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C H A P T E R  8

An Unexpected Answer

Logan was planning to talk to Emma about their project after school, 
but when he saw her sitting at her usual outdoor table with friends during 
lunch, he decided he could not wait. Instead of heading to where his friends 
were sitting, he stopped by Emma’s table first.

“Hi,” he said, failing to come up with anything more original.
Caught off guard, Emma responded with a subtle wave and a short 

“Hi” back. Her friends immediately began dissecting what was going on. 
Chad Peters, who was sitting right next to Emma, seemed very interested 
in the situation.

“Figured some cool stuff out for our project last night,” said Logan, just 
now picking up on the stir his decision to approach Emma was causing. 
“Just wanted to let you know.”

Emma uttered, “That’s great. Talk later?”
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“Um, yeah, that works,” responded Logan, turning around. Bad 
timing. He should have just texted her. As he walked away, he heard Chad 
ask her what that was all about.

When Logan reached the table where his friends Patrick and David 
were sitting, he sat down beside David, opposite Patrick, and threw his 
backpack under the table. “What’s up?” he casually said, oblivious to the 
bewildered expressions on their faces.

“For a second there, I thought you were ditching us for some new 
friends,” teased David.

“Who says I wasn’t?” Logan countered.
“What was that all about, anyway?” asked Patrick.
“You know, the, um, the Mr. Jackson history project,” responded 

Logan.
“Yeah, right,” doubted Patrick. “You’ve had a thing for her since 

elementary school. You finally gonna do something about it?”
“Like Chad’s ever going to let that happen,” blurted David.
“Hey, what’s Chad got that our boy, Logan, doesn’t?” responded 

Patrick, coming to Logan’s defense.
David was quick to reply, “Um, everything…”
“Thanks, man,” said Logan.
“No problem,” replied David with a grin, patting Logan on the back.
“So, what’d Chad say when you walked up?” asked Patrick.
“He didn’t—”
“Hi guys,” said Emma unexpectedly, sitting down next to Logan, 

catching the three of them off guard.
“Hey, Emma,” responded Patrick and David in unplanned unison.
She immediately turned to Logan and said, “Hey, I’m sorry about that. 

It’s just that everyone’s a gossip at this school. I know, it’s stupid. I should 
have—”

“Seriously, don’t sweat it,” interrupted Logan. “I know how people can 
be,” he added, giving Patrick and David a subtle accusatory look.

Relieved, Emma said, “Thanks. Do you want to talk now?”
“Sure,” Logan nonchalantly replied, trying to play it cool.
“Bye, guys,” said Emma.
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She got up and started walking over to an empty table off to the side 
of the lunch patio under a tree. Logan followed with his backpack, leaving 
his food and friends behind. As he walked away, Logan looked back and 
Patrick gave him a thumbs up. Logan quickly caught up to her.

“So, what did you find out last night?” asked Emma as she sat down 
at the table. Logan sat across from her.

“You first,” he said, trying to be chivalrous. She didn’t put up a fight.
“I didn’t believe it when I saw it at first, but seriously, how did the 

Mayans do that 500 years ago, come up with that level of sophisticated 
math to plot out such precise coordinates to do this?”

“I know. Mapping out geographic coordinates around the Earth like 
that, it’s incredible.”

Emma looked at him and smiled. She had noticed something he 
missed. “Map of geographic coordinates around the Earth? Is that what 
you think it is?”

With a perplexed expression on his face, Logan responded, “Um… 
yeah, what else would it be?” He scratched his head trying to figure out 
what she was getting at.

She did not leave him hanging for too long. “Well, if you look at it—”
Emma was interrupted by, who else, Chad Peters. “Em, you forgot 

your food,” he said in an assertive tone that sounded more like he was 
announcing himself. He placed her lunch down in front of her, trying 
to simultaneously process what they were talking about based on the few 
words he overheard.

Emma looked up at him and replied, “Thanks, Chad. So sweet.”
“How’s it going here?” Chad asked, sitting down without waiting for 

an invitation.
“Fine, good,” Logan answered, not quite sure yet what Chad’s 

intentions were.
“How’ve you been, Logan? We don’t talk anymore,” said Chad.
Logan’s mind raced. His nerves kicked in along with some adrenaline. 

“Good!!” he exclaimed, trying to pretend everything was normal. Of 
course, it wasn’t.

“What’s it been, 2 or 3 years?” asked Chad.
“7 or 8, but who’s counting…”
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“Okay, boys, I think that’s enough,” Emma interjected, sensing the 
conversation escalating in tension. “Chad, thank you for my food. We’ll 
talk after lunch, okay? Logan and I are just going to finish up really 
quickly.”

Chad stood up, smirked and walked away.
“Don’t worry about Chad,” Emma commented. “He’s just—”
“It’s cool. I’m cool. All good,” uttered Logan. “So, you were saying….”
Emma got right back on track. “Okay, I wasn’t sure at first that we 

had it right or that these Copán numbers really were coordinates, but after 
studying them for a while, now I’m sure. They’re definitely coordinates, 
but not for mapping out geographic coordinates around the Earth, even 
though they do plot out using Earth’s geography.”

“I don’t understand,” replied Logan, confused.
Rather than try to explain it to him, she decided to show him. She 

pulled her computer tablet out of her book bag and opened the vacation 
planning program with all of the coordinates displayed over the Earth’s 
surface. She zeroed in on a small section of plotted coordinates over the 
Pacific Ocean. Pointing at them, she asked, “What does that look like 
to you?”

“I don’t know. They look like random coordinates plotted out over the 
Pacific Ocean to me.”

“The Big Dipper,” she replied. As soon as the words left her mouth, 
he suddenly saw the pot-shaped constellation, too, in the middle of the 
cluster of coordinates. Using her index finger to connect twelve of the 
coordinates like she was painting by numbers, she ran her finger over each 
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coordinate until she finished drawing the asterism that looked like a pot 
with an extended handle.

“Maybe it’s a coincidence. There are more than 9,000 coordinates 
in this map,” Logan said. “I’m sure if you look at chunks of them long 
enough, they will all start to look like something. It’s like when you stare 
up at the clouds, there’s always a shape to imagine up there.”

“Alright, then what about this section of the map?” She zoomed in 
on another portion of the map showing approximately 21 coordinates 
grouped together over the southern tip of Brazil.

Looking at the pattern of coordinates, although Logan already 
suspected she was going to tell him there was another constellation in 
there, he still couldn’t make out which one. “Who can tell?”
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“It’s the constellation Canis Major,” she replied, referring to the Latin-
named constellation that meant “greater dog.” Like she did before, using 
her fingers, she drew out the canine-shaped constellation by moving from 
coordinate to coordinate until it looked like a dog.

Emma now had Logan’s complete attention. Somewhat shocked, he 
said, “Okay…”

“And what about this one right next to it?” She pointed to a collection 
of coordinates over the Atlantic Ocean with three coordinates in a row 
inclining slightly up to the right, in the center.
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“Orion,” said Logan, recognizing the infamous three stars of Orion’s 
Belt named Alnitak, Alnilam, and Mintaka, all lined up in a row at the 
waist of the cosmic hunter known as Orion. Orion was a constellation 
depicting a hunter standing in set position, with a bow held in the hand 
of his outstretched left arm, and his right arm cocked back and up. He 
did not need her to finger-paint this one out for himself. He could see the 
mythical warrior Orion, clearly.

“Exactly.” Emma closed her tablet. “This isn’t a map of coordinates 
around the Earth. This is a star map created using the Earth’s geography 
to plot it out. I compared it to a star map I found online and checked out 
a few more constellations and star clusters. The Copán map of coordinates 
plotted out over the Earth mirrors the star map, at least the sections I 
looked at.”

“Holy crap,” said Logan, astonished. “But how is that possible?”
“This is bigger than random numbers on a wall inside the Copán 

Temple, don’t you see that? How in the world did the Mayans come up 
with the perfect geographic coordinates to map out the entire night sky 
using the Earth’s geography, 500 to 700 years ago? Do you remember the 
name of the secret chamber discovered by Dr. Arenot?”

Logan replied, “Yep. Chamber of the White-Eyed Star God. Does the 
Copán map show all of the stars?”

“Glad you asked,” she replied. “I looked that up last night, too. There 
are literally millions of stars in the night sky visible from Earth using 
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telescopes and technology, but do you want to guess the number of stars 
visible on a perfectly clear night with no light pollution, using only the 
naked human eye, according to the Academy of Stellar Sciences and 
Cartography?”

“That can’t be,” Logan uttered, anticipating what she was about to say.
“Yes, it can. 9,096… and that’s assuming you can see the entire night 

sky at once from wherever you’re standing, which, of course, you can’t 
because on any given night, nearly half the stars are on the other side of 
the planet.”

“9,096… but how did the Mayans get that right 500 to 700 years ago?”
“There are actually 9,097 coordinates in this Copán map, meaning 

one of them is not supposed to be there. After school today, you and I are 
going to come up with a plan to figure out which one.”

Emma was calling the shots now and Logan kind of liked it. “Okay. 
Where do you want to talk?”

“Actually, I think you owe me an ice cream,” she replied with a 
suggestive smile. He smiled back, and their plan was set.

After school, they went to Scoops, a popular self-serve ice cream shop a 
few blocks from school. As they ate their personalized ice cream creations, 
Emma asked, “Do you know how big this Copán story is?”

“Yeah, I do, but that Harvard professor who made the original discovery 
probably figured all of this out already, right?”

“Maybe,” said Emma. “But if that’s true, why isn’t there any mention 
of it on the internet? I mean, how is it possible a discovery like this can go 
unmentioned anywhere online?”

“Maybe they took out those websites, too,” speculated Logan.
“Yeah, probably,” said Emma. She paused. “I have a question, but don’t 

laugh at me. Promise you won’t, okay?”
“I won’t, I promise,” agreed Logan, although he wasn’t quite sure what 

he was getting himself into.
“Do you think this Copán map might be evidence that…,” she 

stopped, too embarrassed to say what she was thinking. Then, she just let 
it out. “That aliens visited the Mayans hundreds of years ago? I know I 
sound crazy like I’ve spent too much time on the aliensandghosthunters.
com conspiracy site, but this stuff is really incredible.”
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“You’re right. Waaaayyyy too much time on that site and totally crazy.”
“Hey, you jerk!!” she exclaimed, smacking him. “Shut up, I’m serious.”
“Okay, okay. I’m just kidding,” laughed Logan. “In all seriousness, 

from the little I’ve read, the Mayans were way advanced for their time. So, 
is it possible they actually solved the math to do this? Maybe. Wikipedia 
talks about the Mayans developing some of the most accurate pre-telescope 
astronomy in the world, but there’s obviously something more to this… 
something interesting enough to cause someone to erase all of the evidence 
and websites.”

“Then, you and I are going to figure out exactly what that something 
is, and to do that, we have to start by comparing the Copán map to a star 
map to figure out which coordinate should not be there.”

Logan agreed. “How about this… I’ll take the coordinates falling in 
the Western Hemisphere and you can take the Eastern?”

Emma nodded yes, and that was it. They had a plan to compare all 
9,097 stars in the Copán map, one at a time, to see which coordinates 
tracked the stars in the online star map, and more importantly, to find the 
ONE coordinate in the map which did not.

Over the next week, the process was painstakingly slow, like looking 
for a needle in a haystack. They had to review and compare the maps one 
small quadrant at a time. It took a full seven days for them to complete 
their reviews. They did not talk much over that week, which disappointed 
Logan who, if he had it his way, would have talked to Emma every day. 
Instead, they only texted each other at night to provide short updates on 
their progress.

A couple of times, they found a coordinate in the Copán map that 
did not appear to track with the star map. On those occasions, their 
communications were livelier as they worked together to compare the 
maps. In both instances, however, the coordinates turned out to be false 
positives with the Copán map plotting them slightly askew from their 
actual proportionate locations in the online star map, close to where they 
should have been among the stars – just not exact.

That all changed on the seventh night of their research project when 
Emma, while sipping a cup of tea and reviewing one of her final coordinate 
sections, came upon a lonely coordinate that fell nowhere near where a 
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star should have been. As soon as she saw it, she knew the Copán star 
coordinate at 29.6518 x 100.4516 was not simply mis-plotted slightly 
askew from its actual location in the online star map. Instead, it fell in a 
gap of stars where there should not have been a star.

To confirm her intuition, she opened a more comprehensive online star 
map, one that showed more than just the stars visible with the naked eye. 
This map had millions of stars in it, including those viewable only with 
the aid of powerful telescopes. If 29.6518 x 100.4516 had a home in this 
small section of the heavens, she would find it. Only, she couldn’t.

She looked closely. “Come on Little 29, where are you?”
After more than two hours of searching the more detailed map in 

the precise quadrant where Little 29 should have been, even with the 
additional stars to choose from in the higher intensity map, Little 29 still 
did not correlate with any known star location. Emma was now even more 
confident this was the extra coordinate.

But it was not until she realized where Little 29 plotted out over Earth’s 
geography on the Copán coordinates map that her confidence turned 
into certainty. Nearly every Copán coordinate except this one, fell over 
an ocean, mountain range, desert, ice plateau, or substantially non-urban 
area. That wasn’t surprising given that, out of the planet’s approximately 
197,000,000 total square surface miles, only .007% fell in an urban area. 
Sure, with 9,097 coordinates in the Copán map, there were instances where 
coordinates fell in urban areas, but the odds were extremely rare.

Yet here, Little 29 was not only the one coordinate out of 9,097 
(a .0001% chance) in the entire Copán map that did not correlate with 
a known star, it also happened to fall in that rare .007% category of 
coordinates which plotted out over an urban area. And perhaps most 
convincing of all to Emma was the fact that Little 29 didn’t just fall within 
an urban area or near a city; it plotted out squarely on top of the footprint 
of the city center of Bologna, Italy.

At 11:52 p.m., it was Emma’s turn to pick up the phone and wake 
Logan. This call could not wait. Whatever they were looking for was in 
Bologna.


