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EINSTEIN'S COMPASS

A YA TIME TRAVELER ADVENTURE

time travel · teen & young adult · award-winning · Albert Einstein · historical fantasy
"...a riveting fantasy about soul-searching and growth which will keep young adult readers engrossed
to the end." —Diane Donovan, Senior Editor, Midwest Book Review
How did Albert Einstein come up with his wondrous theories of light and time?
In Einstein's Compass: A YA Time Traveler Adventure, a young Albert is gifted a supernatural compass that
allows him to travel through time and space. He finds wisdom in other dimensions, like the lost city of
Atlantis, but evil forces seek the power of the compass, including a monstrous, shape-shifting dragon
from a different age.
Can the compass protect Albert from such villainy?
— scroll down to read book sample —
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“5 Stars...an intriguing plot that…comes together with a fantastic swell of energy towards the end and
builds to a startling and brilliant conclusion…Einstein’s Compass is a highly recommended story for those
readers who enjoy an involved plot with plenty of amazing scenery, details and clever connections.” —
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K.C. Finn for Readers’ Favorite
“…there’s plenty of world-building and enough character intrigue to keep readers turning the pages. A
fun fantasy adventure.” —Historical Novel Society
“Einstein's Compass exhibits a solid writing style and dutifully hits Einstein's developmental and
educational milestones while weaving in an imaginative backstory and unique antagonists' perspectives.
The what if of Albert Einstein developing his landmark scientific theories through the aid of spiritualism
and time travel, all the while battling an immortal dragon-person from Atlantis, is certainly a unique
concept.” —BookLife Magazine, a division of Publisher's Weekly
“…a glorious romp through a fantastical world of dragons and god-like light healers who are entrusted
with protecting mankind from the realms of evil–wrapped around the historically-accurate adventures of
the incomparable Albert Einstein…Although it is intended for a Young Adult audience, it is well suited to
adults who enjoy fictionalized history with a wide-ranging epic theme and a Harry Potter-esque plot…This
is highly recommended for those who enjoy a saga of good vs. evil that spans tens of thousands of years,
for readers who devour novels that blend history and fantasy, and for anyone who is simply looking for a
unique story that they will not want to put down.” —Jacqui Murray, Author, Ask a Tech Teacher
“The story is original and entertaining, not only as the Young Adult genre it is geared toward, but also for
those adults who wonder about answers to so many questions on the spiritual and mystical plains… I
found this story to be entertaining, enlightening, and a must read for those who believe that time travel
has possibilities. It is a well-crafted novel with complexities and depth that many will find a fascinating
read. I highly recommend this to any adult young or older. A fascinating perspective you won’t want to
put down. I hope there is another book along the same lines in my future.” —Rox Burkey, Author, The
Enigma Series
“This is an amazing story…I was impressed with how the authors managed to incorporate the known
information on the lost continent of Atlantis, Light Workers, souls, reincarnation, time travel and the
early years of Albert Einstein before he became famous, into a mesmerizing work of fiction readers will
have difficulty putting down." —Doug Simpson, Author of We Lived In Atlantis
“A complex YA time-traveling adventure, Einstein’s Compass combines various mythologies, religions, and
science in a good vs. evil battle that takes the famous scientist and gives him a greater calling. Featuring
actual events from Einstein’s life, the plot steadily progresses and shows Albert’s growth and increased
understanding, which is neatly intertwined with the supernatural light vs. evil plot line…the combination
of science with the supernatural is a winner, and the good vs. evil fight is interesting, making this a good
book for YA readers.” —Sarah E. Bradley, InD'Tale Magazine
“Einstein’s Compass has a real vibrancy…clearly this is a work of genuine passion from Blair and Bright
and it shines in every drip of ink on the page.” —Sebastian J. Brook, Doctor Who Online Reviews
“A great book for the YA audience. I liked how the book shows us the world of good and evil through the
magical compass. I enjoyed this book a lot. I liked the fact that time travel, history, and fantasy were
combined to tell an interesting story. A well written book.” —Ben Franklin 2020 Awards Judge
“…extremely unique and just downright entertaining! Such a fantastic tale! I highly recommend!” —
★★★★★ NetGalley Review
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“Thrilling to read this story told
with such suspense. It’s very bold.
Albert Einstein and time travel
put us under a wondrous spell.
Albert ponders light, time and space.
Was he born in another place?
A compass gift becomes the key
to unlocking this mystery.
The authors earn our cheers and praise
for mystical themes that they raise
and for their most exciting book.
You really should give it a look.
I hope it will be a movie.
It’s one that I would like to see.
Great scenes jump off of every page.
This film could be box-office rage!”
—Review Poem by Betty Jo Tucker, Lead Film Critic for ReelTalk Movie Reviews
“In [this] young adult fantasy novel Einstein’s Compass, a boy struggles with supernatural forces of light
and darkness, hoping to find his place within it all…Both supernatural and scientific, Einstein’s Compass is
a young adult adventure that focuses on spiritual enlightenment and cosmic destinies.” —Vivian Turnbull,
Clarion ForeWord Reviews
Featured in BookLife’s First Lines: September 2019, a “roundup of some of the best opening lines from
titles by BookLife authors.”
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host, who has assisted thousands to find their spiritual wisdom to solve
everyday challenges. Throughout her adult life, Grace became a serious
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practices were incomplete, but could be filled out by adding the missing
spiritual component. Her approach was always to see practical applications for
what she uncovered in the mystical. It was through immersing herself in this
field of study and experience that she came up with her idea for her
book, Einstein's Compass. She lives in Lubbock, Texas, with her husband, Dr.
John Blair.
SAMPLE FROM EINSTEIN'S COMPASS
Prologue
Circa 10,400 BCE – The Islands of Poseidon
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The earth tremor stopped Raka in his tracks. The Atlantean healer priest raised his right hand over his violet
eyes and searched the landscape for signs of disturbance. He shrugged when he discovered nothing amiss,
then continued his way toward the council meeting. What Raka did not understand was that the jolt he felt was
not an earthly shudder, but a spiritual one. He had started walking toward the darkness that was the Sons of
Belial, and with his first step, the door of the inner Temple of Light had slammed shut to him. So, began his
journey as a fallen Angel of Light.
***
A brisk summer afternoon sea breeze from the east puffed out Raka’s shoulder-length blond hair. At
more than six feet tall, the bronzed man of twenty-five was handsome, and he knew it. He smiled as he
swept a hand through his hair, then patted a hidden pocket in his cloak to check the vial of DNA he had
stolen from the Temple of Healing.
The feel of the vial triggered memories that he found less than pleasant. His hands curled into fists as he
felt a strange rage build in the pit of his stomach. All I do is run around as an errand boy for Uncle Thoth
and my brother Arka, he thought angrily. Why won’t Uncle Thoth show me how the fire crystal works? He
never includes me in the critical discussions. Until I can control my “impulses,” they won’t let me be privy to the
more buried secrets of Light.
His lips curled into a snarl at the thought. My grandfather was the mighty god Atlas! Admittedly, I am meant
for greatness, like him.
Raka had been entertaining thoughts like these for months until they had finally consumed him. His
Consciousness of Light had constricted as the negativity grew. Eventually, his anger and frustration had
built to the point that they overshadowed his judgment and propelled him to action. Thus, the dispirited
Prince of Light was on the island of Aryan to meet with the Council of the Sons of Belial. He hoped to be
placed in an elevated position in their council in exchange for betraying his Atlantean brethren. But if he
wasn’t received in the way he deserved, he had a plan B.
Aryan was a military complex and the promised land of power, pomp, and ceremony. The Temple of
Darkness was established by former Angels of Light who, like Raka, had become jealous of the energy in
the Temple of Light that they could not access. They had rejected the discipline of the Light of God. The
veils of Light that once surrounded the Angels of Light dimmed and the angels became as asleep to the
Spirit within. The gross heaviness of fear descended around their bodies.
Throughout years, those attracted to the Temple of Darkness increased in number. Their separation
from the Light created trepidation among the people of the world. As their following grew, the Council of
the Sons of Belial and its army sought to insulate the five islands of Poseidon from outside invaders. The
Atlanteans, following the inner spiritual Light, left the struggles for worldly power to the Council of the
Sons of Belial and its warriors.
Atlantis, with The Temple of Light, was a garden of God’s loving and a sanctuary from worldly stresses, a
flourishing place of divine innocence and healing. People from the surrounding islands and the world at
large came to refresh and restore themselves in body, mind, and spirit. The Sons of Belial knew the real
driving force was the Spirit of life that lay on Atlantis. The invisible emanation of the Firestone crystal was
the energy source of the planet. Thanks to it, the circling satellites in space recharged the temples and
cities around the world. The Council of Five of the Sons of Belial had their own ideas about what could be
done with the planet’s most potent energy source and lusted after the fire crystal.
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General Tora-Fuliar was the leader of Aryan Island. Seven feet tall, blond and blue-eyed, the fortyish man
was typical of his race. He and his cohort of four colonels had agreed to meet with the priest-scientist
cum spy Raka, ostensibly to discuss his joining them. But their real purpose was to use his knowledge to
wrest control of the Firestone crystal from the Atlanteans, whom they considered weak and inferior. The
secret meeting would take place in Belial, the cliff fortress with towering walls that overlooked the
Atlantic Ocean.
Arriving at the fortress, Raka was met at its massive twin gates by four Aryan soldiers who had been told
to expect him. As they beckoned him inside, the priest of Light saw carcasses of wild boar strewn across
an enormous marble altar and recognized what they meant. He held his breath as the stink of foul, stale
blood and dark purpose filled the air. The blond, blue-eyed warriors checked Raka for weapons, and he
smirked as his precious vial eluded their search. The guards escorted Raka through a second gate inside
the fortress to the southern tower. He was led into a vast, foreboding, windowless chamber that had
been carved out of the island’s living rock. His eyes narrowed at the pentagram painted in blood in the
middle of the torch-lit room. The dark energy of the animal sacrifice held during the full moon of the
previous night lingered in it.
At the far end of the war room, the symbol of the Black Sun hung behind the general’s massive desk,
which was hewn from dark obsidian that had been formed in a volcanic cataclysm eons ago. Covering the
fifteen-foot-high walls to the right of the writing table hung maps of the world. The general and his
colonels were seated on severe, straight-backed ebony chairs around a polished black marble table.
Dressed in black linen trousers and tan shirts with the Black Sun symbol on each collar and black
alligator boots, the five somehow managed to appear casual despite their rigidity.
Raka strode up to the black table to greet the ruling council of the Sons of Belial. Taking in the scene, he
thought to himself that while the five appeared relaxed, there was a tension in the room. To Raka, they
resembled nothing more than a pack of wolves ready to leap. He straightened his golden silk garment
and smiled, nodding to the general. “I am honored that you agreed to meet with me, General.”
As the general stood, he sniffed as if taking in Raka’s scent, then inclined his head. “Welcome. We have
been looking forward to this meeting.” He motioned to Raka to sit down across from them. Raka’s eyes
scanned the room as he settled warily into his chair. The dark and barbarous energy of the council made
him uncomfortable. The general forced a smile that didn’t reach his eyes and began. “We understand you
want to help us.”
Raka inhaled profoundly and adjusted his energy field to withstand the negative force emanating from
those present. Nodding, he replied, “If you recall, at the Temple of Healing I used energy healing stones
to alleviate your pain a few months ago. You had sustained a back injury in a rather unfortunate
incident.”
The general frowned but grunted in agreement.
“You stayed with us on Atlantis for several days to recuperate, and each time I came to treat you, you
questioned me about the Firestone energy crystal.”
The general nodded. “I did.”
“Its value is obvious, but tell me what your interest in it is.”
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The general was not about to reveal his real intention to an untested outsider, so he said, “The firestone
crystal is possibly one of the most important artifacts on the planet. You Atlanteans are focused on
research and your sciences and arts. You are ill-prepared to defend the Firestone from those who would
use it for their own gain.”
Raka nodded in understanding as the general continued. “We Aryans are strong. The Firestone should be
guarded by our soldiers. After all, it is the energy source for all of the planet.” The general leaned in as if
to thrust his argument forward. “The council and the Sons of Belial are best suited to protect the crystal
and you healers of Atlantis. We know that unless we are taught the mysteries of the crystal, disaster
could be imminent.”
Raka saw the energy around the general’s body turn dark with flares of red, and he recognized the lust
for power. He was also aware the general was not telling him everything. No surprise there. The healer
was not some ignorant novice; he knew the warrior wanted to use the firestone crystal to enhance the
Aryan’s military might—and his own power. He was aware that with the Firestone, they could be
invincible. And that they could and most likely would use this power to attempt to control the Atlanteans
and take dominance over the entire planet. Despite his hopes for forming an alliance with the Sons of
Belial, Raka now accepted that it would be a long time before these people trusted him—if they ever
would. He wondered if he would even survive after he delivered what they wanted. He sighed inwardly,
conceding to himself that this was not going to go the way he had hoped.
Still, he would play along for a while. Looking the general in the eye, he said, “General, I believe I could
assist you in gaining access to the firestone crystal.”
The general and his colonels nodded with interest as Raka continued. “But there are other things I might
do for you. I noticed the beasts you have sacrificed to absorb their power. What if you could have even
greater physical power than that you leech from the boars you kill?”
The colonels murmured, and the general’s eyes narrowed. He glanced at his minions, who could barely
conceal their grins as each entertained his own twisted fantasy of power.
Raka continued with a sly smile, “Yes, I assumed you would be interested.” He leaned back, appearing
casual and said, “Of course, if I were to assist you, then I would want something in return.”
The general leaned forward. “Of course. What do you want?”
Raka pulled the vial from his pocket and held it up as he said with a sneer, “I wanted to be a part of you.
But how can I trust any of you when you lie to my face? I am not about to turn over the power of the
crystal to someone who would deceive me.”
The general’s face darkened, but before he or the council could react, Raka pulled off the vial’s stopper
and downed the contents in one gulp.
In truth, Raka was not sure what to expect. The vial had been received from a planet in the Draconian
constellation with which Atlantis had become allied. As part of their treaty, the Draconian had been
supplying the healers of Atlantis with a solution of their DNA. Mere drops mixed with herbs could
regenerate a limb or restore the nearly depleted life force of an injured or sick patient. The amount Raka
had just swallowed had never been tried before.
The instant the liquid touched his tongue, Raka’s body began to change. The five Sons of Belial were
frozen in place as Raka’s body began writhing and twisting.
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A scream tore from deep within Raka’s throat, and with a shudder, the healer of Light’s form began to
shift. His soft human feet started to swell and extrude wicked-looking claws. His skin became rough and
toughened. The thick leather straps of his sandals burst with a snap. His legs contracted and bent into a
reptilian shape, even as his torso elongated and a tail sinuously extended from the base of his spine. His
pink flesh turned a greyish green, then scales emerged from his chest, arms, and neck. His supple lips
thinned, and a long serpentine tongue darted out from between them. He tasted the air with his new
senses. As he transformed, his airways and throat opened wide. Raka collapsed to the ground,
shuddering in ecstatic agony as the pain of bone, sinew, and flesh reconfiguring itself consumed him.
Finally breaking free of their horrific fascination, the council reacted, and the war room erupted into
pandemonium. Drawn by the shouts, a score of soldiers bearing spear and shields rushed into the
chamber. It was a credit to their intensive training that the scene that greeted their eyes caused them
but a moment’s pause. With crisp precision the soldiers spaced themselves around the writhing reptile
and thrust their spears forward, their points forming a 360-degree-barrier.
But they were already too late; Raka’s vulnerability had passed. His transformation into a twelve-foot
dragon was complete. He was fully awake and ready to take control. The former Healer of Light felt
intoxicated with raw power and luxuriated in it. Almost casually, he stretched out the reptilian claws at
the end of his fingers and with a flick of his arm sliced open one of the warriors from chin to belt. His
long, slithery tongue sensed the blood and offal much more thoroughly than before. With his reptile
vision, the dim light in the room became bright. Awed beyond belief, Raka began to realize what his
quest for power had wrought. He threw his head back and laughed as the guards’ spears bounced
harmlessly off his thick, scaly hide.
The air was electric with his power. He glanced disdainfully at his attackers. Sneering at their puniness,
he walked toward the warriors. With a swipe of his tail, he knocked the legs out from under several of
them, sending them crashing to the floor. As the others slowed to avoid tripping over their fallen
comrades, Raka inhaled, then spewed a blast of fire that blackened and crisped the skin of the soldiers
remaining at the front of the charge.
Despite his momentary victory, Raka knew more troops would soon descend upon the chamber. Enough
of them, and he might be subdued. With bursts of fire blazing from his mouth, he cleared a path for
himself. His eye sought the general and his colonels and found them huddled behind the stone table,
which they had upended. “Now you see the power of Raka!” he exulted. “I will be back to claim my seat at
the head of the council once you realize you have no choice but to kneel at my feet.” Letting loose a final
blast of fire that was absorbed by the thick marble tabletop, Raka ran from the room.
Raka fled through the rock hallways of the fortress until he came to the far wall that rose out of the
eastern edge of the island. He gazed over the edge and found himself looking into the angry breakers
crashing into the jagged rocks more than a hundred feet below. There was nowhere else to go. Cursing
himself for not studying the island better, he prepared to defend himself. As the soldiers started
pounding toward the parapet where he stood, Raka saw he had no choice. Exhaling a last massive blast
of flame to buy another few seconds, Raka jumped up on the low wall and flung himself off into the air.
He appeared to hover there for a moment before plummeting down and out of sight.
A cheer broke from the soldiers’ throats but was quickly stifled as the irate general stormed out among
them. “Where is he?” The soldiers feared the general’s reaction, but one finally pointed to the far ledge.
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Shaking his head in disapproval at the soldiers’ incompetence, he strode to the parapet and stared down
at the rocks below, hoping to see the ruined remains of the dragon’s body. But he saw no trace of Raka’s
remains. He turned and screamed for the soldiers to get down to the rocks and find the dragon’s body.
Sometime later, an exhausted captain of the guard hesitantly approached the general. “We’ve searched
every nook and cranny below the cliffs, sir.” The general raised his eyebrows in question. The guard
captain shook his head and looked at his feet. “Nothing.”
The general snorted but did not appear too surprised. Heartened by the lack of response, the captain
frowned and said, “I thought we brought a priest in to see you, sir. Where did the dragon come from?”
The general’s eyes narrowed. “That’s not the question, Captain. What you should be asking is, where did
it go?”
***
Swimming furiously under the water, Raka tried to process what had taken place. His jump from the cliff
had been a risk, but it had paid off. After just a moment of unconsciousness after the impact, his body
had quickly restored itself enough for him to escape into the sea. Now he found himself barely bruised.
He was shaken from his meeting with the Sons of Belial and wanted nothing more than to sequester
himself for a while and consider his new body. He also needed to plan his next moves. The remote caves
of Aryan Island would suit that purpose, he decided.
With his new strength and supernatural speed, he quickly arrived at his destination; an underground
cavern near the shore where he and his brother, Arka, had camped when they were children hunting for
crystals. Dragging himself to a pool of water fed by a natural spring, Raka stared at his image. The once
handsome, blue-eyed priest/scientist with shoulder-length golden hair was now a twelve-foot-long, flesheating changeling. His beady red eyes widened as he shook his head in disbelief. He snorted at his
grotesque body. Unsure of what to expect, he gently touched the black four-inch horns on the top of his
head. Spongy, he thought. He gazed with some approval, though, at his massive arms.
He turned to find short, black, spiny wings on his back and a long tail protruding from the base of his
spine. With his razor-sharp alligator talons, he jabbed and pinched his armored dark-greenish skin. No
tenderness, no marks or blood surfaced. He opened his mouth to examine his long, rough, but slimy
reptilian tongue and the wickedly sharp bony ridge behind his lips, more like a raptor’s beak than
anything else.
His quick self-inspection complete, Raka found himself both horrified and fascinated. He now had so
much raw physical power, but... At what cost? His mind reeling, the dragon paced. “Can I fix this and
return to normal?” He considered everything he knew about the Draconian DNA, which had been used
for healing and even regeneration of organs and limbs. In every case he had studied or been involved
with, there had never been a report of reversal of the effects it produced. As the consequences of his
rash actions finally dawned on him, Raka collapsed onto the cavern’s sandy floor and sobbed. When his
frustration and grief finally dissipated late into the night, he succumbed to his exhaustion and fell asleep.
***
Raka sat in his grotto on a battered wooden armchair that had washed up on the shore of his hideaway
cove. For the last day or so he had done little but experiment with his new form and new powers. He had
begun to develop a healthy respect for his strength and the seeming indestructibility of his body. He had
come to grips with the realization that there was no going back.
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Truth be told, he was beginning to think he wouldn’t have wanted to go back even if it were possible. He
had not been appreciated. Neither his uncle Thoth nor his twin, Arka, had ever recognized his promise.
“If only Arka had let me practice the mystical arts with him, I would have shown him what I could do.
Fool! It’s his fault I am here,” Raka muttered to himself.
The day before his meeting with the Council, reflecting further, Raka remembered his quarrel with Arka.
Arka pointed to the container on the counter. “Where were you today? You were supposed to take the ruby
crystals to the Temple of Healing. We had to cancel the treatments when they did not arrive.”
Raka petulantly stared at the ground. “Something important came up.” Then he looked up at Arka defiantly.
“But I told Prensa to take the crystals to the temple. It’s his fault the treatments were canceled, not mine.”
Arka frowned. “Prensa? He is our cook, not your servant.”
Arka shook his head as if to disperse Raka’s weak excuse, then changed course. “The temple guard said he saw
you walking with a female member of the Belial Brotherhood near the gardens. What were you doing there
with her?”
“She wanted to know what we did in the Temple of Healing,” Raka lied. “I showed her around the temple
grounds.” That wasn’t all I showed her, Raka thought to himself with a lascivious smirk.
Arka could only shake his head in resignation.
The memory aroused Raka’s anger, which brought him crashing back to the present. “I am meant to do
important things, not just be an errand boy!” he shouted at the rock walls of the cavern.
With thoughts of revenge seething in his mind, he snatched at a rat that had the misfortune to scurry
past. It was the first sustenance he’d had since the transformation—he hadn’t really been hungry. He
angrily tore a leg off and took a bite, the first food he’d had since changing form. As he swallowed, he felt
something a transformation begins—short, gray hairs started to replace the scales on his arm. Raka
stopped chewing and watched the shift. He was a changeling, he realized, but the transformation didn’t
end with his dragon form. Tossing the still squirming rat aside, he plucked a beetle off the cave wall and
bit down on it with a sickening crunch. A moment later, his skin began hardening into a chitinous shell.
Concentrating, he found he was able to control, or even halt, the changes to his structure.
The thought of changing into other forms intrigued him. His mind flooded with information he had
learned in his healing energy classes. Raka felt something else as he sorted through what was
happening. It was a sort of knowing, an intuition. Could this be from the dragon DNA he had ingested?
He thought back over his transformation.
He discovered that his eyes were now acutely sensitive. He could see in total darkness and normal light.
His memory, too, had sharpened. He could repeat his entire meeting with the council verbatim. His
memories were much more vivid. He recalled his rage at his uncle and brother and felt it with new
intensity. In fact, he could muster no feelings of compassion or love at all. Glancing at the writhing rat
whose leg he had bitten off, he studied its suffering. This excited his killing instinct. It took an effort not
to inflict further pain on the creature. He craved more of the rat’s blood, and he speculated that human
blood and organs would be a delicacy. A burst of intuition revealed that eating an entire human body
and drinking its blood would transform him into a doppelganger of that person. He would have to test
out how long this would last, but he suspected it would hold until he decided to take on another form.
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As he discovered more of the strengths his new form provided, Raka reveled in the thought that he had
nothing to fear. Then, an ancestral memory—perhaps connected to his dragon DNA—flared in his mind.
He saw many of his fellow reptiles trapped in a burning structure, writhing in agony. Fear welled up in
him at this vivid memory. He had at least one vulnerability: fire. Raka tore himself away from the vision
and shakily drew in a deep breath to calm his trembling body. “Enough wasting time on what I fear. Now
it’s time to plan for the future and my revenge on Arka and his ilk.” That is the task worthy of my new,
transformed self, he thought.
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