where we’ll find the next piece for our adventure.’

	Alicia automatically turned towards Bibrau. The children had gone back to fighting over the remote control after the episode of the cartoon they were watching had finished.

	‘Don’t worry about them,’ Miko said as if he was reading her worried mind. ‘They’re coming with us.’

	Alicia’s face changed suddenly, it was as if she had seen a ghost.

	‘What’s this, Miko?’ she asked slowly, as if she didn’t believe what she could see in front of her.

	The musician turned around to face the make-shift screen. The children had accidentally changed the channel while they were fighting and now the news was showing. The image was of a bird’s eye view over some fields where they could see different shapes that had been made by crushing the stalks of the cereal crops. There were a variety of shapes and sizes, most of them were in the form of abstract concepts. The helicopter flew over a few of the smaller ones and then finally stopped and hovered over one that was absolutely enormous. It was a rectangle of four lines that were filled with little figures that represented the human form, birds and fish. The subtitle under the image completed the information: New crop circles appear in Wiltshire, England.

	Miko and Alicia looked at each other in shock. How on earth did the rongo-rongo pictures appear depicted on the fields when they had just discovered them and they hadn’t told anyone?

	The news ended and passed on to the weather forecast. Miko went straight over to the computer and turned it on and connected to the internet. He did a search for recent news stories about crop circles. Surprisingly there had been a lot of activity concerning this old mystery of late. The fields in Wiltshire, England had been singled out more than other places as they had been flattened by a multitude of these phenomenon, even though ‘circle’ wasn’t really a fitting name for the extravagant shapes that the bent crops showed. Miko found a load of pages full of complaints from farmers as well as crazy conspiracy theories that tried to explain the strange apparitions.

	But he still hadn’t found what he was looking for. He clicked on images so that he could filter only photos. The first ones that appeared were the famous snap shots from the seventies that had inspired album covers and more than one film.

	‘Isn’t that the Te Pito o te Henua?’ Alicia asked, pointing with a shaking finger to one of the smaller images on the list.

	‘I can’t believe it,’ Miko said, as he selected the image so they could see it at full resolution.

	The image showed four big circles placed around one that was bigger than the others, and they were all occupying a large space on agricultural land. Taken from a great height, it showed exactly the same shape as the stone formation at the ceremonial site on Easter Island, however when they zoomed in on the image they got an even bigger surprise.

	‘Oh my god!’ exclaimed Miko, ‘it’s like someone is telling our story!’ Alicia came up and hugged Miko from behind whilst looking at the screen and trying to make sense of what she saw.

	The first of the circles on the periphery showed an exact copy of the mural that they saw in the cave when they visited the San people.

	The second picture was really quite an accurate plan of the temple of Borobudur in Indonesia.

	The third was very easy. Even though they didn’t know how to read the language of the runes, they knew how to write the sentence that had appeared on the wheat field with their eyes closed: Bibrau is the girl who sits on the blue.

	The fourth circle was easy to match with the rongo-rongo tablet that they had found on Easter Island.

	They were unable to find a similarity or meaning to the shape that had been drawn in the middle, however; it didn’t correspond to anything they had encountered so far. This one was by far the biggest and it seemed to be a square with a circle in the middle, contained by the limits of the square. The circle was filled with thousands of dots, or spots.

	Miko wracked his brains looking for a meaning that was coherent and not dependant on coincidence.

	It was highly unlikely that anyone had explored the cave of the San, they were really secretive about it, and although it wasn’t impossible it was definitely unlikely. Being a centre for Buddhist pilgrims, Borobudur was one of the most visited places on the planet and had therefore been photographed countless times. In this case, anyone could have created a replica on the English wheat fields. The walking stick with the runes engraved on it was on exhibition in a museum, it was on show for all the public to see…

	‘The rongo-rongo symbols just don’t make sense,’ said Miko. ‘It was only two days ago that we discovered them and we haven’t told a soul. Nobody knows they even exist!’

	‘This is really beginning to frighten me, Miko. Those four circles show each one of the tests that we’ve passed in different places around the world, and now they suddenly appear on wheat fields…!’

	‘I have a hunch,’ said Miko. ‘I’ll check the dates.’

	After checking through some back copies of online local newspapers from the county of Wiltshire, Miko raised his head and began staring at the ceiling, his eyes apparently lost on something that was invisible to the others.

	‘The dates that the circles appear all correspond to the times when we finished our tests in South Africa, Indonesia, Greenland and Easter Island,’ he said, pausing as he tried to comprehend the causes for those coincidences on the timings.

	‘That doesn’t make sense…’ Alicia agreed and then walked away a little and began to pace the room, walking nervously in circles.

	‘Let’s take a close look at the other circles. It seems that in the last few weeks hundreds have appeared in the area.’

	Their investigations didn’t come up with anything new. They weren’t able to make any connections between the other shapes and the recent events in their lives. Even though some of them were just as beautiful and perfectly formed as the first, others were plainly crude copies.

	‘And what about this circle in the centre?’ Alicia asked. ‘Shouldn’t we be able to identify this last shape? It’s surrounded by the other four which are clearly ‘ours’… Maybe it’s another clue… This is the next mystery!’

	‘I think it could be much more than that; look at how it’s formed, it’s identical to the Te Pito o te Henua: four small circles around a large one. I think I understand what it means now: the four tests that have been passed and the final prize. The central circle is the solution we’ve worked so hard to get!’

	‘I don’t understand, do you mean that it’s a message for us? But who from?’

	‘I have no idea, but it’s clear that we’re the only people on the planet who would be able to identify all four of those circles.’

	‘As well as being the only ones who are in possession of the four instruments to face the final test; but what do we need to do, and where?’

	‘To find out ‘what’, we’ll need to work out what the message from the central circle is, the one with the disc covered in random spots. As for the ‘where’ I bet that it’s in Egypt. I still think that we should go there immediately.’

	‘Hang on a moment,’ Alicia hesitated, ‘I think we’re getting carried away. Are we really going to believe the crop circles are trustworthy? It’s already been proven that there was a huge prank. Wasn’t it just two old granddads in the English countryside who were responsible for the extraterrestrial alert that shook the planet?’

	‘Yes, I remember the headline,’ said Miko. ‘They were the ones who started by stamping on the wheat during the night, crushing it down to make strange patterns that captured the world’s imagination.’

	‘But if they’re a hoax, then we shouldn’t pay any attention to all that’s happened, even though we can see so much of our adventures reflected in them.’

	‘No, Alicia, tell me; what better way to hide a message than making it look like a fake? Look at the rest of the circles, they’re just decoys! Nowadays everyone just laughs when they hear about crop circles, people who investigate paranormal phenomenon and their far-fetched theories. It’s only people like us who already have the right keys who know how to interpret their hidden message.’

	‘But Miko,’ Alicia complained bitterly, ‘we still don’t know who made them, how they made them and why.’

	‘But there is one thing we know: and that it that they’re meant for us,’ Miko replied as he plunged back into the virtual world of his computer, clicking and typing frantically for a minute. ‘Yes, we’ve got a flight tomorrow! Let’s pack our bags, the plane for Cairo leaves at ten o’clock in the morning.’

	‘Alright,’ Alicia agreed, ‘I’ll call David so he can analyse the image on his computer. I don’t think we’ll manage to work out what the last test is without his help.’


Chapter 56.

	‘I’ve come to save you, brother,’ whispered Peter into William’s ear.

	He had taken every care for the long journey. The Academy’s private jet was waiting for them at the airport. The medical personnel who would take care of William during the journey pushed the trolley bed out of the room that he had occupied for the past twenty years. His physical condition had deteriorated over the past few days. The degenerative illness that was making him lose muscle mass had started to become evident in his face as the skin now lay flat on the bones rather than being supported by the soft tissue that was once there in between. William had aged twenty years in just one week.

	‘I will never put you back in there.’

	The prolonged absence of the heads of The Academy was beginning to cause concern as well as speculation among the lower levels. Peter continued to pretend that he knew nothing about what had happened to them, but he could still hear their cried for help, echoing around his head as those despicable men hysterically begged for salvation.

	Pythagoras’ diary that he had found in Neuschwanstein Castle clearly showed the instructions that should be followed in order to activate the music of the spheres. It was very straight forward: all he had to do was to play it at the base of the Great Pyramid! That was where the hieroglyphics that Pythagoras had copied in his friend Enufis’ temple in Heliopolis had originally come from.

	The sound of a mobile phone interrupted his momentary vision of the magnificent work that he would carry out in a very short time.

	‘I’ve found you at last, Mr Bigelow. Where have they all gone? We haven’t been able to make contact with any of them…’

	The call caught Peter off-guard. The number was that of the House of Geometry in Alaska. His heart skipped a beat; he could do nothing to control it. He didn’t need to be dealing with this call right now, he had all the information he needed to be able to cure William!

	‘I don’t know,’ he replied to the nervous young man who had decided to make the call in light of his boss’ absence. ‘Have you got any interesting or relevant information for me?’

	‘We’ve found the song, Mr Bigelow. There’s a complete match, every one of the 73 notes that you sent us for the search have appeared in a song that already exists.’

	Peter felt as if he had turned to stone.

	‘And who is the composer of this song? Where is he or she from?’ Peter shouted hurriedly.

	‘We found it on a Spanish web site but the author is a complete unknown. Well, he had a bit of success some years ago: dance music that was popular all over the world, but later he retired and he hadn’t done anything of any importance since then. His name is Miko Tarvuk. Not many people had visited his web page at all until a couple of weeks ago.’

	‘Has anything changed since then?’

	‘The song is becoming a huge hit and it’s spreading all over the internet like wildfire. It’s a TT on Twitter at the moment.’

	‘T-T?’ Peter asked, a little alarmed that he didn’t know the terminology.

	‘Trending Topic; something that’s being talked about a lot on all the social networks.’

	Peter’s brain was still spinning. A popular song that contained all the notes that he had had so much trouble finding?

	‘We need to investigate this composer,’ he ordered urgently. ‘I need to know everything about him. From who his music teachers were to where he went to when he was giving concerts around the world, what he did there, who he met, his vices and his virtues.’

	How on earth could some guy called Miko Tarvuk have managed to break down an indecipherable code of Greek characters on a scroll that nobody has even seen into music? Or was it that he had other sources…?

	‘Okay, we’ll send you a report. As a precautionary measure, we’ve blocked his server in order to avoid the song being spread, but in reality it’s not going to do much, the digitalized tune is already in the cloud.’

	‘Where does this guy live?’

	‘In Lisbon, but you won’t find him there. He’s just bought tickets for Egypt for tomorrow.’

	‘Egypt!’ He couldn’t believe it. Did this man know everything that he had figured out about the music of the spheres? How had he managed it?

	‘We need to find out exactly why this man is going there,’ Peter instructed.

	‘I imagine that he’s going to play in a concert, he’s famous now,’ the young man said in a tone that told Peter that he didn’t have the faintest idea.

	‘Look into it, damn you!’ he shouted furiously and he hung up.

	He had to move fast, it looked as if someone might beat him to it. If, as he had written in his diary, Pythagoras had transcribed the Egyptian hieroglyphics from the Great Pyramid to Greek letters that meant that the original, Egyptian music was playing all over the world thanks to some unknown musician who had uploaded it to the internet. If Miko Tarvuk was going to Cairo, it wouldn’t be a surprise if he found him at the base of the Great Pyramid, playing his song. Pythagoras associated this music with a mysterious ritual that would take place there. He didn’t know what this modern composer’s motives were, but he was sure that he should get there too. William and the whole of humanity needed the balsam of that music to awaken him from his long lethargy.



	

Chapter 57.

	Peter looked around the lobby of the Hotel Intercontinental with the eyes of a keen predator. He was seated on one of the comfortable chairs that had been placed there for the guests to use while they were waiting and it was in the perfect position for observing both the revolving door at the entrance and the reception desk. He checked Miko’s arrival time on his smart phone and saw that his plane had landed almost two hours before. It wouldn’t be long until Miko and his friends arrived at the hotel to check in.

	An incoming call lit up the screen of his mobile and it couldn’t have come at a more inconvenient time. He was about to reject the call furiously when he saw that it was from a Caribbean number. The House of Astronomy, he thought, and he answered the call rapidly but without taking his eyes off the entrance.

	‘Is it urgent?’ he asked without any preamble.

	‘Mr Bigelow, I’m very sorry to bother you, but we’ve been trying to contact Mr Lecygne for days and we still haven’t found him. The importance of our discovery has led us to take the step of making direct contact with you.’

	Philippe’s second in command in the House of Astronomy had a meticulous, professional tone of voice but it didn’t hide the fact that he was worried about his boss’ unexplained absence.

	‘Are you talking about the binary signals that came from the sun?’

	‘That’s right. We picked up a third pulse a few days ago.’

	‘Have you managed to decipher it yet?’

	‘No, the binary code has us completely baffled. We’ve tried with all the codes and algorithms that we know, but we have no idea what it represents.’

	‘And so why are you calling me?’ Peter enquired, irritated. ‘Carry on with your task!’

	In his heart of hearts he thought that all this stuff about signals from outer space had nothing at all to do with the music of the spheres.

	‘The three signals have enabled us to triangulate where they are aimed at to quite a large degree of accuracy. The target has always been the same point, some land coordinates in the south of England, the county of Wiltshire to be exact.’

	The new information didn’t mean a thing to Peter. His patience was on the verge of running out. He sighed and gave Lecygne’s assistant a second more to carry on with his explanation.

	‘A few weeks ago, there were some strange things happening in that area. The cereal fields have once again become the sites for strange shapes to be drawn in the crops. They can only be seen from the air, but all the stalks of the wheat have been bent down to make different patterns.’

	‘Crop circles?’ Peter was puzzled; he thought that the phenomenon had ended decades ago. Even though he wasn’t usually a great believer in paranormal theories, he hadn’t bought the official version with which the case was deemed well and truly closed. Two villagers, both of whom were getting on in years, had got drunk in the pub and then gone out to crush the wheat in some wooden sleighs; wasn’t that a far less credible than that of the extraterrestrial origin of the patterns? The huge dimensions of the patterns, implying a certain amount of time and considerable resources, and the complex calculations and fractal technology involved in the shapes that had been drawn didn’t fit the profile of being carried out by two, bored, drunk men. But what could have turned into the new ‘Area 51’ became instead more of like an esoteric theme park, a profitable tourist attraction: excursions, courses about how to make crop circles, museums, shops, cafés… When you stopped to think about it, if anyone had wanted to cover up the real importance that the circles had, he couldn’t have come up with a better plan than to trivialize the whole matter and make it into just another consumer item for our ignorant society to go after.

	‘Hundreds of them have appeared just recently,’ Lecygne’s helper pointed out on the other end of the line, awaiting a direct order from the head of The Academy.

	Peter was visualizing the binary pulses drawing random pictures on the English crops. What on earth did that have to do with the music of the spheres?

	He realised that he needed to change his train of thought immediately. Miko Tarvuk had just appeared at the hotel.

	He hung up without even saying goodbye and hid behind a newspaper. He had fixed the image of the musician in his mind so he was able to recognise him as soon as he set eyes on him. However, he wasn’t able to place the woman and two children who accompanied him. There was a lively boy of about seven years old and a frightened looking girl who must have been around ten. Was it really possible that he had brought his whole family? His mind presented him with a quick thought about how he would be able to use this unexpected situation to his advantage, but for the moment he decided that he should stick to the established plan.

	He had also registered at the hotel and he had left his case at reception so that it could be taken up to his room. Once inside his room, he took off the label which identified it with the room number and he placed it carefully into his inside jacket pocket.

	He saw Miko approach the reception desk and how his companions went roaming around the hotel’s entrance lobby. The woman was pointing to things and explaining everything they came across to the young girl. Out of the corner of his eye, Peter kept watch on the process of their suitcases being unloaded from a mini-van. The hotel trolley was full to the brim with various cases, one of them of an exceptionally large size. The bell boys went over to their boss and he told them where they should take them all. Peter jumped up energetically and followed the trolley to the lift. He got there just in time to be able to jump in front and thereby escape any suspicion. The doors opened and Peter got in first, followed by the trolley filled with Miko and company’s cases as well as some others belonging to other guests.

	As he had predicted, Miko and his family remained in the lobby while they completed the check-in process. What Peter hadn’t planned for was the number of cases that they were going to bring. He only had one ticket with his room number on. He had thought that Miko would arrive with only one case. He slid his hand inside his jacket and touched the paper label. His plan was to have a look at the musician’s luggage and so find out more about what had brought him to Egypt, and if his intentions in any way interfered with his perfect plan for the music of the spheres. The moment had come; he had to decide. The biggest of the cases was in reality a wooden chest. It looked the most promising of all of the cases in terms of being what he was looking for. The bell boy who was holding onto the trolley was completely absorbed in watching the panel which showed the different floors. It was the perfect opportunity. They were at the third floor when he began the manoeuvre of exchanging the labels. First of all he had to take off the label from the case, then, on the seventh floor he began the substitution and by the time they reached the fourteenth floor, the tickets had been swapped. The lift stopped at floor fifteen and the trolley was slowly pushed out while Peter remained at the back of the lift, hoping that the bell boy would check the label and room number before delivering them.

	Next, he went up to his room and tried to calm himself down. He had to appear serene so that he could put on a good act.

	Three minutes later there was a knock at the door. He put on an irritated face and opened the door.

	‘It’s about time my luggage arrived!’ he shouted at the boy who he had seen in the loft before. The bell boy looked very confused; no doubt it was due to some confusion when he had left the cases with the previous guest.

	‘Come on, bring it inside, boy!’ Peter ordered, flashing a 100 dollar note in front of the young man’s eyes. That soon got rid of any doubts he had about where the case belonged.

	The door closed and Peter stood in front of the chest. He had to hurry up; it wouldn’t be long before Miko noticed that his case was missing and went to complain. Even though it was protected by a padlock, Peter had some strong pliers ready and had soon cut through the steel as if it was butter. His plan was to disappear from the hotel as soon as he had seen what was inside. He had given false documentation to the hotel receptionist so nobody could follow his trail.

	What he found inside the chest left him cold. The first thing that caught his eye was also the biggest. He was instantly reminded of his friend, Amir, the Egyptian musician who was also an expert in ancient music. Thanks to him, he could recognise the harp with a curved neck. He picked it up carefully and gently brushed his fingers over the strings. An elegant sound was released by the contact and amplified by the sound box. The conversations between himself and Amir about ancient Egyptian musical traditions came to mind. That instrument transported him to that world of secret rituals that were carried out to the sound of suggestive melodies.

	The small drum, on the other hand, had none of the delicate features of the harp, but its rudimentary appearance and build belied the powerful, dry and visceral sound that Peter got out of the leather from a string of hits.

	The third, and last, instrument was a flute. In spite of its extremely fragile aspect, Peter couldn’t resist putting it to his mouth. The rough feel of it against his lips from the hard bamboo cane made him think that the instrument didn’t want to be played. The terrible out of tune noise that sounded when he blew into it confirmed his suspicions.

	The chest didn’t contain anything else. He still didn’t know what these strange instruments were doing there, but he had a feeling that they were very important. Maybe he had missed something during his investigation into the music of the spheres, something that this dance music composer had guessed as he was carrying out a parallel search.

	But there was no time to think. He replaced all the instruments to the chest as quickly as he could and then left the room. Luckily the corridor was empty. That meant that nobody had noticed the error with the room number on the luggage. When they did, they would find it there, with the padlock broken but everything as it should be. As there hadn’t been a robbery, he hoped that nobody would want to start an investigation to find out who had paid for the room in advance and then vanished into thin air.

	He took the stairs and walked down as if he had all the time in the world, in stark contrast to the internal chaos he was experiencing after finding the musical instruments. When he reached the ground floor, Miko and his companions weren’t there. He left the hotel and wandered along the Nile Corniche until he reached the start of the Qasr al-Nil bridge. A pair of huge, bronze, lions guarded the entrance to the bridge. Peter saw it as a challenge to find the piece of the mechanism which was still needed for him to uncover the best-kept secret of the ancient Egyptian civilization. He searched for the bench where he had made the connection of Ancient Egypt with Pythagoras’ scroll and it all came flooding back to him like an ancient psalm that the imposing flow of the river had carried down from the temples of High Egypt, whispering them in the gushing current and reviving his memory:

	 

	Four are the legacies that were left for man:

	 

	Water for creation

	Air for growth

	Earth for life

	Fire for love

	 

	The person who controls the four earthly elements

	Will have the door to wisdom opened to him

	And he will be granted the greatest treasure imaginable.

	Only he who knows how to see, will see.

	 

	‘Water, wind, earth and fire,’ he counted in his head, ‘the four basic elements of nature for all the ancient cultures.’

	His mind suddenly jumped to an association that hadn’t occurred to him before; when he read the word ‘wind’ the flute from Miko Tarvuk’s trunk popped into his head. The flute was a wind instrument.

	He immediately analysed the relationships between the other instruments and chemical elements.

	The neck of the harp and the sounding box are both made of wood, and the strings of plaited thread. They were elements which had strong associations with the concept of ‘earth’.

	Peter was thoroughly aware that the sound of the drum activated the limbic zone of the brain, the most primitive part. In fact, its sound evoked the first gong, or tam-tam as it is also known. If he closed his eyes, those simple beats from a drum could make you travel back in time to pre-history, when the first hominids played their drums around the fire to join the group together and scare away enemies. The drum and the fire became essential elements for our survival, forming a permanent association with each other in the form of a neurological connection in our brains.

	And what about the water? He still didn’t have an instrument that would completely prove his theory. He looked out over the River Nile. The water for Egyptians meant life itself. When the river rose, it gave life to all the crops in the delta, allowing the species to survive; a human species which had grown up at sea. Homo sapiens that was made up of seventy per cent water; water represented the human race, and its own, magical instrument: song!

	His heart threatened to jump out over the railing. He couldn’t believe that the scroll, that he thought he had examined from back to front and inside out, still held some of its secrets from him. He tried to clear his mind, erase what he had learnt until now, in order to be able to perceive what else these verses had yet to reveal to him.

	 

	The person who controls the four earthly elements

	Will have the door to wisdom opened to him

	 

	Now it was clear what the verse meant: that only the person or people who have the four musical instruments would be able to open ‘the door to wisdom’.

	But what door was he referring to? According to Pythagoras’ diary, the song should be sung at the Great Pyramid. Could it open a new door in the pyramid of Keops?

	That question reminded him of his conversation with his colleague, Amir about the unsolved mysteries of ancient Egypt. What could there be, behind that door? Could it be the revelation of the definitive truth about the age of the Great Pyramid?

	The bizarre story about the crop circles that had settled somewhere inside his head jumped out to the front to steal the limelight and pose one, last question: could it be an opening to the stars? Some kind of portal?

	What could be causing the crops circles that appeared in English wheat fields if it wasn’t something extraterrestrial?

	The first sentence in the scroll made total sense now.

	 

	Four are the legacies that were left for man

	 

	‘No,’ thought Peter, ‘it wasn’t exactly about extraterrestrial, in fact it was very terrestrial. The word ‘legacies’ can only imply that someone left the water, air, earth and fire, that is, the four instruments, here on earth thousands of years ago.

	‘Atlantis!’ Peter cried in such excitement that he didn’t even notice the surprised reaction of all the people around him. ‘The lost civilization!’

	A new vision eclipsed all the others, this one showed the ‘descendants of Horus’ going up a set of stairs in the Dendera Temple, loaded down with offerings and returning to the void.

	The picture could now be seen in its entirety; the mystery around the scroll shined like the moon on a dark night. At last, the music of the spheres could be heard loud and clear.

	Peter’s imagination flew him to the Atlantis pre-civilization, the one that, according to legend, occupied our planet until the great flood. He pictured himself walking along the street that was paved with gold tiles. Everyone smiled as they passed by. People didn’t need to use words because communication was carried out by using sounds which caused slight vibrations on the skin. Words can mislead, but music expresses our feelings in their true state. The scent of purple bougainvillea filled the air and the unmistakable sound of the kingdom’s anthem could be heard in the background; it was, of course, the music of the spheres. The inhabitants used small, private air craft for their personal journeys. The planes were mechanical machines which never failed and therefore never caused the death of their occupants. Peter opened the front door to his house and his mother was waiting to greet him with his favourite apple cake which she had just taken from the oven. His brother, William was playing in the back yard, swinging and shouting with pure joy. He father was coming down from his composing studio at just that moment. He was wearing a white tunic and walking around barefoot. With his pointed beard he could easily have been mistaken for Pythagoras the Greek.

	But one day it began to rain non-stop, and months later this civilization decided to leave the earth as matter of urgency. The monks, however, who held all the wisdom, ordered that texts were left in the Great Pyramid with instructions about how to return: four instruments and a song.

	 

	And he will be granted the greatest treasure imaginable.

	 

	Thousands of years later, he held that same treasure in his hands: the power to change the world. Peter Bigelow was responsible for bringing back that very same civilization. With the music of the spheres spread all over the world he would be able to modify the brain patterns of all human beings and change the planet back to how it used to be: a pure civilization.


Chapter 58.

	‘I’ll go and get the room keys,’ said Miko after going through the large, revolving doors at the front of the hotel. He was annoyed to see a long queue that was made up of a large group of Japanese tourists but he gave Alicia a kiss and went over. ‘Wait here and hold onto the kids so they don’t escape and damage something,’ he added with a smile.

	While he waited patiently he had time to go over what they had done that day. The truth was, it hadn’t been very productive with regards to their research but the four of them had had a great time together. They looked like a family and that had made him see the whole matter of the music box in another light. It no longer mattered to him if the game reached a dead end there in Egypt, if they didn’t find the last test, or if they didn’t decipher the last clue. It had been worth it just for the journey.

	That morning they had visited a museum of Egypt but even though they had focused their attention of the room full of musical instruments of all shapes and sizes, they hadn’t had any luck. They studied harps, contemplated sistrums, flutes, trumpets and cymbals from throughout the ages. That’s why in the afternoon, while Alicia and the children rested, he had visited a couple of libraries and soaked himself in the music of ancient Egypt. He had been hoping to find something written somewhere about what to do with a harp, a drum, a ney and a singing girl; but he didn’t find anything.

	Later, they had gone to a pizzeria for dinner where despite their constant quarrelling, the children had had a great time. He looked back at the queue of tourists again and sighed in resignation.

	 

	Peter entered the hotel just a minute after Miko and the whole family. He had been following them from a safe distance the whole day from the comfort of his hired car. Miko’s first move had predictably been to visit the Egyptian museum. It did, however, surprise him that Miko decided to visit two public libraries later in the day. He couldn’t resist letting out a satisfied smile when he thought that the musician was still a long way off from finding out more about the music of the spheres! Later, in the evening, they went for dinner and he used the time to pop in to see his friend, Amir in his recording studio. It wasn’t just a friendly visit; he wanted to ask him for a big favour. Next he went to a hairdresser and had his hair dyed and then to a shopping centre to buy various other things; among which were a small false beard, sunglasses and a hat. He felt completely ridiculous, but he hoped that they would help him to go unrecognised by the hotel staff when he went in.

	He got back in time to follow them on their return to the Intercontinental. The family appeared to be happy and relaxed. The internet had been useful to get some information about the musician, and find out that he only had one child, a boy called Nicolas. He deduced from that, that the girl who had distinctly Eskimo-like features, was the ‘song’ instrument that was missing from his orchestra.

	Peter waited for the right moment like an eagle when it circles a rodent. Miko went up to reception to ask for the keys. There was a long queue of tourists who were all coming in at the same time and that was very helpful for his plan. It was at that moment that the girl indicated to the woman that she needed to use the bathroom and so he saw how the woman warned the lively-looking boy to behave himself while he was waiting outside.

	That was the opportunity he had been waiting for. He went up to the child and smiled at him mischievously.

	‘Hi there, your sister’s a real pain, isn’t she?’ he asked in as friendly a way as he could. He knew next to nothing about children, but it was obvious that brothers and sisters of a similar age are always squabbling about something.

	‘Yeah,’ the boy replied cautiously. ‘But she’s not my sister,’ he stated and thereby confirming Peter’s theory.

	‘That toy you’ve got there,’ he said as he pointed to a robot that changed into a car, ‘it’s a Zimmerman, right?’

	Nico nodded his head in agreement.

	‘It’s a Zimmer 1,’ the child replied confidently.

	‘I know, my son has the whole collection,’ Peter replied and he took a toy figure out of his pocket. It had been tricky, trying to identify the one that Nicolas had when he had been looking for something similar in the toy shop at the shopping centre. ‘Would you like to play with my son, his name’s Daniel? He’s just behind that wall.’

	The boy hesitated, looking at the door to the ladies’ toilet out of the corner of his eye.

	‘Or maybe you would rather wait for your sister and share the toys with her.’

	Nico scrunched up his lips to pull a face that showed how much he didn’t want to do that.

	‘I told you, she’s not my sister,’ he replied, and he held out his hand to the stranger and they went towards the back part of the lobby which connected via a commercial area to an exit at the rear of the hotel. There was a hire car waiting for Peter with the engine already running.

	 

	Finally, Miko was nearly at the front of the queue at reception. I should have taken the keys with me, he complained to himself, feeling frustrated by the loss of time.

	‘Where’s Nico?’ Alicia asked him from behind. Miko spun around, noticing Alicia’s angry face, dealing with his son’s umpteenth naughty prank of the day showing her loss of patience.

	‘That little rogue is running wild again!’ Miko cried. ‘Have you checked the amusement arcade?’

	‘It was the first place I checked when I came out of the bathroom with Bibrau,’ said Alicia with a look of worry installed firmly on her face by now. ‘I told him not to move.’

	Miko felt a stabbing sensation in his stomach. The incident with the chest and the disappearing hotel guest had put him on alert and he was aware that someone may be following them. But why? When he failed to find a reasonable answer, he decided to put it to the back of his mind.

	‘He must be somewhere close by. He can’t have gone far…’ Miko reasoned, studying the whole, enormous, ground floor of the hotel from one end to the other. There were still a lot of people there, but there was no trace of Nico. He was beginning to get really worried. His hands began to shake. ‘Let’s call the police.’

	He turned back around to reception to raise the alarm, but the receptionist spoke in before he had the chance.

	‘Here are your keys, Mr Tarvuk and somebody left a letter for you.’

	He immediately saw that the name Nicolas was written in large letters on the front of the envelope. Miko grabbed the letter from the receptionist’s hand and opened it with his heart in his mouth. Before reading, he took another quick look around the lobby in search of Nico. Nothing.

	‘What does the letter say?’ Alicia asked with a lump in her throat. She could see that Miko was re-reading the contents of the message with a mixture of disbelief and rage. In the end, he broke down into tears and Alicia led him, sobbing inconsolably to an armchair before he collapsed onto the floor.

	The paper slipped out of Miko’s hand and onto the tiled floor. Alicia picked it up and read the message.

	 

	‘Great Pyramid at Giza. Tomorrow, 6.00h.

	Invite your girlfriend and stepdaughter,

	And don’t forget the other three instruments.

	If you do as I have requested, you’ll get your son back safe and sound.’



	
Chapter 59.

	It was five to six in the morning and the sun hadn’t yet peaked over the horizon. A van was driving up a ramp which led up to the Giza plateau. Miko was driving. His bloodshot eyes reflected the accumulated anxiety that he had suffered throughout his sleepless night, worrying constantly about where his son was. Alicia was next to him, silently reproaching herself, blaming her decision to leave Nico alone for his disappearance. Bibrau was in the back seat, still sleepy after being awoken so early. They hadn’t said anything to her, but the girl was bright enough to know that something very serious was happening.

	 

	Peter checked his watch. There were five minutes until the arranged meeting time. It was still dark. He had chosen such an early time for their encounter as he thought there would be fewer people to witness his masterpiece. He didn’t want any nosy tourists or busybodies. He was waiting at the foot of the Great Pyramid next to the ambulance where his brother was laying, unaware of the great miracle that he was going to work in a few minutes. His friend, Amir, was also inside waiting for the moment that he was called on to participate in an ancestral musical ritual from ancient Egyptian times; at least that’s what Peter had told him he was there for. He had given the nurse and doctor who had travelled with them from New York the day off. William wasn’t going to need them anymore.

	Miko saw the ambulance and the man who was standing right next to it. Neither the lights nor the siren were connected so it didn’t draw too much attention, but at that time of day, there weren’t many people whose attention it could catch. He pressed down on the accelerator determinedly and he stopped a few metres away from it. The dust cloud that came off the van covered the man but he didn’t even blink. At last, Miko could look the man who had kidnapped his son in the eye. Far from being a suspicious looking miscreant, the man was tidy and well-dressed. He had expected to have had to deal with a gang of ruthless kidnappers, but surprisingly enough, he had come alone. He was just as out of place there as the three, incredible pyramid structures were right there in the middle of the desert. Miko got out of the car, instruction Alicia and Bibrau to wait inside. For a moment he thought that his best bet would be to charge at him and punch him until he told him where Nico was. A large calibre pistol which the man was pointing at his head made him reconsider that approach.

	‘Don’t go doing anything stupid,’ Peter warned, sensing the spark of violence that had lit up in Miko’s eyes. ‘Everything will turn out fine, as long as you do everything I tell you and behave yourself.’

	‘Where’s Nicolas?’ asked Miko, raising his voice in a serious tone. His eyes were drawn towards the ambulance for a moment.

	‘He’s not in there,’ Peter announced, ‘the ambulance is for a friend of mine. Your son is well. I’m sure he won’t even have woken up yet.’

	‘How can I be sure that he’s okay?’

	‘Please, let’s save ourselves all the nonsense about proof of him being alive and all those useless speeches. I’m not interested in your son; I won’t even be interested in you all after we do what we’ve come here to do.’

	Miko didn’t know what to make of that man who looked like a librarian who was playing at being a gunman. Precisely because of that eccentric combination he was sure that the man was even more dangerous than a real thug.

	‘Alright,’ he accepted. The guy didn’t look like a sadist, and he was positive that if he played along with him, it would all be over soon. ‘What do you want from me?’

	‘It’s not just you I need; I’ll need your two girls as well. I assume that you’ve brought the chest with the instruments like I requested.’

	‘If you want those old things so much, why didn’t you just take them yesterday? We could have avoided all this hassle.’

	‘You don’t seem to understand; the instruments are only one part of the whole show. I need you all to play, that’s why you’re here.’

	Miko started to put all the pieces together. They had come to Egypt in order to look for the last place to carry out the ‘final test’ of their round the world trip. For some, unknown reason, that man had decided that the Great Pyramid was where the test had to take place. The truth was that as the last backdrop for the climax to their adventure, it was magnificent. However, he had no idea how this man had found out about his travels around the globe and what he was hoping to achieve with all this.

	‘Who are you?’ Miko blurted out.

	The question took Peter by surprise, and shook his confidence for a fraction of a second. Both of their destinies crossed over in an icy stare. Somewhere in amongst all the hatred that they felt for each other, a tiny hint of intimacy had slipped in. As much as they detested the fact, they were in this situation together. For a moment they both felt that they were part of something much bigger that had brought them together on purpose.

	But life had taught him not to trust people.

	‘You can call me Pythagoras.’

	The Greek scholar? Miko guessed that it was just an alias, but he sensed that the choice of name wasn’t accidental. Pythagoras had unravelled the mathematical principles of musical harmony, and music had the central element in this game: the music box had set it all in motion, the solution to the tests had been based on knowledge of music, and they had received four musical instruments as their prizes. In the end, didn’t the whole adventure add up to being a musical epic?

	‘Why do you want us to do it?’ asked Miko in an attempt to start a conversation with the man.

	‘Because you already know the score, damn you!’

	‘Do you want to play Square Circle here?’

	‘Of course I do, what else would I want?’ Peter exclaimed impatiently. ‘You can start bringing all the instruments here and tell the women to come too.’

	‘I don’t want them to be involved in this,’ Miko refused. ‘I’m a musician; I’ll play whatever you want, wherever you want.’

	‘I really don’t believe that you can be in four places at once,’ Peter growled as he moved the end of the gun within inches of Miko’s face. ‘Come on, everyone get over here!’

	Miko noticed that Pythagoras’ eyes were darting around frantically in their sockets. That man’s brain was at exploding point; he didn’t want to push him over the edge. He went over to the back door of the van and took out the chest that contained the instruments.

	‘What does that guy want?’ asked Alicia, frightened, from the front seat.

	‘He’s just some crazy guy who wants us to play Square Circle. I think that if we humour him, he’ll let us go and give Nico back.’

	‘Oh my god!’ said Alicia. ‘Have you created some kind of psychopathic fan?’

	‘I don’t think so, but I get the feeling that he knows pretty much everything about our adventure.’

	‘Has that mad man found out everything that we worked so hard to uncover? Do you think he knows what to do with all four instruments and what we might be able to achieve with it?’

	‘Look,’ said Miko, sliding the chest out of the van, ‘I don’t know and I really don’t care. I just want to do whatever necessary to get my son back.’

	‘But Miko, we know that there’s something big hiding behind this last test. The power of the magic we’ve released has got bigger with every test. We’ve shaped fire, we’ve blown a helicopter to destruction, we’ve melted a glacier and made an enormous stone levitate. Are we really going to let a lunatic get his hands on the immense power the last test must be sure to unfold?’

	Miko hesitated. He only wanted to see Nico again, but it’s true that it meant throwing away everything they’d been working for during the last few weeks.

	‘What can we do if not?’ he asked.

	‘I don’t know, we could make some modifications to the song, change a note without him realizing… That would mean that the test is ruined, but at least he’d be happy to have tried.’

	‘I don’t want to take any risks. This guy hasn’t considered the chance of failing; we’d better give him what he wants.’

	‘But couldn’t the future of humanity be at risk? We could be playing with the health of the planet earth, or something even worse…’

	Alicia’s words reminded Miko of the crop circle images that seemed to illustrate their four adventures from fields in England. The unexpected connection opened up the prospect that the game was much more important than they had imagined. Now it wasn’t just a case of solving whatever mystery the music box held inside, nor even to permit the forgotten composer that lived inside him to chance to be re-born, it wasn’t even about the fact that it had led to him discovering the woman of his life while they followed the clues together, solving problems all over the world. He agreed with Alicia, whatever it was that they were mixed up in would have an effect on the whole of humanity.

	‘Don’t ask me to choose between my son and the rest of civilization; that choice has already been made.’

	Alicia’s eyes clouded over for an instant. The scales of justice appeared before her, an image which she had revered for as long as she had been able to think. Her instinct had led her to try and make everything around her balance, that’s why she had studied law and why she had become a lawyer. On one side of the scales the weight of the whole of humanity made the dish sink so far down that the other side, showing a frightened boy, screaming out for his father, was as high as it could go. The goddess, Justice, was merciless with the poor boy. The scales passed judgement without a shadow of a doubt… Alicia, however, didn’t agree with the decision. The universal values that she had believed in up until now all fell away. Divine justice was a utopia and the law a chimera. She reached out an imaginary arm to grab hold of the boy and rescue him. The side of the scales that was holding the planet earth fell into the abyss below it.

	‘Let’s finish this and get Nico back,’ she said in the end.

	Miko had been waiting patiently for her reply, knowing that Alicia was attempting to free herself from internal struggles. He took a deep breath and gave his companion a long blink of gratitude.

	‘Get Bibrau and we’ll leave the van.’

	‘Why does he want us?’

	‘We’re his musicians; we know the song by heart.’

	When they went back to face Peter, he was carrying the body of an unconscious person over his shoulder. Next to him there was another young man who looked as if he was completely confused about what was going on there. The three of them were all dressed in white tunics and were barefoot.

	‘We can’t waste any more time, dawn is about to break,’ Peter said in a powerful voice, unaffected by the weight he was carrying on his shoulder. ‘This is what I want you to do: Miko, the woman and you, Amir, each take an instrument. Each of you should take the one that you play the best. The girl already has hers, her throat. Then, you’ll go to one side of the pyramid each and stand in the centre, where the pyramid goes inwards ever so slightly. I’ll go up to the top. When I get there, I’ll give you the signal to begin playing. Don’t stop until I tell you to.

	They were unable to hide the surprise on their faces when they heard this strange plan. Go to the top of the pyramid barefoot and carrying a person? Miko thought that he would never manage it.

	‘Come on, let’s get moving!’ Peter ordered them all. He then turned to Miko with an angry glare and said: ‘Don’t you even think about trying anything strange.’

	Next, he walked to the base of the pyramid without looking back, as if he was totally confident that nobody would dare to disobey him.

	Miko opened the chest and Amir immediately grabbed the Egyptian harp. He picked it up respectfully, treating it as the sacred relic it was as his eyes inspected all its details in wonder.

	‘This is an authentic harp,’ he said astonished. ‘It must have come from the pre-dynastic period. It’s fabulous.’

	‘Great, that one’s for you then,’ Miko said and he gave the drum to Alicia while he kept hold of the ney, just as they had done in the arctic.

	Little Bibrau looked at them without understanding what they were saying, although she had understood, even before they had, what they had to do. She was afraid. Her moment had come; The Song of the Sun that her ancestors had taken so much care to keep alive was finally going to be played where it should be.

	Peter picked William up with both arms and lifted him onto the first block of stone which was about a metre and half off the ground. It didn’t take too much effort, but he knew that the ascent was going to be tough. He had to get up there any way he could and he knew that he only had his strength to get all the way to the top of the hundred and fifty metres that the Great Pyramid measured.

	After getting up about fifteen flights of the steps he paused to catch his breath and take a look below. He could see that Miko was where he should be, looking upwards with his arms crossed. Good, everything was going to plan. He took William’s pulse and listened to his breathing. His constants were normal. He remembered the few moments of their childhood when they had escaped their father’s strict vigilance and let their rebellious sides come out to play. His brother was missing the greatest trick that they could ever have imagined. He jumped up, took hold of William once more, and carried on climbing.

	 

	Down below, all four of the musicians had positioned themselves according to the kidnapper’s instructions. Miko was beginning to grow impatient. If the sun rose and tourists began to arrive it would all get much more complicated.

	Alicia took it upon herself to accompany Bibrau to her place, from where they could see the man who had taken Nico appear at the top. When the girl got closer to her and comforted her with a warm embrace she realised that she was more nervous than the little Inuit.

	Amir was also in his place. He didn’t know what Peter’s intentions were, but the harp that he was holding had had him so enchanted that all he wanted to do was to start playing it. He looked at the piece of paper that Peter had given him with the music for Square Circle written on it. He wasn’t sure if the sounds it depicted had any relationship to Egyptian music. His first reaction was that it didn’t as it seemed very simple, but at least that made it easier to play.

	 

	Peter faced the central part of the climb with renewed energy when he saw that the size of the blocks that made up the steps decreased as the pyramid got higher. On his second break he looked to the Orient. The darkness of the night sky was beginning to fade away. He needed to go faster.

	The last steps of the giant staircase got even smaller, reaching a height of just under half a metre, helping Peter to finish his incredible task. The upper stones of the top had been removed, and in their place Peter saw a small area where he could lay William down and give himself a short rest too. His tunic was stuck to his body because of the sweat that was covering him. The dignified image that he had predicted of himself during the ritual was now one of a man in tattered rags. He told himself that it wasn’t important, that he should focus on the important part of what he was doing.

	‘My dear brother,’ he said in between gasps for air, ‘you’re going to be the first in a new breed of people to walk the earth; a new world for you and for me.’

	If he was right, the Great Pyramid would work as an enormous musical instrument, unifying the sound that the players generated at each of its faces. The idea, suggested by Pythagoras in his diary, was based on the fact that the geometry of the triangular faces made the Tetraktys, the shape which represented the perfection of numbers and which showed the proportions between harmonious musical notes: the fourth, the fifth and the eighth.

	He remembered his dead parents and looked up.

	‘I can’t do anything to save you now, but I am going to give William back his life,’ he said to the heavens.

	He felt deeply satisfied. In just a few minutes, when the music finished, he would have completed his life’s mission. His father and even Pythagoras himself could feel proud of him.

	From where he was standing he had magnificent views of the Giza plain, but he was more interested in what was happening down at the base of the pyramid. He saw the woman in the shadows, running to get into position. The others were all in the places already, waiting for his command to begin playing. He lay William down right at the centre of the top stone of the pyramid so that he could receive all the energy from the Music of the Spheres with its the power resonating through the biggest musical instrument ever built by man. By man? No, by a 'protoman', by a civilization which lived before our own and which thanks to him, Peter Bigelow, and his intelligence which led him to decipher the message that had been left behind, would reclaim the place that it lost thousands of years ago.

	He raised his arm for five seconds, making sure that they were all paying attention, and then he solemnly brought it down, imitating the gesture that he had seen his father make all his life.

	His ears were able to hear the first notes rising up the stepped sides of the pyramid almost instantly. The sound of the instruments reached him clearly there at the top yet they sounded a little out of tune. Peter waited for a few bars until the musicians took control of the very rudimentary instruments they were playing. The sound continued to get better, but the group still didn’t sound completely right. Peter noticed that there were overlaps between the instruments and Bibrau’s voice and understood that because they were so far away from each other, unable to make visual contact, it was difficult for them to synchronise.

	That’s why he was there; to be the conductor of the orchestra! He would guide the transition of civilization with his baton; from the bad, to justice, from ignorance to reason!

	He lifted his hand and started to move it in smooth waves through the air until he got the rhythm he wanted. At that very moment the first ray of light hit the top of the pyramid. It was time. He imagined that from down below it would look as if he was being illuminated by a beam of light from god; the messiah, the chosen one.

	Peter began to turn around from his spot at the top of the pyramid so that all four of the musicians could see his face. Square Circle was very soon being played in sync and sounded just as it should.

	Bibrau’s voice made all the hairs on his arms stand on end. It was as if the girl’s throat could send out the spirit of all the goddesses from Atlantis, evoking their imminent return. He hadn’t cried since his mother died, but he had to fight to hold back the tears by closing his eyes tightly so as not to let his emotions escape.

	Peter felt as if his feet were floating over the tip of the stone pinnacle. A rush of energy flowed along his spinal column and left him unable to move, frozen, for a few seconds. He could feel the force of the sound waves coming up through the four walls and concentrating at the very top to project upwards into the sky. That was where the orders for the stem cells were flying out for the human brains. When the song finished, the species would have changed into something new.

	The tune came to its end and Peter ordered them to stop with a curt gesture.

	He opened his eyes and looked at William. He had been hoping that he would be able to get up by himself, say: ‘Hi Pete, what are we doing up here?’ and then they would give each other a bug hug before going home.

	Ten seconds went by, and then another ten. William hadn’t moved a muscle.

	Peter went over to him cautiously. He picked up his hand. It was a dead weight like always. He opened his eyes, but the lids dropped down again automatically. His pulse had remained normal. Nothing had happened. Nothing at all!

	He grabbed his shoulders and shook him.

	‘William wake up, wake up,’ he whispered. ‘William, wake up!’ he shouted desperately. He lifted him up so that he was in a seated position. His head fell to one side. He straightened his neck, pinched his cheek, and patted him gently with a palm until he was astonished to find himself hitting his brother in rage.

	He put his brother back on the ground and stood up. William hadn’t recovered consciousness and nor did it seem that the world had changed one iota. Peter looked into the distance. The city lights were gradually being turned off while the king of the stars shone light on a new day. There was no music sounding in the streets and there was no aroma of fresh flowers in the air. It was any old normal day, just like any other.

	Something had definitely gone wrong.

	‘You’ve got what you wanted,’ a voice called from somewhere nearby. Peter turned to see Miko Tarvuk climbing up the last blocks of the pyramid with a bag on his back. How had he got up here so quickly? ‘Now give me back my son.’

	Peter quickly turned his gun on Miko.

	‘Don’t even think about it,’ he replied abruptly. ‘We need to play the song again. You all did it wrong. It hasn’t worked like it should.’

	‘Aren’t you listening to me?’ he asked, still pointing the gun at Miko. ‘I want you to get back down there and start playing again.’

	‘It doesn’t matter how many times we play it, it’s not going to get a different result,’ Miko tried to explain as calmly as he could. His eyes were fixed on the gun that Pythagoras’ hand was brandishing. It was the only thing that was standing between him and Nico. ‘But look, I have brought the instruments up here so that you can take them for yourself and find some virtuoso players who will be able to help you get the result you’re looking for from this ceremony.’

	Peter saw Miko take the ney, the drum and the harp out of the sack. He reconsidered for a second, trying to take back control of the situation. He didn’t know what to do, how to continue. It was true that the music had sounded gloriously. He was sure that there was something missing, an additional piece, that would make the music of the spheres work its magic, but it was no use keeping these people here any longer. In a few minutes the Great Pyramid would be open to the public and it would be very difficult to continue with the ritual. He thought that accepting the instruments was the best he could do in such a negative situation, and that at least it would permit him to carry on trying. But then he remembered that there was one thing missing.

	‘I also want the girl, it’s another instrument,’ he said after a silence.

	‘No way, the girl is not part of the deal.’

	Miko hadn’t considered the possibility of Pythagoras asking for her. He couldn’t think of any other reply and so stood there, gritting his teeth in desperation. They were back at a stalemate in their negotiation.

	There must be another way to sort this out, he thought to himself and in a moment he lifted the harp over his head, holding onto it by the bridge and struck Peter with it as hard as he could.

	Peter didn’t have time to react or move out of the way, but he did have time to fire his gun. The shot rang through the dusty air. Alicia and Bibrau were clinging to each other at the base of the pyramid and relieved to see that Miko was still standing.

	The harp had hit Peter on the left arm and made him lose his aim when he shot, meaning that the bullet whizzed past Miko’s ear. His attempt to disarm him had failed. Pythagoras was still holding on tightly to the gun, even though he was visibly knocked off balance. Miko used his opponent’s moment of instability to raise the harp above his head again and launch it towards the bottom of the pyramid. Thousands of splinters flew through the air after he had hit Pythagoras’ head and his rival was sent reeling backwards to fall on the edge of the upper platform.

	Miko looked at the mad man dressed up like a Greek, sprawled on the ground, motionless. Where had the gun gone? He couldn’t see it anywhere. Maybe it had fallen down too.

	He went over to the body that was lying face down. There were still some splinters sticking out of his head. The lunatic had got was he asked for; the full power of the music.

	Just as he was reaching out to tentatively touch the man’s foot to see what state he was in, he flipped over quickly and pointed the gun straight at him. There were pieces of the harp strings stuck to his skin, giving him an even more pathetic appearance. Miko could see the rage in his rival’s face and guessed what he was thinking. He was going to finish him off there and then.

	He decided to throw himself onto the ground and roll in the other direction. He bumped into something. It was the other instruments.

	Pythagoras lifted himself a couple of centimetres off the floor, just enough to be able to shoot at him. Miko grabbed the drum and used it to shield his chest while he curled himself into a ball. The bullet passed first through the leather, then through the wood and finally hit skin. Miko could feel a burning sensation on his left shoulder followed by a sharp pain that paralysed half his body.

	He thought that it was all over. He was helpless; lying there on the ground, all he could do was to watch Pythagoras stand up and move towards him with a crazy look in his eyes.

	‘I didn’t want to reach this point, but you’ve forced me to,’ he said angrily. He waved the gun and then pointed it at his chest. He took a step forward so he was hardly a metre away.

	Peter didn’t want to kill the musician. His plan had been to get as much information about those instruments out of him as possible, where he had got them from and how. He needed more details to complete the circle around the music of the spheres. But it appeared that circumstances weren’t going to permit that.

	Miko looked into his eyes. He sensed that the man was having doubts; it was impossible to tell if they were due to fear or the fact that he was savouring the moment. He began to get the feeling back in his side and realised that his fingertips were touching something. He stretched out his arm a little and was able to feel the object. He recognised the hard, cylindrical shape of the ney almost instantly and came to the conclusion that the old reed flute was his last chance to get out of the situation alive.

	With a fast hand movement, he leaned it against the stone beneath him and pushed down on it as hard as he could, until it broke.

	Peter had already started squeezing the trigger when he saw Miko lifting something up out of the corner of his eye and then bringing it down in a quick, sharp movement. He didn’t know what it was until he saw it sticking vertically out of his bare foot.

	His cry of pain reached up into the sky and out to all corners of the desert. Peter observed in horror how blood was spurting out from his foot from the place where the splintered wood from the ney was still jutting out. His body began to shake and his heart was beating erratically. That musician had made his plan fail and ruined his life! He concentrated on the finger that was on the trigger and put all the strength he had into pulling it.

	Miko couldn’t believe the strength that this weak-looking made had in him. Even though he had a stick in his foot, it didn’t look like he was going to give up. When he heard the sound of the trigger being pulled he didn’t need to think twice, he kicked him right in the knee of the same leg as his wounded foot.

	At last Pythagoras doubled over in pain. His body arched over the edge of the granite block and he waved his arms around to keep his balance. At that moment Miko thought about his son.

	‘Nicolas!’ he screamed into the air. But it was already too late. Pythagoras slipped off the platform and fell head first onto the stepped slope downwards.

	The last scene was accompanied by the sound of breaking bones as the continuous bumps against the cold, hard stone of the Great Pyramid shattered his body.

	Miko was left helpless and weak. Now that that man had died, his chances of finding his son alive were much worse. The pain in his shoulder came back again. This time it spread out over the whole of his body and made him want to close his eyes and fall into a deep sleep. The thought that he didn’t want to wake up if it wasn’t with his son by his side was the last thing he remembered as he drifted off.


Chapter 60.

	Vienna, 24th March 1827. 

	 

	Beethoven noticed that his throat was exceptionally dry when he awoke. He opened his eyes and saw himself prostrate on the bed in the humble apartment where he had spent the last few years. He was aware that the flame that had once burnt so strongly inside him was now beginning to grow weaker like the last glow of a lamp that was gradually running out of oil.

	Schindler, his secretary, was sitting at the foot of his bed. Upon seeing that his beloved master’s eyes were beginning to open, he jumped up quickly and offered him a glass of cold water. Beethoven heaved himself up to lean against the headboard with great difficulty.

	‘I want to be alone,’ he said and so Schindler immediately bowed his head and obediently left the room.

	It had been quite a few weeks since he had been able to get out of bed. The doctors’ visits were shorter every time and less and less frequent as they had realised he was a death’s door some time ago. He, too, was aware of the inevitable future that awaited him, but rather than feeling sadness or fear, he was overcome with uncontrollable rage. He still had so much to offer the world!

	At that precise moment he felt slightly better. He had been sweating with fever throughout the whole night and his mind was clear after so much time feeling hazy. The thought occurred to him that this was god’s gift to him; his last breath so that he could make his peace with himself.

	He thought about the ups and downs that he had experienced throughout his life, which seemed more like a path covered with thorns than an easy road. He had been obliged to fight against destiny many times, none more bitterly than the long-past day that he had begun to lose his hearing. Since then, his deafness had been progressive. It was frustrating, the worst thing that could happen to a musician, to someone who didn’t know how to do anything else. But he managed to turn it around and change his defect into a virtue. He soon understood that silence allowed him to generate any sound that he pleased. So, in the last years of his life his musical creativity, rather than dropping off, in fact reached its definitive culmination.

	If he had triumphed with music, he had failed disastrously with money and love. His sullen, hermit-like character had never been attractive to women, but there were those who had swooned at the sound of his piano playing. Painting himself as the romantic who would give his life for his art, he now regretted having fled from commitment, for not allowing himself to fall in love and for always choosing women who were spoken for so he would never have to get involved in a long-term relationship.

	He looked around the room and saw that his possessions were really nothing more than the old dresser where he kept the musical scores that would sum up his life after he died. Schindler had helped him to order all his notes, texts and compositions with his endless patience, creating a more than admirable personal library that crawled up the walls of the room. He had never hoped for more money than he had needed to be able to pay his way and be able to devote himself to music. He was leaving this world just as humble as person as when he was born in his much-missed house in Bonn.

	That’s when he remembered another object; the only one that he could classify as being a jewel in what was otherwise a limited estate. He had had it made when his illness began to get worse, and he had never shown it to anyone. Now the time had come to do something with his little secret, before it slipped away into the past, to be forever forgotten.

	He felt the urge to look at it for one, last, time. He summoned up all his strength to be able to manoeuvre his feet onto the floor, and then stand up with the help of his walking stick. A sharp pain made his back bend in agony with every step he took but he managed to get to the other side of the room. He then used his stick to knock on the wooden floor until he found the hollow part. He was barely able to kneel down but when he reached the floor he used a teaspoon to lever the loose floor board up. He put both hands into the hole to lift out the object. He held it up to the light that was shining in from the window. The first rays of sun reflected in a faint glow off the metal sphere. Made of silver and with gold filigree that dissected it both vertically and horizontally, he placed it on the tripod that served as a base.

	Beethoven shuffled to the table, put the ball down and then sat down in front of it.

	 

	His mind drifted back in time, all the way back to his adolescence. The story of that peculiar object had begun during his first visit to Vienna. Mozart’s lessons that he received at a later point did little to help him. His arrogant attitude of an immature boy made him look at the musician from Salzburg as a bitter, old, nobody. As the years passed by and after he had studied more of Amadeus’ compositions, he recognised the genius within and even came to the conclusion that capricious fate had led him there so that he could compile the musical testimony that was reserved for the few who were capable of extracting the secrets that music held.

	The most remarkable thing from this meeting was his contact with the scroll, the ancient manuscript in which his friends Count Waldstein and Prince Lichnowsky believed lay a secret that was thousands of years old. He remembered how he had dashed out of there after Mozart had been unable to extract any information from the apparent jumble of Greek letters, hurriedly trying to decipher the code so that he could show them that the student can sometimes exceed the master.

	Vienna’s elegant streets had greeted him with an unusual silence that night, it was as if the capital of music was also interested in the young musician’s success with this intriguing scroll.

	He had used a simple system of assignation to memorise the sequence of letters. Alfa was the note C; the letter beta, C-sharp major; gamma was D and so on until all the twenty-four letters of the Greek alphabet had been used to cover the two, complete, chromatic scales. As if he was playing an imaginary piano, he began to activate the mental interpretation of the piece as he had memorised it.

	Nothing. Initially there was no real musical sense to it. Slowly, almost without realizing it, he began to put a mechanism into motion which changed the note-letter assignations whenever it found a clash, and then re-started the piece from the beginning again.

	After a long while, something akin to a very poor melody began to take shape within the general nonsense of the piece. He was certain that there was something hiding in there. He had to adjust the rhythm and tempo to make it sound better and so that the piece began to make sense. Even so, there was something wrong. There were some parts which sounded wonderful, but then there were other notes which didn’t seem to fit at all. It was clear that it was never going to be easy. He imagined that he was using the same technique that Mozart had used. Had he found the solution but hidden it from his friends? The thought spurred him on to keep looking. He couldn’t be beaten by Mozart.

	He almost had it, but it was still as if there were some notes out of place.

	Right then, he had no idea how long he had been roaming the streets, absorbed in this mysterious game, staring blankly into the black sky, moving his arms impulsively to draw music in the air. What he remembered most clearly was the tremendous headache that he had after he had, at last, discovered the key to solve the riddle: the scale was wrong! He shouldn’t have used the chromatic scale of twelve notes, it should have been the pentatonic with only five! Nobody used such a limited scale nowadays as it reduced ones options to create and shine. But after he had made that adjustment and converted the two octaves of twelve notes into five octaves of five notes, the noise became music. More than music, it was pure harmony.

	The most beautiful sound was in his own mind, only for him, taking over his body completely. The composition that he had deciphered sounded wonderful. He couldn’t compare it to anything he knew. Evidently it didn’t adhere to any of the canons of composition dictated by the classic style of the last century, and neither did it remind him of the first compositions from the Middle Ages. As far as his memory served him, it didn’t seem to belong to any type of folk music, at least none that he had heard. It didn’t resemble anything, and yet it was completely captivating, primordial, and virgin, as it all possible music could have been born from it. He was sure that deep down in the depths of his memory, it even sounded familiar, coming back to him like a far-off litany.

	At that moment it materialized, in its complete form, inside his head. He would have killed for a piano, but he had to make do with playing it inside his head.

	The melody blocked his senses, isolated him from the exterior and submerging his thoughts in agonizing spirals until his consciousness became hazy. Beethoven observed himself from inside. His box became the sound board which radiated this extraordinary music to the exterior. He felt in complete harmony with everything, with all people, with the earth and sky, with the stars. Everything seemed to vibrate to the sound of the same music. He was the centre of the universe in that moment.

	And then it finished. His body collapsed and he fell to his knees onto the cold stones which paved the dark, lonely square where he had ended up. He lent his back against a fountain wall. It was a close night and silence had swallowed up the usual human noises. The sound of a carriage in the distance and the noise of the water splashing in the fountain brought him back to the land of the living. And there, sitting on the ground, looking up into the starry sky, he began to cry like a child, unable as he was to stop the streams of tears flowing from his eyes.

	He didn’t have a clear idea of what had happened, but that piece of music had touched him to the core of his being. It was like the bearer of a message that he didn’t know how to read, but that had activated something inside him. From that moment on his life would only have one motive: to write music for the gods. It was in his hands to compose what would be the highest expression of men, to put a sound to the substance of which we are made and to create the music which would guide civilization to the one that we want to be. His tears tasted of victory.

	 

	Beethoven came to himself, sniffing his nose. He was sitting in front of that strange sphere, unable to stop himself from opening it again. He searched for the metallic clasp that held both sides together with shaking fingers. When he had moved it, the top half opened, turning on a small hinge and revealing the inside. A small cylinder with minute notches in it began to turn and a metallic melody sprouted from the music box.

	The musician pressed his hands against the metal so that he could feel the vibration and transform it into music inside himself.

	He remembered that he had commissioned the music box from a master clock maker in Vienna. He had to leave a physical copy of that melody which had marked him for life, the one that had inspired his greatest works. He had ordered the craftsman to re-make the musical cylinder various times as he had found small imperfections that ruined what had to be a perfect translation. He also added another, small, detail; the inscription from the scroll that Waldstein and Lichnowsky had never been able to explain. He perfectly remembered the four digits which were written on the back of the scroll: two, zero, one, eight. He had never found a meaning to the sequence, not musical or otherwise. As it hadn’t been necessary to know in order to uncover the concatenation of notes hidden under the Greek characters, he hadn’t worried very much about it at the time, but conscious that they may be important to someone at a later date, he wanted to use the box to keep all the information from the scroll intact and in one place. The choice of a sphere as the shape in which to save the music was his last requirement: the music sounded like a sphere, round, complete, perfect.

	From that day on, the box had been silent, hidden under a floorboard. Knowing the power hidden in the manuscript, he was reluctant to show its meaning to the world. Even though he understood that he couldn’t make exclusive use of the energy that was concentrated in those notes, he was afraid of what the power could be used for. He knew that he was a just, honourable man, capable of using the force for good. But what could that power do if it was in the wrong hands? The world was full of crazy people whose only objective was to take power, riches or land; that didn’t care about values and universal rights. And that mysterious melody could help them to achieve their objectives! He couldn’t share his secret with anyone who he didn’t trust and so he had let time pass, waiting for the right moment.

	The effect that that music had on him was devastating, giving him an interior energy that he had transformed into symphonies that went far beyond men’s comprehension. Sometimes not even he knew where the ideas came from, ideas which had been stolen from his inspiration and which he hurried to write down on the pentagram.

	Things went worse for his friends Waldstein and Lichnowsky who had shown such an interest in the manuscript. Some days after the visit to Mozart’s house, they had set off on a journey together. Beethoven had been surprised at how secretive they had been, firstly about the reason for the journey and secondly about the serious injuries that they both had on their return. According to them, their carriage had lost a wheel on a bend and they had been thrown over the edge of a steep drop into a valley. Even though they had miraculously escaped with their lives, they had been left with permanent reminders. Lichnowsky had lost an arm and Waldstein fell into a deep depression that Beethoven sensed had something to do with their failure with the scroll.

	He couldn’t even bring himself to share his marvellous musical secret with them out of compassion for their pain; he no longer trusted the associations that his friends belonged to. According to what he had heard through the window on that glorious night, Lichnowsky held the position of Grand Master in the Viennese Masonic Lodge while Count Waldstein had obtained the manuscript from another secret society of German origin.

	Beethoven was anxious to find out more details regarding the scroll in the hope that it would deepen his understanding about what he should do with that wonderful music, but he never dared to take even the first step to making his own enquiries. It would have been useless for him to start prying into the Viennese masons; he had seen what happened to Mozart, left to die in misery and abandoned by his bother masons; that’s all he could expect from them.

	The German sect that Waldstein had mentioned remained more or less a mystery. He couldn’t decide if it had been the Teutonic Order, which he belonged to on a professional level, or the Reading Society, which was a group of friends, all intellectuals, who arranged talks, organised concerts and generally kept the cultural life of Bonn alive. The first was a military association with a good social reputation which gave humanitarian assistance which was beyond reproach or suspicion. The second was well-known in his home city. Ever since his childhood he had known people who were members of the club, all of them with exemplary behaviour: his first music teacher, Christian Nieffe, the man who had discovered him, director of the Bonn orchestra, Franz Ries and even his great friend, Stephan Breuning.

	When the music box played its last notes and the tune finished, Beethoven made a decision. He would leave his estate to Stephen Breuning, the only friend who, without being put off by his terminal illness, came to visit him every day. He was always in a good mood and together they reminisced by sharing anecdotes about the past, forgetting all about any of the tensions that may have arisen between them due to their sometimes excessive closeness. Many friends would have stayed close to him through admiration, others for convenience, but with Breuning he had always felt the complicity of the good brother he had so often pined for.

	Even though Stephen had no idea about the secret that the box contained, at least he could be sure that it was being left in good hands after his death.

	 

	A hole that had been made in one of the walls let Schindler, Beethoven’s personal secretary, listen in bliss to the sublime melody that flowed out of the music box his maestro kept hidden under a floorboard. He had discovered it a couple of years previously when Beethoven had taken it out just after the first performance of the Ninth Symphony. He had returned home, exhausted and then waited until he was alone, but Schindler had seen him from his hiding place and been intrigued by the reverential way that the great musician had treated it, as if it was a gift from the gods. He didn’t understand why his master hadn’t told him about the treasure, being as close as they were and so he had taken advantage of the moments when he was alone in the house to let himself be taken over by the magical notes. Just recently, however, due to its owner’s illness, he hadn’t had the chance to enjoy it and so he concentrated every one of his five senses on absorbing all its mystical energy.

	He saw how his master’s eyes roll around in time with the tune and he imagined his mind floating through the universe to the rhythm of this magnificent sonata. He tried to discover if any of Beethoven’s work seemed to be there, inside the piece. He knew them all, and it struck him as strange that the box didn’t contain any of them. What was it in that case? It was obvious that it meant a great deal to him, but then why hadn’t he made it public?

	When the music box played its last note, Schindler closed his eyes tightly and a single tear slid over his cheek. He would give anything to possess that box.

	 

	Things changed suddenly two days later. Beethoven breathed his last breath, prostrate on his bed, accompanied by his closest friends. His funerals became the embodiment of the people of Vienna’s love for their grand master. Thousands of people walked alongside the coffin whilst his work was played, alternating with the funeral march.

	Stephan Breuning had been chosen as the person to execute his friend’s last will and testament in which he requested that all his belongings, including the original scores, be auctioned and the proceeds be left in trust for his nephew, Karl. This caused a great number of problems. Firstly the crook, Schindler, had gone through the house and taken a great many of Ludwig’s personal objects, almost all of them evidently for their financial value rather than sentimental. He also took the notebooks where Beethoven recorded his conversations. During his later years, when his deafness made it impossible for him to hear, this was the only way he could communicate effectively with people and this truly intimate, personal, legacy was painful to lose. He was sure that Schindler saw these as his own property to some degree; after all it was he who had written everything down. However, it seemed that this man had created quite an unhealthy dependence on his master, disappearing with his personal belongings could well have been his way of alleviating the pain of his master’s absence.

	Later on, Breuning found that the price people were prepared to pay for the deceased maestro’s original sheet music was considerably less than their true value; which in reality was impossible to put a price on. This brought him deep sadness, making him feel as if he were cheating his departed friend. His closest friends began to say that since Beethoven’s death, Stephen also had begun to die. The last thought to ever cross his mind was a question that apparently had no answer: why had his friend clearly indicated in his will that he wanted Stephen to take possession of an object which was hidden under the floor in his bedroom when the hole that he had described was completely empty?


Chapter 61.

	Amir Adel had gone running as soon as he heard the first shot. He thought very highly of Peter, he shared his interest in Ancient Egypt and the optimistic vision that music could change the world. That’s why he had let himself be carried away when he had proposed that Amir participate in the re-enactment of an ancient ritual that he was going to organise with some friends. He had fallen for the bait: music from the Ancient Kingdom, played at the Great Pyramid no less and using an original curved harp that was more than five thousand years old. Who would have been able to resist an offer like that?

	But it was one thing to allow himself to get carried away with the proposition and quite another to be in the middle of a shootout, dressed in a tunic from another time and being on the only side that had a weapon. He didn’t have anything to do with whatever was going on so he started up the ambulance and drove away as fast as he could.

	He decided to go back to his recording studio. He had a change of clothes there and there was no way he wanted his girlfriend to see him getting home in the early hours and dressed like that. He was certain that the scuffle would be in the headlines of the daily papers and he didn’t want anyone to connect him to the shooting.

	He left the ambulance hidden in a side street that also had a back entrance to the studio. As soon as he pushed against the metal door, he could tell that there was something strange going on.

	He could hear a deep, muted sound coming from one of the recording booths. There was music playing inside! His business partners also had keys, but it was very unlikely that anyone would be there rehearsing at that time of day. The rest of the area was silent and dark. He went back out into the lane. After searching among the rubbish for a while, he found a copper pipe. He didn’t want to risk calling the police, so he wanted something that would serve as protection.

	He walked back slowly along the corridor which linked all the different rooms while the noise got louder and louder. When he reached the door that it seemed to be coming from he pushed the handle down slightly to try and open it, but it didn’t move. None of them usually locked the recording booths unless a band had asked to leave their instruments in one so they could use them another day, and as far as he knew, that wasn’t the case. He didn’t have his keys with him, but the pipe he was carrying would be a great help in breaking off the lock. He put the door handle inside the pipe and then used all his strength to push it in the opposite direction.

	The mechanism was soon shattered and the door flung open, hitting the wall behind it. There was a terrible noise, but that was nothing compared to the shock he got when he saw what was inside. A boy was standing on a stool; he must have been about seven years old and he was playing around with the mixing desk, using the samples and sound effects to make a deafening cacophony of noise. He was nodding his head while he held some headphones to one ear with one hand and played around with the sliding controls with the other. He must have sensed that he had been caught red handed as he turned around and tried to excuse himself with a smile.

	‘My dad never lets me touch this kind of stuff.’

	 

	Alicia was watching over Miko as he rested. She was sitting next to his hospital bed, holding the hand of the arm that hadn’t been wounded as if she believed that she could pass her energy to him. Bibrau was sleeping in the bed next to them, trying to assimilate everything that was happening to her in this unknown world, away from her icy home.

	They had just brought Miko up from surgery. The Egyptian surgeon who had removed the bullet from his shoulder told her that he had never seen such little damage from a shot wound in a human body. They had found it quite near to the surface, and without it having damaged anything important. The patient would soon recover from the trauma.

	‘The San drum saved your life,’ she whispered into his ear as she moved a strand of hair off his forehead.

	Alicia realised that her fingers were still shaking. Only a few hours ago Miko had been risking his life against Nico’s kidnapper. She and Bibrau, standing at the foot of the Great Pyramid, had been eye witnesses to the fight taking place a hundred metres above them. They had watched on with baited breath as the two men exchanged blows and then shots until the man who had insisted on being called Pythagoras had fallen down various steps and shattered his bones. The kidnapper’s accomplice had already fled by the time the police arrived after being alerted by the gunfire and an ambulance had taken Miko to hospital. She had also seen how they took the unconscious man that Pythagoras had carried up to the top back down again. In a moment of compassion she wondered if the poor man would have anyone to look after him now.

	The squeak of the door opening shook her out of her reveries.

	‘If you squeeze it that hard, you’ll cut off the circulation,’ said David as he moved his large body into the tiny room with great difficulty, then went over to Alicia and gave her a huge bear hug.

	She was left speechless; David hadn’t said anything about coming. Her strong exterior weakened as she let herself be cradled in his tender arms. He had always given her a sense of security with his presence and that was exactly what she needed at that moment. With Nico lost somewhere, Miko with a hole in his shoulder and Bibrau on the verge of an existential crisis, David’s heat comforted her so much that just for a moment she was able to believe that things were all going to work out well.

	‘The nurses have told me that the famous, handsome musician is going to be just fine. And you, princess, how are you?’

	‘Nico’s been kidnapped,’ she said as she wiped away her tears with a tissue. David’s eyes grew to twice their size and Alicia tried to give him a summary of the most recent events.

	‘I think I arrived a bit late in that case,’ David said.

	‘Late for what?’ asked a voice from behind them.

	The two friends turned around to face Miko’s bed. His eyes were open and he was trying to sit up, with some difficulty.

	‘Don’t move!’ Alicia ordered, ‘You might open the wound.’

	Miko appeared to remember why he was there, looked at the bandage on his shoulder and let himself fall back down again. Alicia pushed the button to make the headboard go up slightly.

	‘Do you know anything more about Nico?’ asked the worried father.

	‘The police have set up an enormous operation to look for him,’ Alicia replied. ‘The truth is that it’s all quite a mess. Until just recently, desecrating the Great Pyramid was punishable by death, although now they just give people a few years in prison. I’ve already explained to the police that we were there against our will, but they’re waiting until the effects of the anaesthesia wear off so they can ask you some questions.’

	‘Do they have any idea who that man was and what he was trying to do?’

	‘They know that he’s American and that he arrived a few days ago, but as he was using a fake name they don’t know his true identity. As for what he was trying to do, I think it’s something we need to forget about. The game around Square Circle has brought us enough problems already.’

	‘You’re going to stop now?’ David protested. ‘After all the effort that I put in to decipher that code from the latest crop circles?’

	He immediately had his companions’ full attention.

	‘Well, the truth is that it was easier than I had expected,’ he admitted with a slightly victorious smile. ‘Do you remember what shape it was?’

	‘There were lots of dots inside a huge circle,’ replied Alicia.

	‘Well, in reality they are a lot of circular rings, with binary sequences written in each one. Doesn’t that pattern remind you of anything?’ He paused, waiting for one of them to respond. ‘You’re letting me down guys…’

	‘It’s a CD!’ Miko exclaimed, slapping his palm onto his forehead to show his frustration at not realizing sooner, ‘a compact disc!’

	‘That’s right, a chain of zeroes and ones recorded onto the surface and forming a spiral. By converting the bits into numbers and placing one after another we get a sound wave.’

	‘I can’t believe that they’ve sent us a musical score in a CD format,’ Alicia admitted.

	‘But it makes perfect sense,’ Miko replied. ‘We were hoping that the last circle would reveal the last clue for the game. What else could we do with the instruments that we’ve been given if not use them to play a song? We should have suspected that the solution to this mystery would be in musical form. But alright, at least we’ve got something concrete out of this last incident. Thanks to that mad man, Pythagoras, now we know where we need to play this final song.’

	‘At the Great Pyramid?’ Alicia asked.

	‘That guy knew stuff about our adventure that we had missed, that’s why he took us there.’

	‘I love the fact that you already know that because then you’re not going to reject what I’ve discovered,’ said David. ‘It seems that the last circle also contains the key to work out the best place for the music.’

	‘What?’ asked Alicia and Miko urgently.

	‘I’ve never asked you, but why did you choose Square Circle as the name for the tune that you got out of the music box?’

	Miko hesitated for a moment. He’d never even asked himself that question.

	‘The squaring of the circle, the impossible melody,’ he said, remembering the moment that he had said goodbye to the young German guy who had set this damned adventure in motion. ‘Doubled up stanzas in multiple dimensions.’

	‘The squaring of the circle,’ repeated David, ‘that’s just what the Great Pyramid’s dimensions represent: the perimeter of the base matches the length of the circumference which is made by using the height as the radius.’

	‘I’ll need a better explanation,’ Alicia stated threateningly.

	‘The pyramid forms a square on the ground. Well, if we superimpose a circle onto it using the height of the Great Pyramid as the radius, the lengths of the square and the circle match. The Great Pyramid represents the squaring of the circle!’

	‘Extrapolated to the three dimensional world…’ Miko proposed, ‘it means that the Great Pyramid is also a giant sphere!’

	‘The truth is, I can’t think of a better place to end our journey,’ Alicia commented, ‘but that lunatic failed to do whatever it was that he wanted to do with the unconscious man.’

	‘Because he didn’t have the music that I’ve only just deciphered,’ David pointed out.

	‘Even if you’re right, we can’t do anything else. Miko smashed the instruments beyond repair,’ Alicia said reproachfully although with a certain tenderness.

	‘Sorry for trying to save my own life,’ Miko retorted, pretending to be hurt.

	‘Anyway, do you want to hear it, or not?’ David asked.

	‘I’m dying to,’ Miko assured him.

	David searched for the melody that he had composed on his computer on his smart phone. After pressing a few keys, he put it in the centre of the little circle that had formed around Miko’s bed and the tune started to play.

	They could hear three basic instruments and only one voice which seemed to be female. The composition sounded quite rudimentary, lacking in artifice, but with a clean, perfect, sound. Each note was in the right place, sounding at the right time and for the correct duration. It was more like a mathematical exercise that an improvised tune. The girl’s delicate voice joined in with the group of instruments at periodic intervals, like the waves of the sea breaking serenely against the shore, whispering a sentence in an unknown language over and over again.

	The three of them waited patiently for the telephone to finish its performance.

	‘That sounded like an angel giving a short celestial symphony,’ Alicia observed.

	‘I had to adjust some of the parameters to make it sound good. At first it was just noise. It didn’t make any sense at all until I found the right rhythm, tempo, key and scale.’

	‘Are you sure that there’s no other possible interpretation? We shouldn’t get carried away by a subjective explanation,’ Miko objected.

	‘Believe me, this is the right song. Whoever sent it made sure that our analysis was completely objective.’

	‘How can you be so sure?’

	‘I’ve saved the best for last,’ he admitted. ‘There’s also another song hidden in the CD circle, just at the start. It’s totally different from the rest of the song, like a separate introduction that stands alone.’

	He selected another track from the list and pressed play.

	Some note began to play through the phone’s small speaker. They had to really concentrate because it was such a quiet sound that it was almost inaudible. The tone gradually increased. There were smooth chords, as if it were illustrating the dawn of a new day, repeating itself in a crescendo. The intensity grew exponentially and some drums culminated the introductory piece with a deafening musical whirlwind that was intermittently cut by brief silences.

	‘I’ve heard this before,’ Miko said. ‘It’s the first movement of Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony!’

	Miko looked at Alicia, he needed an explanation for such a strange occurrence and she was always the one who managed to tie up loose ends.

	‘The Ninth Symphony is the one where Beethoven felt that he had managed to contact the gods,’ Alicia informed him, ‘the one where he condenses the spirit of humanity, the mark of human identity, and the symbol of a whole civilization.’

	‘After adjusting the sound of the disc so that the Ninth Symphony sounded as Beethoven intended,’ David explained, ‘I was able to put together the rest of the melody quite adequately.’

	‘If this is a message from the stars,’ Miko commented, ‘I suppose that, by choosing Beethoven, they are signalling the intended recipient of the message: the humanity that Beethoven described in his Ninth Symphony.’

	‘Miko,’ said Alicia, ‘I’m wondering if Beethoven had something to do with the music box.’

	‘Judging by the look of it, it could date back to that era perfectly well. Moreover, those types of mechanical curiosities were very popular in Central Europe, in Vienna to be precise, where the very same composer lived for a great deal of time.’

	‘And you said that the young guy who came to commission the work from you was also German, didn’t you?’

	‘Yes, his accent along with his physical appearance left no room for doubt.’

	‘Could it have been a descendant from Beethoven’s family? Wow!’ David cried.

	‘It’s possible, although my instinct tells me that he wasn’t,’ Miko said. ‘That family would love music, carrying genes from the grand master in their blood; that lad only wanted to get rid of the box.’

	There was a second of silence as the three adventurers all thought about the possibilities.

	‘The music box is still a mystery,’ said Alicia, ‘but at least we’ve confirmed that the crop circle in Wiltshire was a type of message of response.’

	‘But response to what?’ asked David. ‘Do you remember asking any questions?’

	What’s the question? Alicia asked herself. That was the key question they had to ask themselves. They needed to look for the question; it was even more important than interpreting the answer. At that moment all the running around and dangers that she and Miko had shared over the last few weeks passed through her mind at a dizzying speed and it suddenly all took on a new and unexpected meaning.

	‘Maybe we haven’t,’ she replied confidently, ‘but the whole of humanity has. Let’s consider the places that we’ve visited on this game. Each one of the indigenous villages that we found has been guardians of a treasure that has been hidden since time immemorial. Maybe an even earlier civilization left the object in their custody, along with instructions about how to use it to move to the next part of the game.’

	David interrupted her brusquely:

	‘The technique that was used to encrypt the direction and distance uses the same algorithm as mobile telecommunications of the latest generation. I can’t believe that they knew about that at the dawn of our species.’

	Alicia could only shrug her shoulders and carry on explaining her thoughts:

	‘All we need do is to extract the common denominator of our experiences. What have the sad stories of the San, Rimba, Inuit and Rapanui all got in common? They all reflect how badly humans behave with regards to our planet! The San represent the extermination that we are carrying out to members of our own species, going against the oldest ancestors that the human race has. The Rimba symbolise the devastation of our natural resources in favour of consumerism and the Inuit are the palpable proof that climate change is real and happening. Just like the first civilization of our planet, they are very soon going to find themselves obliged to emigrate to another place. Lastly, the absence of the Rapanui is the actual proof that humans have a tendency to self-destruct. What better story to put the full stop at the end our adventure than a micro cosmos that has a self-contained, exemplary teaching as well as a stark warning for the rest of humanity?’

	Alicia’s argument was so accurate and concise that she didn’t get any response at first.

	‘Alicia, I think that you’re losing your mind,’ David stated. ‘Are you saying that a civilization that lived here on Earth before we did is spying on us through some kind of giant telescope and wants to help us like a mother would want to help her child?’

	‘Yes,’ Alicia agreed, ‘I think that that sums up my theory quite well. These people have been witnesses to what has happened on this planet for centuries and they have acted as gauges, a way of monitoring the pulse of our civilization.’

	‘Only that intergalactic communication has taken place through another, quite different route,’ added Miko, ‘music. Those people knew techniques to increase the intensity of the sound of their songs far above the physically conceivable: the San cave, the Rimba’s hollow trees, the Inuit’s glacier and the enclosure with the stone circles, the navel of the world, on Easter Island. Those were the mechanisms with which they sent their prayers into orbit!’

	‘That was how they managed to transmit Mother Earth’s cries to the extremes of the universe,’ Alicia finished off.

	‘I reckon that both of you have both been hit over the head,’ David stated, shaking his head.

	‘The Dance of the Sun, The Song of the Forest, the Inuit songs and the silenced Rapanui music that was transferred to the rongo-rongo tablets,’ Miko listed, ‘they are all the music of contact that allows how we are doing as a species to be measured.’

	‘The tribes that have kept the ancient secrets are on the brink of extinction, or they already have,’ Alicia pointed out. ‘We have been chosen to give them one, last chance. We have the responsibility to save the planet, change its direction that is leading the humanity that we know towards self-destruction, change our ways of looking at things so that nature returns to its rightful place at the centre of our collective consciousness.’

	The slam of the door shook her instantly out of her transcendental state.

	Little Nico threw himself straight onto his father without worrying about all the wires and equipment that surrounded him. Miko kissed him and hugged him tightly, unable to hold back the tears which washed away his fear of never seeing his son again as they flowed down his face. Nico rested his head on his father’s injured shoulder, but the pain was nothing, it was as if it was the best feeling he’d had in his whole life.

	David threw himself onto the man who had brought the child back without thinking twice. In what was a brusque, clumsy attack and thanks to the fact that his adversary didn’t put up a fight, he was able to push him to the floor and immobilise him, face down by sitting on top of him.

	Bibrau woke up in the bed next to Miko when she heard the commotion and ran into Alicia’s arms. The family was complete once more.

	Miko pulled slightly away from his son’s face.

	‘How are you? Did they hurt you?’ he asked in a shaky voice, continuing to stroke his face to reassure himself that he was real and not a side effect of the tranquilizers he’d been given.

	‘I’m okay,’ the boy said, looking a little guilty. ‘Do you know what, daddy?’

	‘What?’

	‘I want to be a musician.’

	Those words tore at his soul, shredding it as if it were an old cloth. Other than the groups which sometimes played at the café, Nico had been subjected to a near complete absence of music, especially at home. He didn’t want his son to be tempted into choosing the wrong path like he did. And now, to his surprise, here was his son announcing with the confidence that children have that he wanted to be a musician. A few days ago, Miko would have been angry and sent his son to do his homework. Now, all that he regretted were the years of music that he had denied his son.

	‘What instrument do you want to play?’

	‘The mixing desk,’ the boy replied. ‘I want to be like you, daddy.’

	Like me, he thought. Nico had never seen him on stage; he’d never seen him in a recording studio, not even composing a simple song at home. However, he had managed to identify him as a musician. How could he have denied what he really was for so many years when even a child was able to see it?

	‘Let me go, please!’

	The stifled cry drew Miko’s attention to the man David had detained with the help of his excess weight. It was the man who had been with Pythagoras! He leapt out of bed, sending the drips attached to his arms flying away from him. He pushed David out of the way, hoisted the Egyptian man into the air and slammed him against the wall. With his face only a couple of centimetres away from the other man’s, he fixed him with a threatening glare and saw his scared, worried eyes begging for forgiveness.

	He could sense Alicia’s presence to one side.

	‘This isn’t the best example for the children,’ she said as she calmly placed a hand on his shoulder.

	Even though he wanted to kill the man, unable to comprehend how anyone could want to play with a child’s life, Miko could feel Nico and Bibrau’s expectant eyes on his back and he fought off the urge to plunge his fist into that criminal’s face.

	The other man understood that it was his turn to speak.

	‘My name in Amir Adel and I had nothing to do with the kidnapping,’ he explained in an Arabic accent. ‘I found your son in my studio and I came here to give him back to you.’

	‘How can you say that you weren’t involved?’ Miko shouted, lifting him another couple of centimetres off the floor. ‘You were right there!’

	‘The man who planned it all is called Peter Bigelow. I thought he was my friend, we’ve worked together in the past, but he tricked me into participating in his horrendous plan.’

	Miko remembered the man who told them to call him Pythagoras had climbed up the side of the pyramid with another person on his back. Peter Bigelow, what was he trying to achieve?

	‘He needed another player,’ Miko admitted. ‘He had Alicia, Bibrau and me but he needed someone else for the fourth instrument.’

	Maybe this man was telling the truth.

	‘I’m a music producer and I also play ancient instruments.’

	Miko relaxed his grip on the man’s shoulders and allowed himself to explain further. Amir told them about his brief friendship with the American doctor who was an expert in neuromusicology. Peter Bigelow had kept a set of keys to the recording studio from a previous session and had used them so he could hide Nico there.

	Amir omitted any details about their joint experiments into the control of the masses via messages hidden in music. It was something that he now regretted and which he would never mess with again.

	He ended with: ‘If I can do anything to help you, all you need to do is ask. I feel like I owe it to you.’

	Miko studied the young musician’s eyes until he was sure that he was trustworthy. Not only enough to let him go and not call the police, but also for something more important. Amir was the perfect person to help him put the plan he had just come up with into action.

	‘Maybe there is something you can do after all.’

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Hear that sound

	There's a voice to be found

	Making changes go round

	Hear that sound

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Hear that sound. INXS



	
Chapter 62.

	In just one week, Amir had everything that Miko had requested ready, proving that he had an amazing talent for organisation as well as a complicity which freed him of any suspicion that he had been involved in Nico’s abduction. They all understood how hard it had been to get authorization to hold a concert at the Great Pyramid at such short notice. The power vacuum in the government and the considerable fame that the Egyptian producer had achieved thanks to his protest songs paved the way for them. The poster showed the names of the most popular artists of the moment, along with Miko Tarvuk. Amir had hit the nail on the head when he suggested promoting the event as a meeting of cultures, honing in on the new, more open political and social attitudes the country was experiencing.

	The stage was fit for its grand location. It was a raised platform which went all the way around the Great Pyramid. There was a huge audience, just as they had hoped. People were arriving all the way through the afternoon until the entire area of the Giza meseta was full. They had installed plenty of giant screens all around so that nobody would miss what was happening on the 360 degree stage. At the moment, the screens were showing a close up of a young rapper who was setting the crowd on fire with his cutting lyrics and catchy music.

	Miko and David also had their work cut out. Now that they didn’t have the original instruments, they had to recreate the sounds digitally. Thanks to the recordings from their different adventures that were saved on a portable hard drive they were able to isolate the sounds of the San drum, the Rimba ney, and the Rapanui harp so that they could then apply mathematical models that allowed them to complete the notes that they were missing from the original files.

	The result was already saved in the synthesizers that Miko would be using for the concert in just a few minutes. Alicia had organised a chorus of girls who were going to accompany Bibrau with the vocals. She was on her way back stage to wish Miko luck before taking her position on the north face of the pyramid. Amir was going to perform on the west side, Bibrau and the chorus on the east while Miko would be on the main stage, the south face.

	‘Nervous?’

	‘I’ve never been so nervous in all my life,’ Miko confessed. ‘I think we should have waited longer; I’ve hardly had any time at all to practice the song.’

	‘You’ll be fine, I know you will,’ Alicia said serenely, gently touching his hands.

	‘If we really have understood this journey correctly, I’ve got a huge responsibility on my shoulders. Look! My hands are shaking. If I mess up, if I play the wrong note, we’ll have wasted the chance to discover what the prize was that we’ve worked so hard to get. Who am I to put myself forward as spokesman for the whole of humanity?’

	‘Don’t think about all that,’ Alicia told him, holding his hands a little tighter. ‘I don’t care if the adventure ends well or not. All I want is for you to get out there and go back to being Okimo.’

	Just the mention of that name sent a carousel of images spinning around in his head. Images of how it all began for him in the early days with small venues in Geneva, later on moving to bigger clubs in his own country, ending up with concerts that filled whole stadiums in Rio, Tokyo, Los Angeles, London… He started to get the same feeling as back then: the noise of the crowd milling outside, the blinding lights on the stage, the overpowering smell of the multitude of people… Everything seemed exactly the same, except him. Okimo was nobody now. The audience belonged to a new generation who had never heard of him. He wondered what their reaction would be when they saw a stranger up on stage. He was certain they would start booing and catcalling. He didn’t think that he would be able to stand that after he had survived his first failure.

	‘Alicia, this hasn’t got anything to do with Okimo. This is about finishing a game that took on unbelievable proportions.’

	‘All I care about is what this game has meant to you and me. It brought us together, it helped us to see that we like each other and then it led us to the decision to love one another forever.’

	Miko was speechless in the face of such a forthright declaration of love.

	He pulled her towards him and they joined together as one in a passionate kiss. Their ears were deaf to the music for a moment and they felt as if they were flying over the pyramids like two butterflies with Square Circle playing in the background.

	Alicia was the first to pull away.

	‘If I’m going to be with you, I have to be with the real Miko Tarvuk, not the man who can’t help but drum along when he hears any percussion, or the one who tried to hide his feet tapping to the rhythm of guitars. I need the man who cries when he hears a song that moves him, who is inspired by the waves of the sea as they crash against a cliff on Easter Island or the silence of a starry night in the Kalahari. I need the warrior who fights against injustice, who won’t just put up with a passive life. Get yourself out there and show me who you are.’

	Miko felt all of his anxiety shift into excitement. Maybe he wasn’t able to resolve the ancient mystery of a millennia old game which had been invented by a lost civilization who had emigrated to another planet. Neither was he able to understand how a magic melody could impregnate itself into the very pulse of the planet so that it could be transported into deep space; he wasn’t even sure that he would find a way to channel the answer correctly so that he could save civilization. Yes, maybe this was all too much for him. But when it came to fighting for himself and the love of his life, he knew he could do it all.

	The noise of the audience after the previous performer finished snapped him back to reality: ‘Miko Tarvuk, the latest musical sensation, the man responsible for Square Circle, the hit that’s being played all over the world.’ A huge cheer went up from the crowd as soon as they heard the name of the song.

	Alicia gave him one more hug and pushed him upstairs onto the stage.

	‘Go on, give ‘em hell!’

	Miko jumped onto the stage and waved a hand to the space in front of him, the other hand was covering his face from the powerful beams of the spotlights which made it impossible for him to see any further than the first row. He looked around for the safety that the collection of keyboards was offering him, took a deep breath, let his finger hover over the first note of Square Circle and started the performance.

	It only took the first three notes for the audience to realise the song and start to go crazy. Miko didn’t feel very comfortable playing it; it brought back painful memories of the night Nico was kidnapped and the fight with Peter at the top of the pyramid. It was almost a relief when the song was over, and then he went on to play some of the repertoire of successes he had in the last decade. The noise from the crowd lessened to a more tolerable level. Miko didn’t want to bore them with songs that he was sure they didn’t know so as soon as he got the chance, he put Square Circle back into the mix to keep them lively.

	When he had finished, he decided that the time had come. He took out the score that David had deciphered from the English crop circles and placed it on the stand.

	There was no turning back now. From where he was standing he couldn’t see Alicia but he could still feel her presence. If they were right, they were about to finish the adventure that had taken them to all the corners of the planet, putting them in dangerous situations; an adventure that had started by chance on New Year’s Day, when the music box had whispered its mysteries in its intriguing melody. If they had done everything correctly, if they had interpreted the symbols accurately, they were about to play the music that would save the planet.

	The primal sounds of the drum, the ney and the harp silenced the audience in an instant. Nobody knew this song. At the start everyone looked around in surprise, but then the powerful sound of the ethnic roots of the female chorus came to hypnotise them.

	Miko and David’s electronic arrangements meant that the digitally synthesized sound was completely indistinguishable from how the instruments, whose shattered remains were still strewn around the top of the pyramid, would have sounded had they been intact. To complete the ritual, they had copied the positioning that Peter Bigelow had made stand in the previous day. Being four instruments it made sense; each of them occupying one side of the pyramid, where they had also positioned a battery of large speakers facing upwards. That way the sound wouldn’t only be directed at the audience, but also up into the sky and as they had seen in all the other tests, power was important.

	The melody began with smooth turns which acted as a relaxing balsam over the crowd of people. Next it moved slowly into a tenser, syncopated, rhythm with shadowy overtones. Everyone started unconsciously to seek out the person next to them meaning that the crowd became concentrated in an even smaller space, weaving a dense human spider’s web of bodies.

	The concentrated energy in this human wave began to flow through the network of bodies that had formed, transmitting the rhythm of the music from one side of the meseta to the other.

	The ney and the harp ceded the limelight to allow the percussion to lead the next part of the song. The cadence of blows on the drum was immediately transferred to the public. At first it was only through their feet hitting the ground in time with the music, but after a few bars, they were all holding onto each other’s shoulders and jumping together as one to the digitalized sound of the San drum.

	There were no longer thousands of people there, the crowd had become one, giant entity. The mass made the Great Pyramid seem small in comparison, it seemed like the human swarm had engulfed it as if it was no more than a toy; as if it was a musical instrument being held by a giant hand…

	The energy which was passed into the ground by the jumping people activated a mechanism that was hidden inside the Great Pyramid. The faces were suddenly illuminated with the colours: red, green, blue and white. The audience gasped in admiration and surprise at the unexpected special effects. Miko and Alicia turned around to contemplate the extraordinary occurrence. They were sure that the lights weren’t part of the show; the pyramid had its own light source!

	Without understanding what was going on, they carried on with their performance of the song, which had introduced all the instruments again, playing in perfect harmony and gradually getting faster with the chorus singing their piece in a cycle.

	The light that the pyramid was emitting from its four sides varied in intensity and colour, each one seemed to be controlled by the musical instrument it was linked to. The constant vibration of the ground kept the motor running faster and faster.

	The spectators were amazed by the spectacle of light and sound which was coming from the Great Pyramid. Nobody had seen anything like it in their lives. The five senses seemed to be trapped in one perception: complete harmony of body and spirit.

	The rhythm of the music gradually began to break loose; a dizzying succession of notes which were accompanied by an almost violent percussion announced the end of the tune. When silence fell, the walls of the pyramid lost their light and the public stopped jumping.

	But that wasn’t the end. A powerful light sprouted from the top of the pyramid, its thin beam shooting straight up into the sky in a vertical line. The sky then lit up as if a new moon had suddenly appeared. The light reached the highest layers of the atmosphere and unfurled in concentric waves, radiating its energy over the entire planet.

	A deep sound, like the roar of thunder, hung in the air until as it gradually diminished. Now all that was left was the ending. Miko was faced with a strange concoction of notes that was supposedly the grand finale as transcribed by David. According to the score, he had to play them very fast, so fast that Miko was unsure he would be able to play it without making a mistake on the keyboard. There was nothing even remotely musical about it, but it was the way that had been chosen to transmit this message to the whole of humanity.

	Alicia had finished her piece but she was aware that the ending that only Miko would be playing was on its way. She looked up at the top of the pyramid just as the final melody started. The stream of light began to pulse on and off at an impossible rate, emitting a different pattern with each new note. It looked like a new type of Morse code with dots and lines transmitting a message to another planet. Alicia’s body suddenly began to shake involuntarily.

	It wasn’t just Alicia’s body; the ground began to move too. There was a silent earthquake that wasn’t registered on any seismographs. The waves from this invisible vibration carried the stream of magical notes throughout the planet straight from the top of the Great Pyramid. The effects were subtle. There were children who were distracted from their games as they heard music far off in the distance. There was recording equipment which suddenly picked up a strange interference that nobody knew how to explain. Animals began to howl in chorus in the valleys between mountains. There were myriad unexplained individual experiences that nobody managed to put together as forming part of a common phenomenon.

	There was also another, unperceived change, this time on a far smaller, molecular level. It was so small that it would go unnoticed by the scientific community for another few years, when the human genome was finally completely decoded and mapped. That double helix of nucleotides which each of us carry inside experienced a slight stimulation from the energy that was being transmitted from that remote part of the planet. At first it was only a dance to the beat of the seductive rhythm, but little by little, the DNA molecules were completely taken over by the exotic influence of the melody. The chemical chain slowly began to unwind, stripped bare in the face of a superior force, showing itself without any shame. The chromosomes, activated by an unknown yet relentless order, unravelled from their two threads which were vibrating harmonically with the music coming from the exterior. And that was when the change happened. The notes that had been sent on the bursts of light coming from the top of the Great Pyramid coded a new gene which penetrated the double helix of a chromosome and added itself to the more than thirty thousand that had already been discovered.

	The double helix that had been opened in each one of the inhabitants of the planet twisted itself back together and the DNA molecules went back to their usual shape. The new gene was left camouflaged as if nothing at all had happened. The human race, however, had recuperated primitive capacities that had been deactivated over the passage of time. Homo sapiens sapiens was once again able to feel the way that it reacted to the invisible forces of nature, to be able to place itself in the complicated world that it lived it and to be able to accurately gauge the damage that it was doing on its environment. A small change that would correct the misguided route that civilization had been travelling along.

	After a minute, Miko pressed the key for the very last note and was able to breathe again. The light from the pyramid went out completely and the spotlights that showed the exits were illuminated.

	The concert had finished.

	The audience came out of the trance that the music had put them into immediately and they all left the area in a matter of minutes.

	Miko and Alicia ran along the stage in opposite directions until they found each other a fell into a long embrace.

	‘Did you see it?’ Alicia asked excitedly.

	‘Yeah… the whole pyramid light up and changed colour…’

	‘And the last beam of light…’

	‘It was like a piece of code…’

	‘How the hell…?’

	One question led to another, making everything that had happened seem even more confusing.

	‘I can’t understand what just happened, but I think we managed to pass the test,’ said Alicia.

	Miko turned his head towards the pyramid which was now in total darkness and silence, pretending that its stones were nothing more than simple blocks that had been placed one on top of the other. Then he turned to Alicia, his face covered in beads of sweat and his body shaking after all the exertion.

	‘I know I have, anyway,’ Miko said sincerely. ‘Thanks for making me see that what I needed to do was to go back to loving music. Do you know how I was feeling just a few moments ago? My feet were floating above the stage, and it wasn’t just the feeling of being a happy puppet delighted at being controlled by the powerful force of music, it was more like I felt I was important to it. There wouldn’t have been any sounds without me, they were slaves to silence. It doesn’t matter how magic or divine the music is, it needs humans so that it can show itself. That’s the balance that I never saw, and that from now on I’ll try to keep hold of.’

	Alicia hugged Miko and felt that she had everything she could possibly need in life.

	‘Is there any room in this new life of yours for an unemployed lawyer?’

	‘I guess I’ll need a ruthless manager,’ he said with a cheeky smile, ‘or a lawyer to defend me against the plagiary accusations that will start flowing or…’

	‘Okay, calm down,’ Alicia interrupted, putting a finger on his mouth. ‘I’ve got a much better idea than that.’


Chapter 63.

	Five months later. 

	 

	It was already midnight when the barge was about to cross the 25th April bridge. The deck was full of people who could be divided into two groups according to the colour of their clothes. The festive atmosphere was being provided by a mixed race group of musicians who had signed up to be a part of the project despite looking on suspiciously at the other group of people there who were all wearing grey suits, the lawyers from all manner of backgrounds who were supporting the recently formed organisation on an individual level. There were international journalists there too who had accepted the invitation to attend the presentation of Fair Music, the NGO and Miko Tarvuk and his wife, Alicia del Toro had set up.

	It was a few hours since they had set out from the small port of Cais do Sodré near the Barrio Alto. Nico and Bibrau had gone with them to the dock, but then stayed behind on land with Rui who had promised to take them to the Oceanarium and after for an ice cream while they waited for Miko and Alicia to return.

	After an adaptation period which had required a few visits to Greenland, Bibrau decided that she would like to live with them permanently. Even though that was exactly what Alicia and Miko had wanted, they also waited for her grandfather, Taqquiq to give his blessing. He had had a few doubts about taking something so genuine from its natural environment. That small ice flower with slightly almond-shaped eyes seemed even more fragile than her natural habitat. He was only won over by the look of sheer joy at the prospect of continuing with her singing classes. She was delighted to have the chance to share her passion with other children. Her teacher had said that she would make an excellent Fado singer.

	The idea for a boat ride in order to publicise the launch of their NGO had been Nico’s as he was looking out of the window one day. He had asked: ‘What’s the biggest boat that can go on this river, daddy?’ in an attempt to distract himself from doing his homework. Alicia and Miko had been wracking their brains at that very moment, looking for the best place to make the project public. ‘A boat, that way nobody can escape!’ Miko shouted.

	At that moment, after having completed its journey around the Tajo estuary they made their way along the coast to Estoril. Miko glided among the crowd, in search of a place to relax for a moment on the prow which had been cordoned off to avoid any of the guests entering. That was where he found Alicia, her white skirt billowing in the breeze in perfect harmony with her hair, waiting for him holding two glasses of wine.

	‘I knew you’d try to get away,’ she chided him lovingly.

	‘I need to get used to being in the spotlight again. And anyway, why are you leaving me in charge of your lawyer friends? I haven’t got a clue how to get them talking.’

	‘You don’t need to entertain them; they’re all here because they want to be. They believe in what we’re trying to do.’

	‘I hadn’t expected such a positive reaction, not even from the musicians.’

	‘People generally want to help; the problem is that they’re not always sure how to…’

	When Alicia told him that her plan for them to live together also included them working together for a charity organisation, Miko was clearly delighted and fascinated and had set to work looking for support. It wasn’t too difficult to jog people’s memories about who he was, especially after the night when the Great Pyramid had become a musical instrument in harmony with the celestial spheres. Miko Tarvuk had shot back to the forefront of the music scene.

	The wave of success had expanded in concentric circles from the Egyptian meseta, extending in only a few days from the local press to the television networks over half the globe. Everyone was impressed by the special effects that had concluded his show. Nobody had ever seen anything like it according to the audience; it looked as if the very pyramid had begun to glow!

	In the days after, Miko Tarvuk was the most wanted man in the world: record companies, music agents and organisers of huge concerts were fighting over the windows in his diary. They all wanted a similar show in their cities.

	Alicia and Miko used the exposure from all the interviews to spread the word about their NGO Fair Music. Just as the name indicated, they intended to join music with fair play in an unbiased way. The aim was to gather a group of lawyers who would defend the most vulnerable. The musicians would contribute financially by giving concerts and ceding the author’s rights to their songs.

	Alicia would coordinate the battalion of lawyers and Miko would be the figurehead of a truly new generation of musicians. They wouldn’t accept donations; Miko didn’t want rich musicians to feel that they could just do their bit for society by making sporadic donations; to join the association you had to get involved personally. Every musician would be the patron of a project and it would be their responsibility to get it seen in the media.

	In order not to end up working completely separately, Alicia and Miko agreed to share the most important task of the NGO: travelling the world in search of new victims to help. Their experience when they were searching for the origin of Square Circle had shown them just how the most unprotected groups of people are often the ones who aren’t even aware that they have rights: the indigenous people in tropical forests who are in danger of extinction, or villages in the arctic who are threatened by profitable drilling that put their homes in danger. Luckily the San in the Kalahari had already made a handsome profit from the author’s rights to Square Circle which allowed them to choose their future. That was exactly the result that they wanted to replicate with other cases.

	‘Square Circle isn’t number one in the lists anymore,’ Miko said a little sadly.

	‘So what are you waiting for? You’d best get to work on the next hit,’ Alicia teased. ‘You should set an example for the musicians who want to work with us.’

	‘And now, thanks to you, I know I can.’ Miko raised his glass to toast the idea.

	‘I owe you a lot too,’ said Alicia. ‘You opened a door for me so I could escape the life that I hadn’t chosen to live.’

	‘You had the problem that you were too good at your job,’ Miko smiled. ‘It’s difficult to get off a winning horse.’

	‘You looked at me in such a way… You made me feel ashamed of what I was doing.’

	‘You already knew that you were doing something wrong. But anyway, now you don’t have to worry about fulfilling the idealist that you always had inside. You’re only going to be defending innocent people.’

	‘The important thing is that we’re on the path together.’

	They touched their glasses together at the moment when they went under the bridge.

	‘Can you hear that?’ asked Miko.

	Dozens of metres under the water, not very far away from the wreckage of a sports car, a big fish pushed a strange object with its mouth to see if it moved. The music box changed position and released the key which had last been used on New Year’s Day. A slight sound burst with clarity, the metallic striking of the hammer on the ridged drum. All the fish around it swam away in fright when faced but they soon returned when they understood what an important job they had to do. Placing themselves on top of the box, they opened their little mouths and allowed small bubbles to escape. The musical notes rose up in these underwater capsules in a last attempt to regain freedom. When they emerged, they were transmitted by the surface of the water, managing to reach as far as a boat which was filled with people and that happened to be passing that way.

	‘I can’t hear anything,’’ said Alicia.

	‘It’s the melody from the music box!’ shouted Miko.

	Alicia turned in circles, trying to help her ears pick up the sound.

	‘Are you joking?’

	Miko concentrated again, focusing on the murmuring of the waves, but now he couldn’t hear anything.

	‘I guess it must have just been my imagination.’

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	THE END


 

	Fiction and reality

	 

	As you will have been able to see, the novel mixes elements of fiction with characters and moments in history that are real. If you are interested, here is where I try to separate the wheat from the chaff.

	The places that Pythagoras visits are real. It is known that he took a tour around the Mediterranean in order to soak up the different cultures, and that he was particularly taken with the Egyptian civilization. As the discoverer of the mathematical relationships between numbers, he could never have been left out of the novel. His presence in Crotone (the south of what is now known as Italy) is real, and it is where he founded his school and also where he died. The circular view point where he meditates as he contemplates the sun was my invention so that there is a place where I could link Christian Rosencreutz with him a number of centuries later.

	The first historic references to the Rosicrucian Order come from the Fama Fraternitatis, an esoteric work published in Kassel, Germany in the year 1614, by an unknown, anonymous author but who is often thought to be Johann Valentin Andreae (1586-1654). According to Fama, the Rosicrucian Order had its origins in Christian Rosencreutz, a legendary character born in 1378 in Germany. From 1393 the mystical German began an initial tour that took him to various faraway countries such as Damascus, Palestine, The Holy Land, Egypt and Morocco, among others, where he studied for years under masters of the occult. That taken into consideration, his presence in Crotone and his identification with Pythagoras, despite being an invention, are not wildly out of the question.

	Also, according the Fama, on returning to Germany in 1407, he founded the Rosicrucian Order, which was made up of a small group of no more than eight people, indicating their names and functions in the heart of the Order. When Christian Rosencreutz died in 1484, the order disbanded and the whereabouts of his tomb remains a mystery.

	The story in which Beethoven is the main character is based on both real people and events: his trip to Vienna, his deafness, his romances, his friends, his copyist and of course, the recreation of the first performance of his Ninth Symphony. However, his encounter with the manuscript was invented. Despite that, the world in which he moved could have brought him into contact with something similar. It is a proven fact that Mozart was a member of the Freemasons as there are still registers with his name in the Vienna lodge. During the last years of his life he even composed pieces with Masonic symbolism such as The Magic Flute. Count Waldstein and Prince Lichnowsky were real people. Ferdinand Ernst von Waldstein was a great fan of music and a patron of the arts. He convinced Karl Alois, known as Prince Lichnowsky, to finance Beethoven’s trip to Vienna. Waldstein was a member of the Teutonic Order. In 1804 Beethoven dedicated the Piano Sonata number 21 in C major, opus 53 (also known as the Waldstein Sonata or Aurora) to him. Lichnowsky was one of Beethoven’s most important patrons and as such has the Second Symphony and the piano sonata, Pathétique, dedicated to him. He was also a brother mason to Mozart in the Vienna Lodge.

	Luis II of Bavaria and his obsession for the composer Richard Wagner, as well as the extravagant architecture of the Neuschwanstein castle is recorded as they really are. His relationship with the Rosicrucian Brotherhood is, however, completely my invention; inspired by the attractive coincidence between the legendary characters from Wagner’s operas and the also legendary figure of Christian Rosencreutz. I hope that the reader won’t be too bothered by my changing his surname for that of Schwan to make the story fit together.

	As for the other places mentioned in the novel, they are all real and I have tried to describe them as faithfully as possible: the Kalahari, Borobudur, Greenland, Easter Island (Ahu Akivi, stone enclosure Te Pito o Te Henua, Lisbon, Madrid (HQ for the IPDA/SGAE, Atocha station…).

	The story of the Manhattan Obelisk and its journey from Alexandria to New York is true, up to the part that the multi-millionaire, Vanderbilt, was the person to foot the bill. It is also true that the boat stopped at Gibraltar although it is yet to be proven that Wagner used the stop-off to load more Rosicrucian treasures to take them to America.

	The indigenous people: San, Rimba and Inuit are all real, evidently, just like the problems that they are suffering and which I refer to in the novel.

	With respect to the history of pop-rock in the last century, the details are factual (Nashville, the Brill building, just like the problems that some great artists have come across when they questioned the established order of things).

	In reference to neuromusicology, it is a new science which is making advances in giant steps and which is beginning to show its first results. The dream of curing patients only through the medium of music rather than medication is a long way off, but not so far that it is unthinkable. Neuroplasticity is a recent discovery that is turning everything we knew about the great mystery that the human brain is, upside down.

	 

	 

	 

	More…: www.luisffsimon.com

	
Notes

		[←1]
	 Translator’s note: In the book’s original language, Spanish, the pronunciation of Pete (Peter) and Pyt (Pythagoras) is very similar.
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