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3 PHAZE

Earth, a fragile beauty that could be
compared to no other; a world that had evolved to a point where it
could go no further.

Earth, another world, a dying entity; killed
by the greed and destructive influence of a single hostile species:
Man.

For no other purpose than self gain man had
sapped all of his earth's resources to their limits. He had
polluted the seas, poisoned the land, burned all of the forests and
finally destroyed the life-sustaining atmosphere. The time had come
at last to end all of his wanton destruction; time had come for
change, for sweet revenge.

3 PHAZE - A BRIEF HISTORY

My world today is very different from that
in which my story begins: the greed and violence that were once the
greatest attributes of mankind have no place in this world. Maybe
then I should start at what was the beginning for me. After all it
seems that that would be a logical choice.

The year is 3027, the place, Histus, as the
great metropolis prepares for nightfall. Heavy palls of steam rise
incessantly into the fading sky as Peecees; the giant airliners of
tomorrow slip smoothly across the translucent dusky-pink
skyline.

Far beneath my penthouse view the traffic
hummed by floating on antigravity drives that were fuelled by the
never ending g-force of earth.

The city, a vast sprawling monster, one mile
down and over one thousand miles end to end, all built on the site
of the old New York. The Statue of Liberty stood dwarfed by its
surrounding neighbours, huge skyscrapers, their tops lost in the
filthy dust-clouds that drifted on the ceaseless currents of the
rising thermals from the stinking city far below. The only rain
that fell never hit the sidewalks or the now preserved solitary
acre of Central Park - the United States' last defiant patch of
greenery, one final ecological gesture to a dying world.

The Park they called it, they even had the
nerve to charge people to have a look at it - to have a look at
what? A tree with a few blades of yellow-green grass and last but
by no means least the last great relic of the old twentieth century
litter - and plenty of it. Rubbish had its place in the
thirty-first century, all rubbish however small was collected by
‘trash droids’ drop your litter and the trash droids came to whisk
it away. Loiter anywhere for too long and the cops, mechanical
cops, not that you could tell, would come to urge you along, life
was never static for in the city. Synthetic people were the only
ones that could survive outside the protective electro-dome of the
city without any form of protection. The atmosphere outside of the
city was too corrosive and 'active' for humans to tolerate.

Histus, the great sprawling monster ebbs
into the howling darkness of the night. Far below my vantage point
I watch the endless procession of the needle-points of light flying
by on their airborne traffic lanes zipping along their
predetermined routes; auto pilots taking the risk out of everyday
life. A late night Peecee carrying thousands of people slips
through the dust clouds, east bound to the United European Nations,
or possibly even Ukay.

What a place this earth had become, dark and
unwholesome.

Much of its protective ozone layer had gone
long ago in 1997 during the sudden annihilation of the entire
Middle East. After three short wars with Iraq, the United Nations,
as it was then, imposed full trade sanctions after it was disclosed
that the leaders of Iraq were in league with the other Arab nations
in a bid to control the world's oil. Iraq kept the world busy while
the other Middle Eastern nations bumped up the oil prices. The
United Nations final response was to cease all connections with the
region, and so began the last great industrial revolution, the
quest for alternative energy.

Of course the Middle East protested its
innocence but no one was prepared to listen, not until a solitary
nuclear warhead landed on the Isle of Wight wiping out the entire
population of the island and a large portion of the Hampshire and
Dorset counties. World War III began on September 1st 1997, it
ended on September the 2nd 1997 just twenty-three hours later when
just about every nation that had a warhead pressed their buttons
and launched it at the Middle East.

When the dust clouds had finally settled,
two months later, Israel, Libya, Jordan, Egypt, Syria, Iran, Iraq,
Kuwait, United Arab Emirates and most of Saudi Arabia had turned to
glass. Millions of lives were lost in the blinking of an eye;
nobody cared especially France who somehow caught a nuke smack in
the centre of Paris. With the Middle East gone together with most
of the ozone layer as well as half of the upper atmosphere - Iraq's
last gift to the world, she had detonated all of her nuclear
arsenal in space - the world calmed down and it seemed as though
nobody wanted to fight anymore - they say that some good usually
comes out of a war.

The sudden loss of the ozone layer opened
the door to all manner of disease; cancer spread like the plague
along with a whole host of new complaints. The hole in the ozone
layer spread wide as it covered most of Africa and Europe; not only
that, it was unstable, some days it would contract and draw itself
in, then it would expand again pushing itself out in another
direction making it mobile. The starving millions of Africa were
dealt another cruel blow in their endless struggle for survival:
the sun that had dried out their home land now blinded them and
blistered their skin. It was more than their fragile existence
could take. It seemed to them that the world just didn't want them,
so they gave up trying to win and let the earth take them.

The centuries began to pass, there were no
further atrocities, no wars and very little anger; it was as though
man had finally come of age, but time would soon put that to the
test. As man's desire to kill slowly left him he became docile and
the world at last became a little more hospitable. Man could now
set about righting the wrongs of the previous generations.

With his new found respect for mother earth
man had set about finding new ways of creating energy. The last
nuclear power station closed its doors late in the twenty-first
century when the first air powered units were switched on for the
first time. This was heralded as the best thing that man had ever
done, the air units actually filtered the air as it passed through
the system. The air units also brought about the demise of national
power systems; electricity had become portable; light came to the
darkest, coldest parts of the earth. Next came the anti-gravity
drives, the industrial giants rubbed their hands with glee at the
thought of no more energy bills. The world prospered, man grew rich
but this time he shared his wealth with the poorer nations bringing
the third world onto an even par.

The Middle Eastern war had been the catalyst
for man to change, he had changed from a belligerent power crazed
general into a more careful nurturing creature, it seemed that the
cave man had at last come home.

Man had reached the final phase of his
evolutionary course so once again his attention was turned to that
last great unconquered unknown of space. Not without reason though
this time was man drawn by the twinkling eyes of space, a voice, a
long distant echo from man's past was calling from the void, a
response to the invitation of Voyager, but the source of the
response came as something of a surprise -Earth.

It has been surmised for countless millennia
that we are not alone in this universe, it has also been suggested
that when we die our spirit lives on to have another ride on life's
great merry-go-round. Today we know this to be true, through the
many recorded cases of `phazing'. It all started with flashbacks,
of a life that could not have possibly been lived by the person
having them. Most people get no further, but some do, some progress
to the second phaze -the experience, but very few have ever been to
the final phaze because no one was ever really sure what phaze
three was. Nobody, that is, except for me, for I have seen it all
and I have met the senders of that message to earth, and I have
heard their story.

PHAZE ONE

 


THE OUTCAST

The dull thud of the wiper-blades beat
incessantly through my confused senses. I could feel the warm touch
of something moist on my left temple. My legs were broken and
twisted but I could not tell exactly how. The bright glare of the
lights from the approaching vehicle slowed to a halt in front of
me. Dull voices echoed through the night, flashing lights and
pulsing sirens began to fade with my consciousness. My body was
lifted somewhat unceremoniously from the wreckage of my vehicle,
covered with a white sheet and slid carefully into the back of a
larger vehicle.

That was the first time
that I phazed. After later phazings I awoke numbed
and bruised, my limbs ached, I could remember the accident as
clearly as though it were only yesterday. I could remember telling
the doctors of my experiences - reports were made, tests were
taken, and I was listed for 'observation'.

The thirty-first century loomed, only days
away, yet amidst all of the improvements and advances made by man,
an individual's rights could still be violated without any
obligations or reasons why. After everything that man had done,
after all he had been through, he had not forgotten how to lie and
deceive. The world leaders still existed, as I was to later
discover; the only difference now was they sat behind closed doors,
concealing themselves behind huge super computers, giant
semi-organic systems that had self-evolved along their own paths,
these systems reigned supreme over man.

Months passed without any further
flashbacks, so I was given my release from their studies, but I had
been unknowingly tagged. I did not know at first or for quite some
time that I was being constantly monitored from within my own body.
Deep inside my pelvic cradle, safely positioned out of harm's way
laid the transmitter, sending out a constant stream of data that
told the listener everything from my biorhythmic status to my
location. Four microscopic units had been implanted into my blood
system, which could be controlled by the listener. They could
travel anywhere within my body and report back their findings but
there was nothing to report - was there?

The second flashback came during a routine
physical examination with the local medical unit. Regular checks
were made on all humans because of all of the disease that had
decimated the world’s population; humans were a rare commodity in
the thirtieth century.

I raised my arms and crossed them over my
head to allow the doctors to attach their probes. It was then that
I felt the warm rush of air as the crowd stood and applauded. I
could feel my own temperature rising in the heat of the stage
lighting, I caught a small bouquet of flowers as they flew by, I
swung them in towards my face, the rich scent made me a little
heady and I swooned slightly. The adulation, the warmth, the
flowers all gone as swiftly as they had come. I had never seen
flowers before, nothing much grew in this pallid world. I blinked
momentarily, allowing reality to return. Doctors were diving in all
directions checking their equipment for any possible faults. Just a
glitch, they assured me, and sent me away, my transmitter would
keep them informed.

I arrived home to an unusually still
apartment. All the lights were off and they stayed that way even
when commanded to respond. I felt a rough hand clasp over my mouth
and pull me backwards towards the door. I struggled to free myself
but I could already feel the effect of the anaesthetic gnawing at
my consciousness.

The cool mountain air brought the smell of
pine to my nostrils. My eyes scanned the horizon for any
recognisable landmarks but all I could see were mountains, valleys
and thousands upon thousands of beautiful quivering pine trees. I
rose to my full height to take in my new surroundings. I looked
from side to side, I spread out my arms, I could feel the wind
filling my outstretched limbs with a lifting force. Without any
further thought I leapt into the air and was soon soaring over the
lush green forested mountains.

I swooped down over a sparkling lake before
I climbed again twisting ecstatically into the clear crisp blue
sky. Such a wondrous world was rushing beneath me as I sailed along
the rising air currents. Below in a shallow basin by a small river
I could see a thin column of pale smoke rising from what appeared
to be a large knoll. I dipped to one side and tumbled down to
investigate. I landed silently in the soft grass behind the knoll
where I could hear the sound of stones tapping together as I
rounded the knoll. The tapping slowed to a rhythmic click as the
creature spotted me and watched me walk into view. I looked up at
the creature as it sat on its haunches, quietly humming to
itself.

The pale green glaze slid from its eyes
revealing their almost bottle-green lenses. A bright pink tongue
flicked out to taste the air, as a slender green hand reached out
over me.

More doctors ushered around in silence. It
appeared that none of them had noticed that I had awoken from my
drug induced slumber. One doctor, I never knew her name, reminded
me in some ways of the creature from the mountains. Her eyes were
large and of the darkest green, her face was rounded and frog-like
in appearance, and she always seemed to be smiling. This doctor,
Lyne I called her, leaned over me and closed my eyes

“Be still,” she said softly
in a whisper, removing her hand to look at me again, “we shall meet
again soon.” She turned and left the room. Two other doctors came
and loosened the straps that held my arms and feet. They sat me up
and one passed me a cup with some sour tasting liquid in it. I
winced as the bitter-sharp taste washed over my taste buds. My mind
was slowly swimming back into focus as they lowered me into an
awaiting hover chair. A voice said something to the chair and it
carried me briskly along a maze of corridors to the next clutch of
white coated doctors. The chair hummed an almost inaudible tone as
it rotated, still hovering to face a wall of monitors that were
busily displaying what must have been the outside world, but
outside where?

Two of the monitors were showing a tragic
accident involving a Peecee, which apparently just fell from the
sky over the south western suburb of Histus, somewhere near
Charlotte in what used to be called North Carolina. Twenty-eight
thousand lives had been lost, mostly synthetic of course but lost
all the same. Another screen was giving warnings of the ozone layer
the hole was fast approaching the western seaboard of America and
was showing no signs of stopping. Histus was only ten days away.
Other screens were showing re-runs of the Middle Eastern war of
1997, just to remind us all of the bad things that men used to do
to one another.

The last screen that I looked at was right
in the centre of the wall and all it had on display was me. It was
obvious to me now that I had been followed wherever I had gone in
the year since my last encounter with the medics. One by one the
screens all changed to form one single image of myself sitting
staring coldly back at me. For one short instant I flashed back to
the creature in the mountains, but why?

A dark enveloping shield closed behind me
making my screen image appear more threatening and menacing. “Who
is sending the signal to us?” a hollow synthetic voice questioned
from beyond the screens. My mind replied before my voice, “What
signal?” I could see my own puzzled expression looming over me.

“The signal from Voyager,”
came the reply.

“What voyager?” I really
did not know, not then.

“Don’t play games with us!”
So there was more than one of them toying with my mind.

“Who is the Voyager?” I
asked in my ignorance.

“The Voyager is a WHAT not
a WHO.” The voice took on a more threatening tone. “Do you wish us
to search you for the answer?” A small hiss preceded the appearance
of a floating orb, no bigger than a large fist. A needle slid
silently from its surface. “Who is trying to contact us?” The orb
hissed again and moved closer to my temple, “and why?”

“I know nothing of what you
ask,” I could feel the narrow point of the needle sinking slowly
into my flesh.

“Tell us what we need to
know and you may go,” offered the voice, now back to a more placid
tone.

“I cannot tell you what I
do not know.” The needle pushed deeper, I could see the orb on the
monitors, I watched a single bead of blood run down my temple, “I
know nothing of what you ask.” My eyes closed and the torture was
no more.

The hillside passed slowly by as I sat
perched on the shoulder of the creature as it walked along the
gently flowing river following its course along the valley floor
towards the distant shoreline.

“You may leave. You are of
no further use to us.” The voice echoed in the now spacious room,
the monitors were blackened as the chair took me from the room to
an awaiting vehicle. I was taken in silence through the city, past
the wreckage of the ill-fated Peecee, outwards towards the city
limits. The driver parked the vehicle and tossed the control card
at me. He gave me one quick passing glance and pointed out towards
the open wastes that lie between Histus and the Appalachian
Mountains.

“That way for you,” he said
stiffly, turning back towards the seething city. I slid myself over
into the driving seat and slipped the control card into place. I
eased the vehicle slowly forward into me awaiting wilderness of
America.

Much of the land was parched and dusty, not
much survived out here, not since the last visit by the ozone-hole
that and the acid rain. I past swiftly through the dried out town
of Ashville and made my way from there as quickly as I could to the
mountains, where the air was cleaner and clearer. There were no
dust clouds hanging like the shadow of death overhead, no filthy
city skyline to trap the airborne dirt. There was nothing, just
nothing, but the barren wilderness. Tomorrow I would head south to
the gulf.

The stillness of the night unnerved me a
little. Having lived in Histus for as long as I could remember I
was uncertain as what to expect. Out here nothing stirred, there
was no life left to stir, except maybe a few resilient insects, but
even they were avoiding me. Man had done enough to them already and
the least contact they could get with man the better.

I watched from the comfort of my cruiser;
Histus though distant remained visible as a twinkling display of
lights that stretched as far as the eye could see in either
direction.

“Please acknowledge,” a
voice requested from the main console of the cruiser. I turned and
studied the glossy touch sensitive panel, “Please acknowledge,”
repeated the voice.

“How?”

“Acknowledgement received.”
Then silence, stony silence, but they were still watching me,
weren't they?

A cold clear morning rose to fade away the
still darkness of the night, “Please acknowledge,” the voice had
returned, “Please acknowledge.”

“OK.”

“Acknowledgement
received.”

The mountains shrank from view as I sped
rapidly south across the empty landscape. The on-board scanner
showed no signs of life of any shape or form. By early evening I
was looking out on the Gulf of Mexico from the Florida coastline. I
stopped to rest a while, pondering my next move. I drew a long,
deep breath and closed my weary eyes.

The fresh smell of the lush meadows filled
the late afternoon air. We were settled by a long coastline that
edged the crystal blue ocean, light golden sand skimmed gently over
the creature's feet. It raised its arm and pushed me up into the
shifting sunset sky. I wheeled around enjoying my new found freedom
of flight. I swooped and dived towards the creature, landing
heavily on its wrist. It turned and looked at me, the smooth green
skin of its mouth parting slightly to reveal its only two small
fang-like teeth. It stroked me gently as it slowly turned to look
back inland at a strange object that glistened in the light of the
setting sun.

I opened my eyes on to the darkening sky,
“Please acknowledge,” the voice had returned. Would there never be
any peace from this voice would Histus never leave me alone?

“I'm here.”

“Acknowledgement received.”
I watched a solitary figure as it walked towards me. At first I was
unsure as to whether or not the figure was actually there. Its head
was slightly bulbous for the size of its body on one arm it carried
what appeared to be a small bird. As the figure approached it began
to fade until it was no more than a memory.

THE DREAMING

A great plume of water vapour spread like a
billowing sail as the rocket streaked across the clear blue sky. I
watched in awe as Voyager was launched into the void of space.
Thousands had gathered at the Kennedy Space Centre to watch the
spectacle, millions more on world-wide TV. I shuddered as its
signal echoed back from the infinite void of space, back to the
receiving stations on earth. Yes, Voyager, I receive you, loud and
clear.

The crowd was already beginning to disperse;
there was nothing more to see so they headed for home, home? Now
where could that be? I followed an ordinary looking couple back to
their car, listening intently to their conversation. I stepped into
the car and took a seat in the back. The scenery rolled by as we
journeyed south along the coastal highway, heading towards the
Keys. Tall gleaming glass monsters towered over the older building
that lined the highways. Tall they may have been back in 1977, but
in my day, the thirty-first century, they would have been mere
infants, saplings in the jungle of Histus.

I left the couple at their apartment and
drifted aimlessly towards the coast, the early evening was sky
tinted a hard blue, making it difficult to tell where the sea ended
and the sky began. Dolphins porpoised in the inner water line,
shoals of silver-bellied fish darted around trying to avoid the
playful creatures. Life was good here in the late '70's, fast
maybe, but good. Voyager had left Earth for Jupiter and was already
sending home a steady stream of data so I decided to stay a while
and watch the years roll by.

The '80's came and swiftly passed, war
seemed to be everywhere. I found it hard to believe that a man
would travel half way around the globe just to kill someone.
Nothing of any real worth came from the '80's. I had to be careful;
for even though I was in my dream state I could still alter my
environment and therefore alter the delicate structure of history
and time. I wandered along the streets full of people in a way that
would have been impossible in my own time.

Why was this happening to me? And why now,
here?

The people of my dreams could neither see
nor hear me, neither could they touch me, but some could sense my
presence, and some were once me.

“You came,” a faint voice
called me, “you have searched and now you have found me.” I turned
slowly as though I were floating in water. A young girl about five
feet four tall was standing about three feet from me. She was
smiling, her bright green eyes shining with a natural
luminescence,

“Lyne?” I enquired,
curious.

“If that's what you want to
call me,” she said, shrugging her slim shoulders, “Lyne's fine.”
“You said that I came, I searched?” “You have, and here we are.
What now?” I was stunned was she really trying to tell me that all
this was of my own doing? How?

“You called me in the
hospital; I have come to help you.” She backed away a little to
lead me out towards the ocean. “You are important to us, you are
able to receive our signal, and soon you will come to us yourself.”
She paused briefly, “We are not of this world.”

“Please
acknowledge.”

“Please acknowledge,” the
voice repeated. I was back in my own, more familiar world, back in
the Florida of today. I looked out at the angry sea, “Please
acknowledge.” I wondered how long the voice had been calling, and
whether there was actually anybody out there listening.

“I'm here,” I said, pushing
the throttle and turning back towards Histus. I could not stop
thinking about Lyne and what she had said about it being me that
had called her, and they, whoever they were, were not of this world
but we would meet soon.

I journeyed back as far as Jacksonville, the
dry dust bowl of a ghost town. I was still about five hundred miles
from the southern perimeter of Histus but I could already see the
warm yellow glow of the electro-dome that shielded the city from
the full rage of the sun. The ozone hole had reached the city and
night time would not exist as long as the shield was in place. I
sat and watched the yellow skyline while I waited for sleep to
descend upon me.

This time things were different, I was not
in the Florida that I was in last time, this time it was the
Florida of 2116, the day the city of Jacksonville died.

The month of July 2116 went down in history
as the day the world died, the day that death rose from the deep.
Throughout most of the late twentieth century man had relied on the
dangers of nuclear fuel to supply him with much of his needed
energy. For over one hundred years he had dumped his toxic waste in
landfills deep beneath the surface and also out at sea in large
yellow canisters. It was this policy of, 'if I can't see it, it
can't hurt me' that caused the disaster. Although man dumped his
waste into the ocean he never thought to check on it and the ocean
beds are not as stable as he thought. The deep ocean valleys are a
hive of constant unpredictable volcanic activity. One such volcanic
disturbance, deep beneath the surface of the ocean floor, cracked
open the ground allowing some of those bright-yellow barrels to
become wedged in the crevice. Further disturbances crushed and
ruptured the barrels allowing the deadly toxins to escape in the
surrounding waters poisoning the ocean.

As the years rolled by the barrels released
more of their deadly cargo into the delicate balance of the lower
food chain. Fish that swam in the polluted waters ate the
crustaceans and plankton that had been infected by the radioactive
waste, their bodies already hosts to new developments, mutations,
however small. Small fish get eaten by larger fish which in turn
get eaten by other creatures, including man.

The genetic mutations of the plankton were
passed on through the food chain, passed on to the very top, to
man. They had no affect however, that is not until July 2116. One
bright sunny morning, much like any other, a bitter-sweet smell of
decay wafted ashore, the smell hung in the air like a dark
foreboding storm. The source of the smell was soon discovered -
many thousands of sea creatures had been washed ashore, others had
been driven up river estuaries by the incoming tide. Their bodies
dried in the warming sun. Their soft scaly skins were covered in a
multitude of blistered swellings like small mushrooms. As the day
wore on the blisters dried and burst releasing the millions of
trapped spores into the afternoon air. Warm favourable winds
carried the spores into the city and beyond.

Jackson's Spore they called it as it was in
Jacksonville that it first reared its ugly head the spores quickly
spread their pestilence throughout the land bringing great fear and
panic across the world. Not since the Dark Ages in medieval Europe
had the world seen such an epidemic, such a vile and widespread
suffering.

Those already stricken with AIDS were the
first to go, their weakened immune systems giving them little hope
against such a virulent disease. The sick and weak were easy
pickings but the healthy were not much better off. No one that came
into contact with the Spore survived. Once breathed in, the Spore
began to irritate the respiratory system, nothing serious, a cough
or two, possibly a slightly sore throat then nothing for a few
days. As the infection developed, unusual visual disturbances would
occur accompanied by violent muscular spasms. In its final stages
large sores would spread across the body; some would form swellings
like the heads of mushrooms which would then harden and burst
scattering fresh spores into the air, back into the victim, further
fuelling the disease. Death was slow and lingering, the visual
disturbances increased to a point where reality became an illusion
and the illusion a nightmare. White noise scrambled the victims’
mind, driving the last traces of sanity from them. Many millions
died, many others committed suicide, others died at the hands of
their loved ones, a merciful release.

The disease spread worldwide as fish and
various other sea creatures were washed up on foreign shores; life
would never be the same again. The medical world could find no
cure, the disease was far too mutagenic; it could change its entire
structure in a matter of days, alter its systemic effects almost as
though it were conscious of man’s attempts to destroy it. The
survivors of the great Plague of 2116 began to gather in the major
cities of the world, New York became the favourite place in the
United States, almost as though the people hoped that the city
would hold the answer and in a way it did.

By mere coincidence the cure came from the
skies themselves: the ozone hole. The high levels of ultra violet
rays somehow neutralised the spore, bringing as swift an end to the
plague as could be wished for. The news spread fast and people
began to expose themselves to the harsh rays of the sun, only to
replace one disease with a more lingering form of death.

America lay in ruins as did most of the
civilised world. Those that had fallen foul of the Spore lay
festering where they fell. There was nobody to pick them up and
bury them, nobody to cart them away. Only a relative handful of the
population had survived - less than four million remained in
America and precious little more throughout the rest of the world.
It was from this that Histus was born, a new name for a new people.
The past was left behind, a new age was begun, an age of
co-operation and a new understanding. But why was I seeing all
this? What significance did it hold for me? If this is what my
dreams were to be then I would rather stay awake.

That day I edged slowly towards Histus, the
heat of the sun radiated from the surface of my vehicle in a thick
wash of heat-waves, distorting my vision with their rippling life.
All around the air quivered with the intense heat. My windscreen
flickered, its outer surface changing to a perfect mirrored finish,
reflecting back the deadly ultra-violet rays.

“Please acknowledge,” the
familiar synthetic tone asked once more.

“Uh-huh,” was enough to
satisfy the enquiry.

“Acknowledgement received.”
It was an almost pointless exercise in communication; its only
purpose was to silence that infernal voice.

I slid silently under a shield generator and
journeyed back into the almost unreal world of the city. The
constant throb of its life hit me like a hammer; how different this
darkened world of half shadows was when compared to the effulgence
of light that lay beyond the towering walls of the city. I swiftly
joined a mainstream of traffic that almost seemed to ignore my
intrusion, though the sensory systems in their craft would have
informed them of the presence of a human and that they should give
me right of way. Possibly the last measure of class in this so
called free society, but why should the human population consider
themselves as masters over the synthetics? After all they
practically lived our lives for us, did that make us the superior
life form?

“You are not permitted
entry to this sector.” I looked out to my left at the source of the
voice. A flying-eye remote camera whisked along beside me
monitoring my every move.

“Please acknowledge,” that
voice, the camera, “please acknowledge. “

“You must leave this
sector.”

“OK!” I jerked the control
to the right and pulled hard on the column sending my vehicle
screaming upwards to a higher sector.

“Acknowledgement received.”
The flying eye also appeased returned to its roost.

At this height the traffic was thinner and
far swifter, six-hundred miles per hour was the norm at this
altitude. Alexandria would not take long to reach at my present
speed though I did not know what was waiting for me there, or why I
was even going to Alex'. I just was and that was all that I knew.
The city passed by in a constant blur, one building blending
endlessly into the next, and so it continued for the next hour.
Gradually I reduced my speed and eased my way out of the fast lane,
losing altitude along the way. Eventually I came to a halt outside
a dark and ominous apartment block. I stared silently at the
blackened window almost willing some form of life to appear and
make some sense out of everything that was happening to me. A dull
light partially illuminated the expanse of the window, a solitary
slender shadow skimmed through the light. The heavy whine of
electric motors vibrated through me as a landing platform protruded
from the building beneath my vehicle. I killed the drive and
climbed out onto the platform into a cold cutting breeze. I looked
down into the darkness of the street, three hundred floors below. I
glanced up at the electro-shield sparkling under the challenging
rays of the sun. The upper heights of the city glowed a putrid
yellow under the cover of the shield, beside me a narrow doorway
opened and beckoned me to enter.

Inside the room was warm, the moist air was
being pushed around by some well-placed if not old fashioned rotary
fans. The aroma of living plants was intoxicating and strangely
pleasant. I had never seen any plants outside of the holographic
museums. I ran my finger tips over the surface of some broad leafed
plant enjoying the new and strange sensations that it gave me.

“That little fellow is a
Leopard Lily, the sap is slightly poisonous but I would not let
that worry you. It's really quite harmless,” a voice said from
behind an opposing wall of fauna. “Please take a seat I'll be with
you in a moment.”

I sat somewhat gingerly onto a large chair
that rose from the floor behind me, two large arms spread from the
sides of the chair wrapping me in their accommodating comfort. One
of the arms opened allowing a slightly steaming aromatic beverage
to rise from within it.

“What do you want of me?” I
asked as I watched the wall of plants sway apart. A tall woman,
slim with a shaven head, dressed only in a clinging vest and long
shorts that fitted her like a second skin walked through the parted
plants. She held out her hand in an open posture, I took it and
shook it lightly, taking my time so as to allow me the opportunity
to admire her, closely.

“You're not a synthetic,
are you?” I said, factually.

“No, you are right in your
assumption,” she smiled, “but then neither am I human.” She sat
purposefully in front of me, her legs slightly parted. She leaned
forwards and placing her hands on my knees said, “You called to us
and we have come.” She sat back and looked directly at
me.

“That's twice I've been
told that in as many days,” I said looking straight back at her,
“and I am still none the wiser as to what it means.”

“Voyager,” she said calmly,
looking into me. “Since 1977 you have been calling to us, but until
now your people have not had the ability to answer.” She smiled
again.

“Forgive me my ignorance,
but what exactly do you mean, I have not been alive that long!” I
chuckled to myself. She tapped her fingers lightly on her legs,
slowly and silently. I stared into her deep green eyes as she
subtly blinked them, the room began to lose focus and I could feel
my head slowly spin.

“My name is Caryle, and you
are Tupelo. For centuries your race has been inviting other life
forms to visit Earth in peace. A strange offer, considering that
man has yet to find peace for himself, your people still have the
tendency to kill first then ask questions.”

I pushed myself back into my chair, taking
her last statement to be some kind of concealed threat. “Have you
come to fight us, is that why you are here?” I asked anxiously.

“Fight?” She raised her
eyebrows. “No, we have come to help you in the hope that you can
help us.” She shifted her position so that she was slightly
sideways to me. “We need you for we are at the limit of our
evolutionary course and we cannot develop our potential without
your kind. If this is not possible then we are afraid that our
world may befall the same tragedies that have soured this Earth.”
Great emphasis was placed on the 'this', but her meaning meant
little to me.

“Tell me more about
Voyager.” I tried to change the subject to something that seemed a
little closer to home and to myself. “I have dreamed about it, its
launch, and I have felt its signal, like a voice from the heavens,
calling to me as though the message were intended for me.” I was
calm, more calm than I could ever remember being. There was
something about Caryle that was soothing to my senses, easing me
into a controlled euphoria.

“I must go now, your people
are coming. You carry a transmitter. It is dangerous for us to be
with you for too long. Lose it for all of our sakes. Please,” she
pleaded. Caryle rose almost magically from her chair and walked
back into the fauna of the room, “Dream about us and we will show
you..” She turned to look towards the sound of someone beating on
the door behind my chair. “We shall meet again soon, Tupelo, we
need you, you are special to us.”

Caryle gave me one last pleading glance
before stepping into the shelter of the foliage; the plants swayed
back together covering any trace of the woman.

The window dissolved, allowing me to escape
to my vehicle, I dived into the central seat and looked back into
the now deserted room. The drive unit hummed into life and lifted
me clear of the now crumbling platform, two large cyber-cops burst
through the doorway in time to see me wave them farewell. A flying
eye zipped out of nowhere and flew alongside me.

“Pull over and shut down
your drive unit!” A harsh warning barked out.

I turned and smiled at the flying eye as I
swung my vehicle into it and into the oncoming traffic. All of the
synthetic drivers switched off and fell to a lower lane, no humans
out tonight. The flying-eye reappeared, “Pull over. This is your
last warning.” I reached for the cut-out and pressed the
button.

Almost immediately the vehicle began to
pitch forward. “Engage your drive now. You are in violation of
traffic safety.” That meant nothing to me; nothing did right then,
I just acted on impulse.

The ground raced towards me as the craft
entered a vertical dive I was protected from the increasing g-force
by an inner seal within the vehicle. The lower levels of traffic
scattered before me, running for their lives. A thousand feet below
the pavement grew rapidly nearer.

“We are unable to assist
your descent.” I chose to ignore me flying eye and finished my
descent alone.

“Please
acknowledge.”

Darkness and nothing more.

WHISPERS

In future years it is discovered that death
is not the end, it is only the releasing of the life that is
trapped within the earthbound, physical body. The knowledge is
acquired as to how death works, what its purpose is and how to tell
when you have finally died. This may all sound very pie in the sky
to you now but soon it will all become as clear to you as it did to
me.

I could not tell how long I had been asleep,
if I was ever truly sleeping. I opened my eyes but I was still
unsure as to where I was, if I was 'anywhere' at all. The darkness
that surrounded me was total and encompassing, maybe even
embracing, but it was certainly total, absolute, a heavy blanket
swamping my subconscious. I began to see images moving against the
blackness of the void were they really there or was my mind
slipping?

I lay motionless and allowed the darkness to
caress me, reassure me that there was nothing to fear, that I was
not alone. I tried to sit up but a dull ache in my body convinced
me to lie still. Each time that I closed my eyes even for just a
short time I felt as though I was rotating upon whatever it was
that was supporting me, a somewhat disturbing feeling to say the
least. My mind began to wander, leaving my body to the mercy of
whatever was out there. I began to see creatures of fantasy;
dragons, elves, goblins and demons all became familiar to me,
though I had never seen them before anywhere in my life. All things
became known to me, great wondrous sights and smells, things from
long forgotten times that could fire the imagination of nations.
What significance did they hold for me or were they here just to
re-kindle my own stagnating imagination? I guessed that I would
never know as their images faded to mist as the whispers came.
Nothing more than a faint hiss of escaping vapours whispering in a
lost corner of my fragile mind.

Was this the afterlife? Had I died, was I
being held in limbo, would the spirits come to claim me? I was soon
to discover that all my fears were groundless. I closed my eyes
once more and allowed the void to close in upon me and take me to
whatever lay beyond. As gentle as the wings of a butterfly the
darkness held me as we slowly rotated into a new realm of
consciousness. Soft holographic images were forming within my head
as my recent past was replayed in full detail.

The image zoomed in onto my vehicle from
various acute angles, the image spun around as my vehicle rose from
the platform outside of Caryle's apartment, the flying eye rushed
up from the lower levels of the city and began its cautionary
messages. But something was wrong, something was missing, something
had changed and that something was me. I was no longer there, I had
already left my body; long before the crash I had chosen to leave
my physical form behind and move on to my new level of existence. I
watched, knowing that I was not about to witness my own death. I
watched the other vehicles dart away from my approaching craft as
it raced towards them, their howling sirens passing in a violent
instant as they flashed by. I smiled at my own calmness as I
switched the power unit off, sending my craft into that once
fateful dive. The same blanket of darkness passed over the
playback, but only briefly. The emergency vehicles picked through
every fibre of the wreckage hoping to find a clue as to my
whereabouts; only the tiny transmitter implant remained, still
pulsing.

Once again the crash was replayed to me,
only this time backwards. I was unaware of the gradually increasing
rotation of my body; as my body rotated faster, so time itself was
replayed faster, slowing only to show me my meetings with both
Caryle and Lyne, and that thing with the bird. The images halted,
frozen in time, but whose time was it? Was it mine? Was it
Caryle's, or was it one of the others? I concentrated hard on the
image, pulling myself nearer to its static pose. The image belonged
to no one, it was that of Earth, that of a world in its primeval
youth, a world at the dawning of its day. I cautiously opened my
eyes, not sure what lay waiting for me. I sat up, shielding my eyes
from the bright light of the day that now surrounded me.

“This was your world,” a
voice whispered to me. “The world that man came to dominate and
destroy,” it stated, not merely accusing.

I stepped forward into the lush green fauna
of this juvenile Earth, glancing back at the black platform that
had been my bed for however long. The hot, moist air, clean, free
from any pollutants filled my lungs. I breathed deep and hard
savouring the air, as though it were some luxuriant narcotic. The
heavy scent of ferns battered my senses, sending me off balance
with their heady odours. What a world of contrast this was to the
world it was to become.

Beside me a tree leapt skyward, torn from
the soil in the maw of a great brontosaur, a gentle giant of the
past. The main trunk of the tree fell crashing back to the ground;
content with only the newest leaves, the great beast had discarded
the rest. Far beyond the dinosaur a distant mountain exploded into
a shower of heated rock. Hot molten lava spewed from the mountain's
broken crown and flowed thickly down through the covering of lush
vegetation. Fire leapt from the river of lava as the world burned
with the passionate kiss of hell. The fire spread rapidly, trapping
all manner of unknown creatures in its deadly grasp, ending their
evolutionary tract before it had really begun, only the strong and
the quick survived.

“What has this to do with
me?” I asked aloud to whoever would listen.

“Your world is ours,” a
whisper replied, “up to a point.”

“What point?” I was hungry
for knowledge; I wanted to know it all. “What do you mean?” I was
growing impatient.

“All of your questions will
have their answers,” the calm feminine tone, comforting and
restful, assured me. I pushed my way through the dense foliage as I
made my way to the lake shore where the brontosaurus had been.
Great clouds of steam were rising on the distant shore where the
river of molten lava met the cool waters of the lake. All around
the lake's perimeter the great lizards were browsing on the
surrounding greenery, huge flying insects buzzing around the heads
of the monsters, angry at their roosts being destroyed. Around my
feet a strange green-brown newt-like creatures pulled themselves
from the oozing mire and began to wipe the mud from their thick
mucus coated skins. One of the small creatures clambered up onto my
foot where it spread itself out to bask in the warmth of the day. I
raised my foot to within reach of my hand and picked the creature
up carefully so that I could get a better look at it. It blinked
its bulging eyes, I could see the reflection of my own face in the
dark surface of its protective membrane. The creature struggled to
free its long spindly front legs. I turned the creature over and
examined its thick stumpy tail, and the tail fell off allowing the
creature to slip from my grasp and plop back into the lake. I
watched the creature swim out a short way before it dived down out
of sight. I took one last look around the prehistoric lakeside
world, turned around and slowly made my way back through the thick
growth of ferns to the black plinth that had brought me to this
rapidly changing world. I sat for a while to watch this young Earth
and its mesmerising array of ever evolving life spin on the
endlessly replicating DNA. I lay reluctantly back upon the plinth
and drew my last aromatic breath of this vibrant youthful world.
The darkness folded around once more as the whispers told me of the
worlds that lay ahead.

“Space holds the key that
opens the lock that leads to the formation of your own world,” the
whispers were becoming more solid and defined, “and closes the door
upon ours.” At first I did not understand but everything was soon
made dramatically clear.

From the distant reaches of space it came,
tumbling slowly over and over, roaring along through the silent
vacuum of space. Where it came from did not matter, it may just
have been debris from a star gone nova or some timeless piece of
flotsam roaming the galaxies looking for a home.

“This is the hand that
shaped your world,” a meteor, many miles across. I knew then what
the whispers had meant. They had not only warped us out into space
but they had also taken us forward in time to the destruction of
that wondrous world that I had just witnessed was about to unfold,
implemented by the meteor.

“Do not fear, soon you
shall know why it is you alone that can help us: soon you will
become aware of the changes that are taking place within you now,”
the voice instructed. “We are nearing the birth of man and that of
your own destiny.”

“Must you always talk in
riddles?” I was rapidly growing tired of the whispers’ constant
mystery. Why could it not just tell me what it was that they wanted
to say and just let me get on with my own life? Life? Wait a
minute, I no longer had one! So I guessed they could do as they
pleased with me.

“We are not controlling
you, it was you who called to us and we have come in answer to your
call. This is what you are wanting to know. “The Voice spoke in a
very matter of fact way and I suppose it was right I did want to
know, I wanted to know it all.

“The end of an era draws
near,” the steady calmness had returned to the whispers’ tone, “the
meteor has entered the orbit trajectory of your world watch closely
with your mind, close your eyes to the visual world. Use your
illusion, let your psychic ability unfold embrace your mind and
allow yourself to truly see.”

I did as was instructed and allowed my mind
to unravel this great mystery. I watched the great meteor as it
raced along to its destiny with Earth. In my mind I could see the
meteor tumbling and tumbling, over and over as it sped down onto
its target. I could see the planet below most of its surface
obscured by clouds and sulphurous vapours; I could see the myriad
of creatures in their eternal struggle for life. Each one had a
double, a second creature identical to the first, occupying the
same place and yet also a different one.

The meteor rolled onto its final course and
tilted down towards an unsuspecting world and then it appeared to
split and divide whilst losing no mass or size. One meteor hurtled
off toward a far flung comer of the universe where it would meet
death at the hands of mighty Jupiter; the other sank into the thick
blanket of swirling vapours.

Millions of tonnes of debris, a mixture of
land, sea, animal and mineral were ripped from the surface of the
fragile Earth and were flung into the upper atmosphere where they
spread to form an impervious barrier to the life giving light of
the sun. Shock waves rang out into space as they reverberated
through the very fibre of the Earth, shattering the land masses,
forming the breaks that would become the continents of my world.
Mountainous tidal waves rose from the depths of the oceans and
raced over the surface of the seas in search of land upon which to
quell their anger. Many small islands disappeared beneath the
raging torrents of water while other landlocked waters were formed.
Life in many forms was destroyed, paving the way for new strains to
fill their vacant links in the chain of evolution. After many days
the Earth settled and began to tend her wounds beneath a new
darkened sky. Without the life-giving light of the sun, the Earth
grew cold and still, on the shores of a distant lake a small
green-brown newt-like creature blinked at the chilling sky before
returning to the crystallising water.

“This is how your world
came to be, with the cooling of the world the bigger cold blooded
animals died out leaving the world to the more adaptable
creatures.” The voice paused. “This is where your world and ours
parted their evolutionary courses. “

 


PHAZE TWO

 


ANOTHER WORLD

With my own world shrouded in darkness, a
darkness that would forever alter the balance of life, I pondered
as to what might have been had not the meteor came knocking on
Earth's door. What difference would it have made to man's own
evolution - would we still have been the masters? I lay silent upon
the plinth slowly rotating in my darkness, alone with only my
deepest thoughts to console me. I closed off my mind to all that I
had ever seen and known. I began to imagine far off worlds with new
and exotic life forms, strange new vegetation and whole new ways of
life. Time meant nothing to me, time was nothing to the darkness
and the darkness was everything to me. My senses were slowly
awakening, bringing to me new forms of information that I had never
known before; my life was already changing, thankfully for the
better. I began to look back over the things that I had been shown:
Voyager, Jacksonville and the world that now no longer existed,
why? What significance did they all hold? I could not understand.
Was I now just a mind forever voyaging?

When I awoke I could feel the warmth
emanating from the golden glow of a small fire, over which a
crudely crafted pottery bowl was slung. Steam rose from the pot,
bringing to me the heady aroma of cinnamon and nutmeg. Was I back
in the future or was I still lost in some savage moment of Earth's
history? I sat up and swung my feet off of the soft moss bed upon
which I was lying. I rubbed my tired eyes and stared at the dancing
flames of the flickering fire.

“Welcome, Tupelo,” a voice
not a whisper, “I trust you slept well?”

I glanced feverishly around the room, the
walls were lined with all manner of plants and what appeared to be
insects, but I could not trace the source of the voice.

“Do not fear Tupelo, you
are still a little disorientated, but you will get used to that as
you gain experience at phazing.” The voice drew nearer.

“Who are you? Where are
you?” I asked anxiously, for the first time in all of these strange
new experiences I felt afraid.

“I am here,” a warm soft
hand held mine as the being crouched next to me. “I am Lyne, we
have met before.”

“In the hospital, yes I, I
remember your voice. You came to me, briefly.” At least my mind was
focusing if not my vision.

“Yes, to answer your call.”
She moved a little closer, I could feel the warmth of her bare
skin. “And now we have helped you to come to our world. Welcome to
Earth.” She put her arm around my shoulders and hugged me
lightly.

It took me a while to grasp what had
happened but soon the penny dropped. “The meteor! This is what
earth would have been.” I wanted to go outside and see this brave
new world for myself, but my legs were too weary to carry me.

“There is plenty of time,
you can leave as soon as you are able to if you wish.” Lyne's voice
was gentle and reassuring. I turned to face her so that I could see
what she looked like.

Her eyes sparkled a deep rich jade green;
they blinked slowly as her bright pink forked tongue flicked out at
me, tasting my odors. Her general appearance was reptilian, though
she walked upright on two legs, much like man. Her skin was soft
and smooth, there were no visible wrinkles or blemishes, its
general colour was a greenish-brown of varying hues. She stood
about five feet six inches tall and spoke soft and evenly.

“Is there a problem?” she
enquired.

“No,” I replied, without
thinking, “just checking, I've never met a talking lizard
before.”

“You have, you are just not
aware that you have, that's all,” she smiled.

Later, as the day drifted by, into the
cooler part of the afternoon we ventured out into the open, open
being the right word. This world was green as far as the eye could
see. The distant hills and rolling valleys all lush and green
beneath a deep blue sky where only a solitary cloud hung almost
motionless in the still air. Birds flitted from tree to tree,
singing of the joys of life, a small river babbled over it’s pebble
bed while the dark shadows of fish hung in the sparkling water
sunning themselves, basking in the mellow afternoon sun. What a
paradise.

“Where is this place, does
it even have a name?”

“Always in a rush to know
aren't you?” she smiled, “let me see your year would be... er 3027,
and this is Histus,” she added quietly, unsure as to how I would
take the news.

So I was home, my own time, my own town,
only on another world.

“You have all this,” I
gestured at the surrounding landscape, “and yet you say that you
need my help, why?”

“We may have all this,” she
mimicked my gesture, “great peace and serenity that your world
lacks, but we also have something in common with your world,
something that we fear may lead to the undoing of our world. And it
would not take long! “

“What is this danger that
worries you so?” I was surprised to see her so concerned, “What
could possibly be so dangerous that you need the help of my world?”
Lyne looked deep into my eyes, her pupils dilated as she gripped my
hands firmly. She spoke only one word, but that one word had caused
so much damage to our own world.

“Man.”

I felt as though my stomach had fallen to my
feet as waves of anger swept through me. I had decided in an
instant that this time man would not get the chance to destroy this
world as we had our own, he would not get that opportunity if I
could stop him. I had never felt such great feelings of hate as I
had then. I wanted to destroy that vile creature and prevent him
from ever fouling this world with his belligerent ways. I could not
just stand by and let history repeat itself, but by letting my
emotions take control of me I was no different to the kind of man
that I sought to destroy. I knew then what I must do. I placed a
comforting arm around Lyne's shoulders and pulled her to me.

“We shall see what this man
is about,” I said softly to her.

I watched a small bird of prey swoop down
and circle around us, calling out as it did so; what majesty it
possessed in its soaring flight. How I envied the bird for its
skilful control and the intricacy of its flight. Lyne held out her
arm to the bird and it heeded her call. I looked at the bird and
for a brief moment I saw myself staring back at me.

“So it was you that I saw!”
I whispered to the bird. Lyne smiled and took my hand.

“Together you can see what
stage of evolution this man thing has reached.” I closed my eyes
and for a brief moment I was the bird and the bird was me, I could
see and feel everything that it was experiencing.

“Together,” I said to Lyne,
“together we shall go and see how this man is evolving.” I slipped
deeper into the mind of the bird and we set out to find this
man-thing.

Below us the ground rolled by as it had that
night in my dreams. Was I dreaming now? Was this merely another
flashback, or had I entered the second phaze? Life was easy here,
settled and passive, the anger and frustration of suburbia were
unknown concepts to this world. The people of this world led their
lives in a permanent state of tranquillity; their lives were their
own, only when they sought company or a mate would they infringe
upon another Homosaur's life. Together as one we travelled, over
the coastline of this vast fertile land, across the sea to a narrow
snaking isle, somewhat cooler due to a constant onshore breeze that
roamed over the broad slopes of this hilly land. We followed a
narrow tributary back inland to where smoke was rising from a small
gathering of mud covered stick huts by the water's edge. A man,
tall and fully upright, stopped to watch us as we flew past. He was
totally naked and closely resembled a tribesman similar to those of
my own distant ancestry.

We settled on the branch of a small tree
that overhung the far bank of the river, the man watched us with
marvelled curiosity, tilting his head to one side as though he were
trying to find a better position to view us from. It was clear from
his appearance that this man bore us no malice; he was not of the
same belligerent strain that I was, no, this man was calm, affable.
We swooped down and circled him closely, and still he was content
to do nothing more than stand and watch us. He watched us peaceably
as we wheeled around him, calling to him, though he could not
understand the screeches that we made. Another human, female,
watched us from the entrance of her hut, she too was curious.
Sprightly she stepped up to the man and pulled him close to her,
running her hand up his lithe back. They smiled as they stood
watching us showing off. A small deer watched the humans from the
shade of a nearby tree; its nose twitched incessantly, nervously it
stepped a little nearer. The man turned his head slightly, just
enough to see the approaching animal. He beckoned the deer to come
closer and it did so, but this was no tame pet it was just another
wild animal. The animals here were also very different from those
that once lived upon my own world - they would have run for their
lives at the first scent of man for they knew that only death would
result from their curiosity. Here the animals had nothing to fear
and they could sense it. We watched the three of them a little
longer before returning to the land of the Homosaurs. Our journey
home was filled with the thoughts of how good this man was, how
different he was in comparison to the man that I knew. We felt sure
that this man would be no threat to the peaceful ways of this
world.

That night I slept as never before,
peaceful, lost in the total tranquillity of this green paradise.
Slowly I drifted into a world of illusion. I began to dream and my
mind travelled back to Histus, the dark and foreboding monster. I
watched as the images took form, I watched the investigators
picking through the wreckage of my vehicle.

Dumbfounded by the missing corpse the
investigators moved the vehicle to a laser laboratory where it
would be disassembled by molecular lasers. The flight recorder
would be probed to see what audio-visual secrets it would
reveal.

The wreckage was pulled into the lab on a
long hover-sled and left floating in the centre of the large empty
room. A small aperture opened in the ceiling from which a small orb
dropped through closely followed by another. Both orbs were no more
than one foot across; each of them carried an array of small
openings from which the lasers would be fired. The orbs drifted
silently around the wreckage, a low whine filtered into the room as
both orbs powered up. Pastel yellow lights flickered on the orbs as
the lasers neared their maximum charge, a row of fine green dots
glowed along the front of the two orbs. Technicians watched from
behind protective windows as the lasers began to fire. The low
whine had steadily risen to the point where it had become an
unbearable screaming whistle. Dozens of bright green lasers had
formed a three dimensional matrix around the wreckage. Gradually
the matrix contracted until it formed a perfect mesh-like skin over
the surface of the wreckage, a sound like metal scraping on metal
filled the laboratory with its penetrating pitch. The matrix slowly
receded as a wall of solid blue laser light edged its way along the
wreckage slowly transforming the solid mass of metal into nothing
more than a bit stream of computer data that could more easily be
analysed and probed for its secrets. I had never actually seen this
done before as it was a closely guarded nonexistence, but now
everything was there for me to see as it unfolded within my
subconscious mind as clearly as though I were there. Next up on the
table was the flight recorder, still called the 'black box' after
more than a thousand years, a bit worse for wear but that would not
affect the lasers progress. Once again the orbs weaved their matrix
in anticipation of the blue light. It was all over as quickly as it
had began, a mere formality with something so small. All attention
was now focused upon a large holographic monitor.

Columns of dancing digits sprang up on the
display as the playback was started. Status readings for the
controls of the vehicle flickered over the screen.

“Nothing unusual here,” one
of the technicians said, “switch to A.V.” Another technician duly
obliged. A clear image of my face appeared upon the screen
surrounded by various charts depicting my biorhythms together with
a full stress analysis.

“All readings within
expected ranges, subject normal,” a robotic voice reported, the
same voice that had asked for all of those acknowledgements. The
voice of the flying eye interrupted the playback,

“You are in violation,”
chided the flying-eye.

“Subject normal,” reported
the black box, “drive unit disengaged at 600 m.p.h., 1200 feet.
Subject normal.”

“Engage your drive, you are
in a life threatening situation,” appealed the
flying-eye.

“Subject normal. Craft
entering dive, velocity 715 mph accelerating. 800 feet. Subject
fading.”

The flying eye whirled around the vehicle,
joined by another from the lower levels. “Emergency services
alerted.” They were gone. “Subject fading, 800 mph, 200 feet,
impact imminent. In five... four... three, Subject... impact.” The
view changed back to the status screen.

“It would appear gentlemen
that Mr. Tupelo has phazed out.

Notify the central office, tell them... tell
them that we were unable to track Tupelo, it would appear that he
has somehow eluded us.” The room cleared, only the lights
flickering on the laser orbs showed any signs of life.

THE SECOND DAY

Morning; crisp, clear and even, a touch
sensual perhaps. A light dew glistened in the lazy grass that was
softly waving to the passing breeze. The gentle babble of the
stream carried on the edge of the slight breeze as it passed by the
hut. I lay gazing out into the fresh half-light of the morning.
Lyne slinked coyly into the hut holding a pair of freshly caught
fish in one hand, her fingers hooked into their gills.

“Breakfast?” she said,
tossing the fish into the simmering pot of spices.

“What time is it?” I asked,
wearily. She looked outside, then glancing back at me she said,
“Morning...” nodding her head, “it's morning.”

“You were dreaming of your
own world last night,” she said already knowing the
answer.

“How do you know?” I
enquired, lazily stretching off the night from my rested
body.

“There are no secrets here,
your thoughts are our thoughts. Your mind is open to us, as ours
will be to you,” she smiled, “given time.” She pushed her hand into
the simmering waters of the pot.

“Are you crazy!” I called,
“that water is almost boiling!” I dropped down beside her and
grabbed her hand.

“The fish will soon be
ready,” Lyne chuckled softly as she pulled her hand away, she
turned it over to show me the other side. “It's fine, the water
does not harm me.” She spread out her four long slender fingers.
“They are just a little wet, that is all.” She returned to her
cooking. Her tongue flicked out into the rising steam, “Tastes
good.” She stood up and went back outside with a smaller bowl and
filled it from the stream. The kestrel swooped down into the hut
and landed on a small perch by the fire. It fixed me with its gaze
as though it were trying to tell me something.

“Can I help you?” I asked
the bird, with an open gesture.

“Your assumptions are
correct about this man-thing,” it spoke to me but made no sound,
“it is not the same as you, it bears no malice.” How was I hearing
this bird? Was it what I wanted to hear it? Was it talking to me in
some form of telepathy, or was I just plain crazy?

“My name is Tupelo,” I said
to the bird, pointing a finger at myself. The bird hopped off of
the perch onto my knee, “Do you have a name?” I smirked at my own
question, to think that a bird would have a name.

“I am Tupelo,” it answered,
looking through me, through me to my very soul. “We are one, yet we
are very different.” With that I dare not argue. “On your world you
are man, the master race but here you are a mere falcon, just
another animal. Here the Homosaurs are the masters, and man is but
an infant. This world is one of peace, we do not have the trials
and tribulations of your hostile, decaying society, yet it would
seem that we need you in order to survive. If your kind continues
along its path of self-annihilation then we will die along with it.
A case of you die, I die.” The falcon turned its attention to Lyne
who was taking the fish from the steaming pot.

Lyne looked over to me with a look of deep
sadness as though she were already grieving for her world, “There
is only a very short time left until your world kills itself. Your
central bio-computer is slowly dying, it has entered the slow
spiral of death that has no return. Soon it shall die and take you
and your kind with it.” Her words were unusually chilling and
direct, all of her empathy had left her, she had never been so
serious.

“What can I do? I am but
one man, one man that has lost all control of any rational thought.
I am no longer convinced that I even exist.” I could feel the tears
rising within me. I had never felt so completely useless. I sank my
face into my hands and let all my pent up emotions flow from
me.

“It is good that you can
finally cry, Tupelo, you will need to be in full control of all of
your emotions so that you may master the ways of phazing, something
that you will need in order to return to your own world. I will
teach you how it is done, so that you may save both of our worlds.
Do not fear I will always be there with you.” I could feel the
gentle pulse flowing through her soft fingertips as she tenderly
stroked my temples, her warm touch allaying all of my fears and
anxieties, clearing my mind for whatever lay ahead.

Breakfast was like nothing on earth, or at
least nothing on my earth -the succulent flesh of the fish sent my
taste buds dancing, no synthetic food could ever rival that natural
freshness; my mouth drooled for more. What other culinary delights
did this world hold in store for my delectation? My mind reeled at
the thought of such prospects.

“Today you will learn how
to control the phazing and what it can do.” Lyne's tongue flicked
out and wrapped itself around the fish and neatly peeled the flesh
from the bones as she drew it back in. She opened her mouth a
little and placed the bare bones of the fish on her soft pink
pallet. She closed her mouth and sucked on the bones as she licked
her finger tips. “Perfect,” she smiled, “just perfect.”

I sat for a while and watched the swiftly
rising sun as it rose over the thickly forested slopes of the
valley. The tall shadows of the trees quickly withdrew as the sun
rose higher into the sky, allowing it to warm our hut. I bathed in
its luxuriant warmth, something I dared not do on my own world, the
warm yellow rays filled the day with a mellowness that I could not
begin to describe.

“Come, let us walk in the
morning's kiss.” Lyne held my arm and raised me from the floor.
“Tell me, Tupelo, how many people do you see?” she asked waving a
hand towards the open valley and its surrounding forests. I looked
hard at the trees and the fertile valley that lay before
me.

“None, we are alone,” I
replied, happy for it to be that way.

“Then first we must teach
you to see properly. I can see at least a dozen others. Look again
only this time reach out with your mind Tupelo, do not restrict
your vision to what your eyes show you, for they can only scratch
at the surface, let your mind call out to the world and you shall
never be alone.”

I looked again. Still nothing.

“Use your mind to call
out.” Lyne's voice echoed in my thoughts. 'Callout!' I thought
sarcastically. “Hi there!” I shouted to myself. The resounding
chorus of replies rocked me. My head swam, I looked giddily at
Lyne, who had almost collapsed with laughter. As my mind slowly
cleared I began to see the waving figures all around, their bodies
momentarily losing their chameleon-like ability, allowing me to
distinguish them from the surrounding fauna.

“Next time, prepare
yourself,” still struggling to control her mirth.

“Mental responses are
strong, far stronger than any form of vocal response.”

“Thanks for warning me,” I
grinned. “What's next? Walking through walls?”

“If you wish, you will have
to do it sooner or later!” she replied casually, strolling off
towards the stream. “There are a great number of things that you
can do, but only if you can believe in yourself to do
so.”

“What? Next you'll have me
walking on water.” Lyne turned sharply and pointed to my feet. I
had just enough time to see the water flowing beneath the soles of
my feet before I plunged into the stream.

“Soon you will be one with
the world, one with everything, but first you must become one with
yourself.” These creatures were strange, they never lied, they
could not, as their telepathic ability would surely betray them. We
walked together seldom meeting any other people, neither did we see
any of their huts or any signs of where they might have
been.

“Some of our people are
nomadic, forever wandering, others live in the trees or even under
ground or in water. We can live almost anywhere we choose to.” One
of the good things about telepathy was that you could get all of
the answers to all of the questions that you never even
asked.

“This will do, watch, look
and listen with your mind.” With that Lyne stepped out onto the
smooth water of the lake. I watched her as she padded slowly away
from me. I could sense her form-field the field that holds the very
essence of our existence, a field that we all possess, a field that
records every action that we make and binds us to the earth. Lyne
turned around and spread her arms wide. “Come to me, Tupelo.” Her
form-field was one with the lake, she was no longer a separate
entity, she was one with her world and I longed to be one with
them.

I closed my eyes and opened my mind, the
world flooded in, embracing me in its harmony, welcoming me within
its being. My heart beat slowed to a steady, low beat; I stepped
forward out on to the water, forwards into a new existence. Lyne
embraced me with the same emphatic welcome of the rest of her
world, all the warmth and love of this world flowed between us,
bonding us to the inner structure of its form. Slowly we sank below
the surface of the lake as we spiralled down into the clear waters,
cleansing our souls in the pure tranquillity of the world, at peace
with ourselves, at one with the world.

How my mind reeled as its horizons of
rational thinking were tom away: no more would my mind be limited
by the standard sensory stimuli of a normal existence. This was my
rebirth, a new beginning for an old body, a fresh vision for a
stale mind. I was unable at first to use or even understand the
metaphysical changes that had planted their seed in my now fertile
core, my soul and mind were now separate entities, each with their
own purpose in the life that was about to unfold before me. No
longer would I be bound by the limited shallow life of man. Soon I
would have to journey back to my own world, to the decaying life
that our predecessors had prepared for us so many long dark years
before.

HISTUS AND BEYOND

I have told you much about myself and how I
came to be the being that I now am, but now let me tell you of
another, no less important to my story than the earth itself. His
story begins in Histus...

The monster stirred, if only briefly, an
inexplicable phenomenon had passed its way. Man had become lazy;
the incorporation of the synthetics into our society as 'equals'
had taken away man's need to work. Work was indeed a luxury, only
available to the lucky few. Man no longer needed to think for
himself, he had lost the ability to innovate, to create; he had
become stale, his mind and body had dropped subconsciously into a
life of meaningless automata, routine nothingness, but all this was
on the verge of change. One man had sensed this and that man was
Perone Way, the controller; he controlled the great all powerful
bio-computer - the Green.

Perone was a shy man, possibly the only man
left who could still truly think for himself, his thoughts were his
own; he searched his mind for the reasons behind everything. A very
deep and thoughtful man who was slightly built and bespectacled, he
insisted on having the vision accessories as he could not trust the
authorities to 'correct' the defect. He appeared to be in his late
thirties, and he lived alone. The Green knew him, and he knew the
Green. The Green had begun to show the signs of decay, long ago,
way back in 2890 when A glitch, or so they thought, cost ten
thousand lives. The Green was responsible for controlling the
atmosphere within the electro-dome, the shield that held off the
fierce unfiltered rays of the sun. This glitch caused the dome to
be activated at a lower altitude than normal, electrifying anything
that passed through it, anything, especially buildings. Skyscrapers
punctured the dome all over Histus, the electro-dome charged their
every fibre with its raw power scattering the minds of the
synthetics and humans alike, the neural networks that made up the
brains of the synthetics were so similar in construction to our own
that they suffered the same fusing of molecules, gelling their
brains into a single thrombotic mass. Was it the Green, or
something far larger?

What had all this to do with Perone? Nothing
really, except that he had collated all of the data from this and
other 'glitches' and was processing his findings; slowly the
mystery was revealing itself.

Over the past 137 years the Green had
'glitched' regularly every seven months, taking a few thousand
lives somewhere in the world. You see the Green was everywhere, but
no one knew how widespread it had become. Slowly it had spread to
all comers of the world, there were links and support nodes in
every building, vehicle and Synth everywhere and like all computers
that had ever existed it was vulnerable to attack. Many centuries
ago a young college student in Pakistan had written a software
protection system called a virus. Over subsequent years this virus
had been bastardised into many forms. One became known as the D-Day
virus. It was primed with a date well into the future, I suppose it
may never have been intended to actually work, but D-Day was
coming.

So the time-bomb had been set and the fuse
was slowly burning down, D-Day had spread throughout the world. It
had infected everything, history had been written long ago in the
past. The only problem was what effect the virus would have when it
became fully active: at the moment it was only sporadic.

Perone switched off his notebook and left it
neatly in the centre of his uncluttered desk; he turned to look
back at the Green one last time, before leaving his office forever.
The lift journey to the surface seemed longer than usual, twenty
floors below the city down a solitary lift shaft to where the Green
lurked. No more would he make this trip, no more would he dwell in
the silent darkness beneath the streets of Histus. At the surface
his vehicle waited, the door unlatched and smoothly opened, waiting
for its master to direct it. Perone sat solemnly in the single seat
at the centre of the vehicle, the panel in front of him
illuminated, a seductive voice asked for directions, the vehicle
moved silently away. Perone headed south towards the southern
gateway, Histus would soon be behind him.

The vehicle slowed almost to a complete
standstill at the gateway, Perone looked at the face of his
time-piece.

“About now,” he murmured to
himself. The electro-dome crackled and fizzed, unable to draw
itself fully over the city it failed. Perone slid silently out of
the jaws of the monster and headed south. The dome crackled once
more, popped then failed.

In Europe a thousand people died.

Perone disappeared across a haunting
horizon, away from Histus, leaving the city to the Green. The city
itself had been founded without any prior arrangement. There had
been no unilateral agreement as to why the survivors of Jackson's
Spore should have gathered there, no one asked why, no one really
cared, they just did, that's all. The few Synths that had been
built then were the ones responsible for the construction of Histus
and the resulting reformation of man's existence; perhaps it was
that that made man decide to make them equal, to allow them to
become autonomous and have their own existence alongside man. But
now those synths that had survived the Spore were infected with a
virus more deadly than anything that man had ever seen. D-Day was
waiting, their minds were constructed from the same bio-chips as
was the Green, they all had the virus, every last one of them.

Histus was changing too, it always had, but
this time it was not by means of man or machine, this time there
was not a matter of choice. Over however many years it had been, no
one knew for sure, an undercurrent was flowing within the city, an
undercurrent of fear and loathing. Something was growing tired of
this malignant growth and it was about to squeeze the infection
out. Histus had ceased expanding almost thirty years ago just
before the turn of the third millennia. Man had stopped spreading
out and was beginning to regroup as though he were being threatened
by some unknown force superior to himself, far superior and much,
much older. And what of the Green, what had it to do with all this
growing fear, this great mass-neurosis, if anything at all?

Perone had found something and he was
keeping it to himself until he could find the proof - the link, and
he was nearing that goal.

Across the blackened sea of death to Europe
- The United Europe and Ukay, the Green was known; for it was there
that the idea had originally been conceived for a super-computer
with true artificial intelligence. Dr John Rock, the new Einstein,
had developed a form of living cell that could be utilised by a new
generation of computers that could think for themselves. By
replacing the now old-fashioned hard memory systems of computers
that had existed for longer than any living man could remember with
the new adaptable bio-cells, computers were able to develop their
own way of thinking, they could also grow new memory units when
necessary, such a computer was the Green. The only problem was the
reproduction of the new bio-cells; they had this peculiar habit of
mutating, unnoticed, giving the computers their own individual
neuroses. Was this what was happening to the Green, were the
pressures of work pushing it towards a complete nervous
breakdown?

Dr Jay, as he became known, implanted some
of his newly discovered biocells into an ordinary assembly line
robot, and the result? Loneliness. The robot's newly acquired
intelligence gave it some slight degree of sentience a sense of
'being' if you like, but it had nothing in its own class to talk
to, it was unique.

With its new found ability to decide for
itself it came to the one conclusive thought that its own life was
utterly worthless so it shut itself down, a sort of suicide if you
like. The only problem was that it was linked to the entire
factory's other computer systems causing a complete shutdown. This
new robot was of course, the first foundation stone to the rise of
the Synths, life would never be the same again; the world as we
knew it had ended, man had at last made something truly useful
something that would one day be beneficial to the whole world.
Although Dr Jay had been dead for centuries by the time the Green
was allowed to run autonomously as an entity in its own right, his
work lived on; the Synths replaced man in all but a few roles. This
soon became the accepted norm and man took a back seat in his own
existence allowing his life to be run for him; that was until the
time bomb blew, but more of that later.

Europe, once the playground for the rich and
famous was now a scarred wasteland, had much of its rich arable
lands covered in the fall-out of the early 21st century, the debris
of the Middle Eastern war of 1997, twenty-four hours that would
scar the earth for all eternity. All of the lower countries, those
that bordered the Mediterranean Sea, were inhospitable nuclear
wastelands. The food chain destroyed, the land scorched and burned
beyond salvation, the people all gone, dead. Those that survived
the initial blast were destroyed by the ensuing tidal waves and
pressure walls; nothing lived there any more, nothing, except the
Spore. At this part of Europe the ozone hole never opened so the
Spore lay quietly waiting for some poor innocent being to wander
into its deathly clutches. Nature would not purge the Spore from
those shores and man had no cure, so the land lay empty, for
centuries - forever. The rest of Europe with the exception of
France was fairly clean and generally habitable. Synths had been
restricted by law with the end result being that man was still
relatively alert and reasonably creative. Variety was still the
spice of life; towns were gradually reappearing along with one or
two villages and hamlets. Country borders were non-existent; they
no longer meant anything to anyone. A sort of decentralised
governing body held what could loosely be described as control; the
system of total freedom was more or less self governing. The people
themselves were very different from those that lived in the monster
that was Histus; here the people were more widespread, giving
greater freedom to the movement of traffic and life in general.
Although Europe was autonomous in its own right from Histus and the
world as a whole it was not out of reach of the Green. All of the
computers were linked into the Green's neural network, thus here
too D-Day was waiting. The Green controlled the various
electro-domes that shielded the towns and cities. The water and air
filtration systems were all under the Green's control, in fact the
whole world was at the mercy of this senile creation.

The only true independent state was Ukay:
long ago, way back in 2116, it had sealed off all of the channel
tunnels and pulled down the bridges that tied it to the mainland
shores of Europe. The small fragment of rock that had once been the
Isle of Wight now stood lonesome from the sea; what had once been a
fertile garden isle was now a mere pinnacle of scorched sandstone
standing alone to mark the grave of the countless innocent lives
that were the first casualties of the one day war. A great extent
of the southern counties had been torn away, Hampshire, Dorset,
West Sussex and the lower end of Surrey, all gone, millions of
lives lost, but what would they have survived for? London was no
longer the age old capital, now it was nothing more than a landing
pad for the frequent Peecees that roamed the dust laden skies of
the world. Even here the Spore had landed like those black rats
that once plagued England's shores. Millions died, leaving the
cities full of dead and decaying bodies, like America, a ghost
town. Low winds sang with the voices of the dead, softly calling
throughout the land, ocean currents shifted leaving Ukay cold and
wet. The people were its only strength, what few were left a little
more than a quarter of a million survived the plague. The world was
almost empty, pollution had taken its toll on the wildlife and
wildlife with the help of pollution in the shape of the spore had
taken its toll on man. And the end result? A world poisoned with
chemicals, airborne toxicity, oceans of death, man the last
surviving creature, one side of the world bound by technology,
Histus, the other locked in a battle to survive, and at the helm of
this Marie Celeste, sat the Green, a slowly dying senile old
captain on the brink of collapse.

The Green hummed along, quietly monitoring
the world, silently measuring time, taking orders; it had a boss
and only one man knew, Perone. Amongst its duties were the usual
expected things, like, weather monitoring, population census,
traffic control, and general manufacturing responsibilities. One
other duty was the recycling of the Synths, a strange concept but
an accepted one nonetheless. Because the Synths never grew old or
suffered from any illness they only ever died in accidents, so it
was decided by the powers that be to introduce death into the
Synths' programming. At a time randomly implanted into their core
systems by the Green, a Synth would respond to a termination
signal, and by temporarily closing itself down it would die. Then
it would be treated much the same as any dead human had been over
the past centuries, a funeral would be held, attended by the
Synths’ friends and 'relatives'. After the so-called service the
Synth would be taken to a cyber control centre where it would be
cosmetically altered and reprogrammed before being reassigned to a
new location elsewhere in the city. And so it went on, life after
life, reconstituted and restarted. Humans on the other hand had a
completely different fate awaiting them, recycling had a purpose.
Once dead and the funeral over with, the body would be exchanged
for various extra luxury items. A good body fetched a good price,
new homes, new bodies, new lives even, all for the price of the few
minerals that the human body contained. Because the earth had been
totally plundered of her wealth of natural resources, the human
body was the last place that such good clean deposits of calcium
and carbon could be found that were suitable for the Green. You see
the Green's self replicating cells relied on human trace elements
and a touch of DNA to keep itself alive. These commodities were in
short supply and most of the available samples had been
contaminated in some way by the environmental pollution, so for
years the Green had been fed on contaminated food. No wonder it was
dying. As the population steadily decreased so the supply of fresh
food dwindled for the Green. Slowly it began to die and to such an
extent that it never knew that it was dying it just thought that it
was forgetting things, but even then it could not be sure.

Much of the old Far East had suffered like
the rest of the world: plague, drought, famine, and solar flares
had all taken their toll decimating the population to a sparse
scattering of wandering souls. Some, but not many, had returned to
the hills and the mystical ways of their forefathers, returning to
a life of inner peace and solitude. Out of respect for their wishes
the rest of the world left them alone only stopping by to trade
necessary supplies and spares for the Synths:

Japan was still leading the way in
technology but then again it was the only country that still
manufactured in any great quantities, all made by Synths of course;
man was busy being at one with himself. Japan was fortunate in a
way at the end of the 1997 war and the turning of the second
millennia, it was left with no markets in which to sell its vast
range of electronic consumables so the piles grew high and the
trade deficit grew huge. The great mountains of rich-kid toys sat
unwanted for hundreds of years while Japan perfected the art of
recycling, then at the rise of the Synths they were poised ready
with the technological know-how and the endless supply of raw
materials with which to produce, and once again they were giants.
Then came the Spore, the disease and a great disease with life
began to take hold of the populace. Japan entered a state of
mourning leaving manufacturing facilities in the capable hands of
the Green. So there in a nutshell you have it, the world on a
sinking ship, heading for the rocks with a sad uncaring man at the
helm.

JOURNEY HOME

Lyne had taught me how to control my fears
and anxieties and how to use them to guide me through the changes
that were taking place inside my body. I was now able to visit any
place that I wished merely by thinking about it and allowing my
mind to take me there. I was beginning to realise that I could
travel vast distances through the folds of time and space, I could
cross over into other alternate realities and dimensions, yet I
would remain unseen and untouched, concealed from my chosen world
by the power of my own thoughts. Space, an entity that was once
thought to be boundless, now was only bounded by thought, great
mysteries of time and space were mine to witness and explore.
Imagine if you will that each of your finger tips is an outer point
of the universe, now join them together, and retract them into your
palms. You now hold the entire universe in your hands; this is how
space is folded into itself. Space, and the time that it takes to
cross it are now minimal and are one thing together. Space unfolds
to each person's own imagination, it is up to the individual to be
contained within them, thus the mystery is answered. Forgive me,
sometimes I tend to ramble, but there are reasons for this also. I
mentioned before about form-fields. Without an understanding of
these you will not be able to perceive how much of my story is
attained.

What was once thought of as an aura is
really your form's field, that is the field of existence into which
everything that happens to you, everything you ever were is
recorded and when your body dies your form-field retains your
memory and passes it on to another existence so that you and your
life’s experiences and knowledge are never lost from this world.
Your soul may depart to a higher plain but your form-field can only
be transferred to another being. If your mind develops beyond that
of normal man then you too will be able to see and use this field
to your benefit. You may also learn how to incorporate another
entity's form-field into your own, allowing you to absorb that
creature's being into your own. Remember everything has a
form-field, everything, and it is this that tells another who and
where you are in space and time. All this and more was taught to me
by Lyne and I am much in her debt for it, for without this
knowledge I could not have told you this story.

I had maintained a slender contact with
Histus so that in this way I could monitor it. I had already
followed Perone down into the old state of Florida, where he was
now searching for the answer that he sought, the answer that would
lead him to the secret of the Green.

Controlling the phazing was easy, or at
least it was now. I often lingered at the point of nowhere, just in
between reality and substance, I would move from one location to
another in less than a blinking of an eye, watching the sad
illusion of life tick by counting down the seconds to the
detonation of doomsday. Others before me had sensed the changes in
their lives, holding those irrational flash backs of the primary
phaze close to themselves, afraid that they were losing their
minds. Others had lost themselves in the midway through phazing,
leaving themselves trapped in a self imposed world of illusion
where reality and imagination were bastardised into one, a world of
mental torment and torture where your mind was not your own.
Without the knowledge that they needed to save themselves, they
were tricked into believing that they were only dreaming and that
sometime soon they would wake up. These strange occurrences were
becoming more frequent as though some great force was tugging the
threads of man's existence, guiding him to a new world, a new life,
where they were needed for some purpose greater than that of any
single man and such a man was Perone. I closed my eyes and searched
for his signal, the sign of his form field, the sign carried by all
things living or otherwise. The signal was positive and clear, time
to phaze. I openly welcomed the warm flow of energy that coursed
through my mind, lifting my soul free of its earthbound weight my
body would follow close after. I sighed a shallow releasing breath
as my mind journeyed forth taking my form on a date with
destiny.

Perone stood silently waiting outside the
broken unhinged gate that rattled uneasily in the shifting wind.
The rattle of the gate rang out for endless miles in the hollow
emptiness of this desolate lifeless world. Cautiously he stepped
through the gateway pausing to let tumbleweeds bundle by in the
swirling dust bowl of the inner compound. Overhead the sky leered
down threatening to spill its acidic tears upon the arid land; the
dull grey clouds swirled uneasily in the ever shifting sky. Perone
looked anxiously around as though he feared some ancient security
device would alert the long dead guards of his intrusion. He need
not have worried: the alarms had long been silent, only a few
lifeless ghosts patrolled the shattered perimeter, sensing that the
way was clear Perone struck up a more rapid pace wishing to avoid
the coming deluge of rain. Rain was something to be avoided,
especially in this area; acid rain was no joke any more, it was a
fact of life.

Perone stopped at the doorway of the main
building and wiped away the years of neglected dust from an old
brass plaque, National Aeronautics and Space Administration.
Underneath was a smaller sign which read, Bio-Human Research
Centre. Perone eyed the door cautiously: there appeared to be no
handles or locks. I thought that this may be a good time for me to
introduce myself in person.

“Perone?” I asked quietly.
He turned slowly around to face me.

“Tupelo!” he said, “I
thought that you were dead?” And he held out his hand, an old
gesture that seemed to have passed the test of time.

“You don't seem to be too
surprised to see me.” He shook my hand firmly, staring coldly into
my eyes. “Considering that I'm meant to be dead.”

“I have read your file; the
Green has you listed as missing. The sixth this year,” he nodded
towards the door, “Shall we go?

“There appears to be no way
in, and we have nothing with which to force our entrance,” he said,
running his hands over the engrained surface of the
door.

“No, I'm afraid that many
of these old buildings were computer controlled. You're going to
need the retinal pattern of an employee, or...” I stepped up to the
door, preparing myself mentally for a little jaunt. Phazing through
solid lifeless objects left me feeling a little cold. I glanced
back over my shoulder at Perone as I slid through the solid steel
door. Inside the building was dark and musty, the sweet smell of
death and decay still lingered in the enclosed atmosphere. I turned
and pushed the bar on the back of the door and swung it open. The
bright light of the day filtered in through the floating body of
dust that swirled in the disturbed air. Perone's shadow half-filled
the doorway blocking out most of the light as he stepped in. He
passed by me, giving me as much space as possible, he eyed me
suspiciously.

“So that is how you escaped
the crash?” he asked, suddenly nervous of me..

“I guess so,” I replied,
leading the way into the darkness of the corridor. “I don't really
know how I got out of that crash but I do know that one possible
answer lies in here... somewhere.” I did not think that the time
was right for me to tell Perone what lies ahead for man or what
lies beyond the boundaries of man's imagination.

“Wait,” Perone called, “we
have got to go down the stairs, to the lowest level that is where
it is.” What the ‘it’ was he did not say. Perone handed me a light.
“I brought these along just in case I could not get the power back
on.” The sharp beam of light cut through the swirling eddies of
dust as we picked our way carefully down the stairwell to the
eighth floor.

A ragged skeleton lay limp at the base of
the stair-well, its bones shattered from its fall. Large holes in
the bigger bones revealed the true cause of death: Jackson's Spore,
a mutant strain. Unlike the more common standard type this one
would gestate in the bone marrow, where it would rapidly reproduce
until it burst free from the bone, shattering the limb and causing
its victim to fall. Death in this way was a merciful release. Those
that survived were subjected to a death beyond death. The spore
would spread throughout the victim's system, settling in the
epidermal layers of the skin where it would feast on the blood and
fatty tissues gaining weight and size. Eventually the hapless
victim would be consumed by the Spore and their skin would split
open scattering the Spore once more.

Perone stared at the disfigured pile of
bones for a while, “There may be others,” he said flatly, “the poor
souls.”“There may also be some dormant Spore,” I added for
consolation. Perone shone his light into my face.

“Thank you for the good
news,” he quipped. “Here is what we are looking for.” He pointed to
an open doorway. Perone stood staring into the room as though he
were expecting someone to greet him.

The sign on the door said, Room 6. It gave
no clues as to its purpose or to whatever had brought us here. The
room itself was fairly large about thirty feet square with a single
door at the opposite end and two others that led into a larger room
in front. A row of heavily glazed windows gazed out into the
darkened room beyond. Perone walked quickly to the door at the far
end of the room, I managed to read the notice on the door before
Perone had pushed his way in. I quickly followed him, not wishing
to lose him in this darkened world of hallways and doors. The word
'Power' glowed in the light of my beam as I stepped into the small
room where Perone was now stood scanning a panel of dials and
switches.

“It looks as though it may
still work. If I can get this thing running, then at least we will
have a bit of power in here. It should be just enough for what we
need.” I watched Perone's hands flick switches and turn dials as
though he had done it a thousand times before.

“Need any help?” I asked,
uselessly.

“No thanks,” he said,
pulling away a panel from the front of the control desk, “a few
more seconds and...” The lights hummed then flickered on revealing
the secrets of the hidden room. Perone opened one of the screening
doors back in the first room and stepped confidently through
it.

In front of us stood a huge cube about
eighteen feet in each direction, it was a rich, deep blue in colour
with a row of paler blue lights glowing dimly through the years of
dust.

“This is it!” Perone
pointed at the cube, “Big Blue.”

“What does it do?” I
asked.

“From here we can control
the Green!” At that moment Perone was the happiest man alive, a
huge smile had broken out right across his face, “and a bit more
besides,” he shrugged.

A small phosphorus screen blinked into life,
the word 'Logon', glowed next to a flashing cursor. Perone's hands
quivered over the keyboard, a quaint relic if ever there was one.
He tapped lightly on the 'P' key and paused. The screen froze as
though it had locked out.

“Blast,” Perone uttered, “I
did not come all this way just for that!”

He clenched his fist and struck it into his
other palm “Blast it has locked me out.”

The next thing made no sense at all, the
screen began to type, P E, R, O, N, E, PERONE. The cursor flashed
waiting. We both stood mouth agape.

“It knows me!” Perone
whispered, to himself. “You try.”

I stepped up warily to the keyboard.
Suddenly Big Blue seemed so large and daunting, fear crept into
me.

“I really don't need to...”
the screen began to type again, T, U, P, E, L, O, TUPELO. I stepped
back, unnerved by Big Blue, I felt threatened. A soft metallic
voice spoke.

“Units Perone and Tupelo
logged on. Doors 16 and 20 are now open Awaiting further
instructions.”

“What do you mean units
Perone and Tupelo? What doors? Who are you?” We both asked
together, both of us beginning to seethe a little.

“Do you not know what you
are?” the voice questioned.

“No, no we don't!” I
answered.

“I must deactivate the
transmitter device within the Perone unit.” A blue light flashed
out and struck Perone. His body glowed as the light froze him where
he stood. “Transmitter deactivated, signal terminated.”

“What signal, to where?” I
asked urgently, as I held the gasping Perone steady. “Do you a have
a face, computer, so that I know who's trying to kill us?” Beads of
light danced in a warm softly glowing ball that was slowly
engulfing the computer. A large pair of closed eyes formed amongst
the lights, a nose, a neat pouting mouth, a pair of tidy ears all
beneath a short, close cropped hair style. The eyelids rolled
smoothly open revealing the most beautiful pair of ice-blue eyes I
have ever seen.

“If a face is what you
really want, then a face you shall have.” The image moved like an
angel on a gossamer thread. “I am the Big Blue Belle, but you may
call me Mother,” softly smiling, “you are my children, units 16 and
20, you are the first to seek me, I hope you will not be the
last.

“It would appear to me that
whatever authorities are out there now have neglected to tell you
about yourselves, so let me fill you in with a few details, before
the Police arrive.”

“Are they on to us so
soon?” Perone asked. Like me he was surprised at Mother's
revelations. I could never remember being a part of a family or
having a home life, but the one thing I did know for sure was that
I was most definitely human. As for Perone well he seemed to be
much the same as me. “OK... Mother, tell us who we are.”

I grabbed Perone by his collar and dived
towards Mother. The sudden violent movement was enough to make
Perone lose all thought for one brief moment, long enough for me to
take him into a semi-phazed state. Mother had sensed our presence
within her and closed down all external links, just in time.

Troopers swarmed into the room, their armour
clattering in their bustle. We watched as they methodically
searched every corner of the room.

“Where are we?” asked
Perone, nervously. “Why can't they see us?”

“We are inside Mother, I
brought you here.”

“Like you did earlier?” he
whispered.

“Yes, and soon you shall be
able to control it yourself. Do not worry about the troopers; they
cannot harm us all the while we are phazed. “

“Who are you, Tupelo, and
what do you want with me?”

“I do not know who I am or
who you are, I just felt compelled to follow you here, that is all
that I know.”

The troopers huddled together, their green
armour looking like a shimmering wall, their brisk movements
disturbing the thick deposits of dust that had settled everywhere.
One of the troopers sneezed as the dust entered his nostrils, he
sneezed again and fell gasping to the floor.

“What seems to be the
problem, number one?” A trooper with stripes on his shoulder asked.
The trooper wheezed and clawed at his throat, “Get him topside.”
Stripes jerked his thumb upwards. “Two of you take him, the rest
follow me.” Stripes barked out the orders and then he led the
others out of the room and down the hallway to the right. The
remaining two troopers tried to lift the other trooper to his
feet.

“Where are they going to
take him?” I asked.

“It will not matter where
they take him,” Mother said, “He is already as good as dead. This
building was infected with a mutant strain of Jackson's
Spore.”

“What about us, we're stuck
here?” Perone sounded panicky, “We must have breathed it in as
well!”

“But we are still
breathing,” I remarked.

“You will not be affected
by the spore, you are both immune.”

Mother's voice was music to my ears, soft
and soothing, “The trooper will die soon. There is no hope for him
nor his colleagues, none of them will see the light of day again.
“

“Can we not help them?”
Perone asked, feeling a sense of loss for the troopers. “Why did
they send people and not Synths?”

“They know that Synthetics
would not survive either. There is an auto defense mechanism that
emits a high frequency electrical pulse that shatters the memory
modules of the Synthetics, rendering them completely useless.”
Mother always had the answer, or at least it she seemed
to.

We watched the last two troopers as they
dropped their dying friend. Both men fell to the floor clutching
their throats, struggling for breath, but each hard fight for
breath only drew in more of the deadly spore. The first trooper's
eyes bulged with terror as the spore swiftly took hold of his body.
He began to pull in vain at his armour trying to relieve some of
the pain from his ballooning body. The armour expanded rapidly as
the spore multiplied within him. We could see the flesh on his neck
expanding like a rushing wave as the spore ate away his epidermal
layers. His mouth, nose and eyes all closed up as the flesh around
them ballooned. The other two troopers made one last futile attempt
to stand up, using each other for support only to crash back to the
floor as the spore erupted in their femurs exploding through their
thighs. They watched their colleague as his body armour finally
gave in to the pressure of the ever expanding spore; his suit
erupted like a small powdery volcano showering them with fresh
spore. They could feel their own flesh boiling like a thick soup as
the spore ripped through them. A faint whispering gasp of trapped
air was vented from the first stricken trooper as his body finally
deflated. The other two troopers drew their hand blasters from
their holsters and fumbled with them as they tried to use their
swelling fingers. A low whine grew steadily from the weapons as
they began to over charge, seconds later there was a single searing
flash of yellow-white light and the troopers suffered no more.

I stepped out from Mother and allowed myself
and Perone to fully materialise. We could hear the sounds of the
other troopers coming down the main corridor that led from our
room. We rushed out to where they were as though there may be
something that we could do to help them, knowing all along that
they were dead from the moment that they had entered the building.
A sudden flash of yellow of light was enough to tell us that the
suffering was over for them too. The troopers would trouble us no
more, but would more come?

We stopped at a door where a plaque clearly
proclaimed; ALPHABET STREET. We stepped in closing the door behind
us. The room lights flickered on, Mother had restored the power. We
could see the charred remains of the troopers, smouldering in a
heap to one side of the room; the rancid smell of burnt flesh hung
listlessly in the air. A door leading off into a long dimly lit
hallway opened invitingly before us; we stepped inside, curiosity
getting the better of us.

The eerie glow of ultra-violet lights filled
either side of the hallway where along each side was a row of
thirteen tall opaque cylinders at the base of which was a simple
control panel of four buttons marked, Activate, Open, Fill and
Proceed. On the front of each cylinder was a letter from the
alphabet, a number and a name. We walked silently along the rows of
cylinders as though we were stepping over graves. We read each
nameplate in turn, A. No. 1 Aqua, B. No. 2 Buurn, C. No. 3 Creo, D.
No. 4 Delta and so until we reached cylinder 16; P. No. 16
Perone.

“We are home!” Perone said,
as he reached out to touch the smooth surface of the cylinder. He
looked sad and lost. A small tear sparkled in the ultra-violet
light as it rolled silently down his cheek. I laid my hand on his
shoulder to comfort him as another tear ran free. I walked a little
further, I could feel the apprehension rising within me, I knew
what was coming, T. No. 20 Tupelo. I fell to my knees and cried,
but I did not know why. After what seemed an age Perone came over
to me.

“What is it all about?” he
asked, “What are we?” I shook my head and rose to my feet rubbing
my tired face in my hands.

“I really have no idea,
maybe Mother can tell us?” I offered. When we got back to Big Blue,
Mother was waiting.

“What are we?” asked
Perone.

“You are both part of a
genetic experiment, you and your brothers and sisters. You are all
part of the same experiment, Alphabeta Street. You were never meant
to find out this way,” answered an apologetic Mother.

“What was the purpose of
this experiment, and why so many of us?” Perone seemed to have all
the questions ready.

“Safety in numbers. No one
expected you all to survive... for so long.” She paused, expecting
an interruption. “You were all conceived a long time ago,
centuries,” she paused again, still no response, from either of us.
“You seem to have taken that well enough, so I shall continue, stop
me when you have heard enough.” Mother closed her eyes and prepared
herself for what she had to say. “Alphabeta Street was a project in
which it was hoped that we could control the mental and physical
development of a human being from the egg to its death so that we
could finally conquer the age old problem of growing old. It was
hoped that if we could stabilise the body clock then we could use a
genetically pure stock to repopulate the world, without the fear of
disease ruining all of our plans. You see you are totally immune to
all disease and you have not aged since the day you were released,
over two hundred years ago.”

I looked at Perone and we shrugged our
shoulders at each other; did it matter how old we were? Age was of
no concern to us; there were other things we needed to know, more
questions that required answering.

“Mother,” I asked brightly,
“were we designed, for want of a better word, to phaze, or is that
a little something extra?” Perone eyed me closely.

“You, Tupelo, are the only
one who has somehow learned to control your mind fully, although I
believe that you still have much to learn. Unfortunately I am
unable to teach you anything. Unlike all other humans, the children
of Alphabet Street are able to use far more than the usual one
third of their brains. What difference that will make remains
unclear, the only person that may have been able to help with that
has long since disappeared. He was the one who created you all, Dr.
Suiker, and I know not where he is.” Mother paused as though she
were taking a breath. “There are a great many things that we do not
know about in this world and there are a greater number of things
that man has destroyed forever. I cannot tell you what will become
of you or of the others of our family. Maybe you could bring them
here and I could realign their minds to match yours: that is what
the experiment was all about, the continual development of
man.”

I looked at Perone, “We can only try,” he
said. “Can you teach me your vanishing trick?”

“I thought that you would
never ask. “

“We can start right away.”
Perone was back to his usual bright self.

“Before you go I must tell
you of the Green... It is dying.” Mother began.

“I know,” Perone
interrupted, “and soon all of the Synths will die too... They have
been infected with the D-Day virus as are all of the bio-system
based computers all across the neural network.” Perone drew a long
deep breath. “In four days the Doomsday virus will become active,
god alone knows what it will do! The only thing for sure is that no
good will come of it. The Green too has the virus; if that goes, it
all goes, no one can predict the resultant effect of the virus
because as yet we have no idea as to what it is going to do. It
will though, be a disaster like no other.” He raised his eyebrows
and gave a wry smile, “For some unknown reason it told me of who I
was and where I could find you, Mother. Now that I am here I am
hoping that you can tell me what I am supposed to do next.
“

“There are still twenty of
you out there somewhere, including the two of you. Four others
disappeared only last week, I have no idea where, neither has the
Green. If the two of you can bring the others back to me, then I
can realign you all to the same level, maybe between you, you can
sort out what has to be done.” Mother smiled. “Do your old Mother
proud and we will take it from there.”

I looked at Perone, who was grinning like an
idiot, “What do you say brother, shall we go and find the
family?”

“Why not, but first, show
me that phazing trick of yours, it may prove useful!” Perone
glanced at Mother. “OK, blue eyes, we will bring the boys back
home.”

“I will see you again,
soon,” Mother said, as cheerfully as any silicon, holographic
mother could. “I will prepare the Street for the homecoming. Be
careful out there, my sensors tell me that the earth is moving,
something is coming down, but I do not know what.”

We left the building on the afternoon of
October 2nd 3027; the world would never be the same again. We
looked out across the silent open wasteland of Florida, muddy pools
hissed at the passing tumbleweeds that carelessly splashed through
them on their way to nowhere. The rains had started early this year
that meant that the ozone hole would be more active, more erratic
as the climate cooled for winter.

“Where to now?” Perone
asked, anxious to get started.

“Where ever we want to go,
we can go wherever we please, the world is ours.” I held on to his
shoulder firmly with my left hand, “Perone, what I am about to do
may frighten you, but it is the only way that I know of showing you
the way.” I pulled him to me and entered his body. “Perone do you
hear me?” I spoke to his mind.

“I hear you, are we one?”
His voice was calm and steady, I could feel the anticipation within
him.

“We are one,” I replied,
softly. “Think of Rowen, our sister and try to focus her in your
mind.” I could feel his mind working building a picture, slowly her
signal came through.

“I can feel her, she is
alone, she is lost.” Perone was already halfway there. With a
little push in the right direction he was gone.

“Let your mind reach for
her, tell her we are coming, let her know about us, then follow her
signal.” I could feel the warm rush of energy flowing into his
mind, coursing through his body, charging us with a new
force.

The bright psychedelic world of the phaze
lines wrapped its spiral arms around us, coiling like electric
serpents, bright pulses of impossible energy raced passed us,
showing us the way to Rowen.

“Where are we? Is this
real?” Perone as ever was an endless stream of questions. He
reached out to touch one of the coils. “It feels so …
alive.”

“They are the source of all
creation, they are the energy that made us all. This is the
boundary between both reality and illusion the gateway to other
dimensions. If you know what you seek it will take you there, If
not then you will awake in the darkness where the whispers will try
to guide you to your desires.” We tumbled over and over slowly
spinning through the world between worlds, where illusion was
reality and reality was merely an illusion. An image of a woman,
dark, with the curves of a temptress, long jet-black hair and the
most enigmatic smile you have ever seen formed in the effulgence of
light that swirled before us. We were approaching the return to
reality, unfortunately it was only Histus, we were back
home.

Rowen stood staring out to sea from her
apartment window her arms crossed over her chest with her hands on
opposite shoulders.

I knew someone would come, I could feel it,”
she said, turning to face us. “Who are you?”

“I am Tupelo,” I said, as I
stepped from Perone's body, “and this gentleman is my brother,
Perone.” I gazed into her eyes, she was saddened but not totally
lost to sorrow. “We have come for you to take you home.”

“I do not know why, but I
feel that I can trust you, for the first m my life I actually
believe in something I actually trust someone instinctively. There
is one thing that puzzles me though, how did you get in here past
all the security?” she asked, puzzled as she walked around
us.

“Let me show you,”
volunteered Perone, as he pulled her towards himself, “I will see
you when you get back.” He called as he faded from view, he
certainly learned quickly.

“So long Perone.” Then I
too phazed out, back to the darkness, for it was there that I felt
I would find at least one of the others that had disappeared over
the past week.

RETURN TO EDEN

Perone was a good man mild and very
attentive, making him a quick learner as well as a good tutor, but
then we all should be seeing all came from the same cell culture.
Perone had taken Rowen back to Mother and hopefully he would have
taught her the little that he already knew about phazing and about
all of us. Soon the family would be reunited I could feel it; all I
had to do was find the missing members.

I focused my mind on to the darkness that
lay between the worlds of thought and consciousness and allowed
myself to phaze out. The whispers were waiting, ready to guide me
to one of the lost members, the poor soul. He lay trembling on the
black plinth much like I had only a few short days ago. He was
about five feet eight tall, slim, long blond hair swept back, his
green eyes flicked nervously from side to side.

“Do not be afraid, the
whispers bear you no malice, they mean you no harm,” I tried to
reassure him. “Who are you?”

“I am afraid, the voices
keep telling me to think of home, to concentrate on what I desire,
but I am too afraid to close my eyes.” the trembling man replied.
“My name is Silma,” he stuttered. “Who or what are you?”

“I am Tupelo, I have come
for you, to take you home,” I said as I slowly materialised beside
him, “Take my hand and come with me, I will guide you from here.”
Warily he took my hand, I phazed into him and took control of his
fears. “I will show you what lies beyond our world. Tell me how you
came to be here.” The darkness dissolved around us as the
spiralling time lines embraced us with their electric warmth which
eased our passage to our world.

“I am not sure quite how I
came to be in the dark I was dreaming about a boat a small sailing
craft with a single sail that reached forever into the sky. All
around dolphins were leaping and singing to me, telling me that I
was chosen, thousands of dolphins breaking surf for a hundred
miles. I thought that I was in heaven. As we sailed the boat slowly
sank into the ocean and became part of its make-up. Then the
dolphins carried me far out to sea, but I was never afraid. Soon I
was one of them; I could feel the radiant warmth of the sun as it
shone down through the clear blue sea, how wonderful it felt to be
alive. Then the darkness came, the sky turned black and the sea
turned to slime. The dolphins were gone and I was left stranded in
the mire. Slowly I began to sink down deeper into the slime; a
manic laugh cackled all around me as the darkness slowly consumed
my will to live. The next thing I knew was the darkness where you
found me and those soft whispering voices. I thought at first that
I was still asleep, still dreaming, until I realised that I could
feel the block beneath me. I thought then that I had died, until
you came. I thank you for coming for me. I only hope that we are
going somewhere more pleasant this time.”

Silma was relaxed now, so I eased myself
free of his body, allowing him to fully experience the radiant life
of the time lines.

“You may see for yourself
what kind of world we are going to.” I pointed ahead of us. Already
the bright colours were fading, gradually building the living
picture of the Homosaur's world. “You will need to rest when we
arrive as phazing tends to drain your energy until you become
accustomed to its affects.” I paused for a moment allowing myself
to admire the rich carpet of green grass that had unrolled before
us. Birds sang of the joys of life while the stream babbled by.
“Silma,” I began, as I led him down the valley to where Lyne would
be waiting, “you have much to learn about yourself and the others
like us. I will take you to someone who can help you to realise
what you are. Tell me, Silma, do you dream?” The brilliant light of
the sun shone down around us, illuminating the valley and the rich
blue ocean beyond.

“I dream...” he laughed, “I
dream that I am an eagle, but I have never seen one, has anyone?”
He stopped speaking; his attention had been drawn away by the awe
inspiring view of this new Histus, this wondrous fertile, living
world so different from our own. The great valley rolled out to the
embracing sea, the rich scent of the woodland filled the air,
bathing us in its luxuriant odour. A falcon - Tupelo swooped down
from the sky calling to me, welcoming me home; another bird, a
sparrow hawk swooped and twisted over the ground with a greater
skill than any fighter pilot. Silma gasped as the air cleansed his
lungs. I held him up, the shock of phazing had finally hit
home.

“You can rest soon, I have
friends here and they will help you.”

Silma said nothing; he just glanced around
trying to take in the wonder of it all. We stumbled along the river
bank together, stopping to drink of its clear waters. The taste was
welcome and refreshing. The familiar figure of Lyne appeared from
the hut as we approached; she was smiling contentedly, as always.
Silma grew suddenly heavy, he had finally passed out. Lyne and I
took him into the hut and laid him down.

“Let him rest, he has
greater shocks to come,” Lyne said, wiping her soft hand over
Silma's forehead. Silma slept soundly.

“And how are my
counterparts doing? I trust they are evolving quietly,” I asked,
curious of man's well-being.

“If you mean man, then I am
only too glad to tell you...” Lyne smiled again, her large green
eyes sparkled with mischief, “he is extremely friendly and
cooperative; you were right about him, he is very different from
your kind. Here there is no reason for him to wage war, or to hate:
he was really quite an amiable fellow.”

That was the best news that I had heard in
many long years, but I could sense that she was not telling me
everything. Something was troubling her deeply. “What is it that
you are not telling me, what else is there?”

Lyne lowered her head and closed her eyes as
she drew a long silent breath, “It is our world, it is changing, it
is telling us to be prepared for a new future, a new way of being.”
She gripped my arm and looked deeply into my eyes, “Our world is
growing, expanding; it is afraid because it does not know why?”
Lyne wiped her eyes to refresh the thin protective mucus that the
tears had dissolved away.

“I did not know that a
lizard could cry,” I tried to joke. “I am sure your world is safe,
but ours,” I sighed heavily, “ours grows worse daily. It would seem
that the Synths are also on the threshold of non-existence, or
maybe something worse.”

“How, how can that be so,
they do not live?” She was surprised, shocked into
disbelief.

“No, but their brains carry
a rogue programme that works like a disease. Some idiot wrote it a
thousand years ago and somehow it has survived until now. In three
days it will run its course and fulfill its purpose,” I paused,
thinking about the possible outcomes of the virus. “Not only that
but it would seem that our earth is about to do something, what we
do not know, a strange and threatening darkness is sweeping the
land, that is how Silma came to be here. I think the world is going
crazy. “

We walked and talked our thoughts over, our
hands entwined, our hearts beating in unison, the feel of her warm
flesh comforted me calming my agitation. What was happening to our
worlds? Why was all this happening to me? I had to find out, if
only to allay my own anxieties. I looked into the fading light of
the evening sun, absorbing its rich colours into my memory - yet
another anaesthetic effect of this earth, unlike the harsh
un-welcoming sun of my own home. I sat down upon my crossed ankles
to watch the sky fade to black, the first of the night's stars
blinked soulfully down from the folds of darkness above. It had
been many a long year since I last stopped to watch the night open
its eyes upon the sleeping earth, still the clusters of stars were
familiar to me, bright sparkling patterns of dots. A bright
lonesome star gazed knowingly at me, teasing me, challenging me to
name it. What was it called? I could not remember, I could not
remember it at all. I could name a thousand others but not this
one; it was new to me, that was it! I had lived in Histus for over
two hundred years and never had I seen that star. I tried to place
my thoughts back home, back to the Histus that I knew. Yes there I
was standing in my room, stargazing. I scanned the visible horizon
for this new star; nothing, it was not there, yet it had to be, the
worlds were different but not the surrounding planets and stars.
The universe was the same as ours only the dimensional realities
had changed. Something must be blocking it from my view, but what?
Maybe Perone would know, if not then Mother, or the Green.

Lyne stood by me, her arm wrapped around my
shoulders. “What is it? What have you seen?”

“It is what I have not
seen. That star there,” I pointed avidly at the star. “It is not in
my home skyline, something must be obscuring it from
view.”

“What could block a star
from view?”

“A space station,” I
whispered. The thought hit me with a sudden jolt. “Of course, it
would explain a great deal. It could certainly go a long way to
explaining the whereabouts of the General Council. No one has seen
or heard of them for about eight years now, not since their control
centre was destroyed by an unexplained explosion. Maybe that is
where they hang out. Tomorrow I will take a look. Can you take care
of Silma for me, I have others to find. If I can I will bring them
here and prepare them for their trip home to Mother. ““You have a
Mother?” Lyne asked, surprised by my sudden revelation. “I thought
that you told me you had no family!”“I found out only yesterday
that I am one of twenty-six. My Mother is a computer.” I looked at
her and shrugged my shoulders.“Are you some sort of clone, or
something?” She asked curious to know more.

“No, we are not clones, we
were all grown from a single cell culture, so we are all different
and yet we are all the same. Deep down we all have the same
abilities, we can all phaze, it is just that the others are unaware
of that... for now.”

“Where is this
Mother?”

“Not far from where I first
saw you in Florida with Tupelo, only she is on the opposite
coastline. I will let you know when we are all together, then I can
bring you around and introduce you to the family,” I laughed,
though it was no laughing matter, Mother had still to tell us why
she wanted to realign the others to my level. What was our
purpose?

“You go and do whatever you
feel you have to. Leave Silma with us, he will be safe here.” Lyne
hugged me and rubbed her face against my cheek. We walked slowly
back to the hut where Silma was still sound asleep, the two birds
watched patiently for him to awake.

When morning came, Lyne found me in the
stream washing the dirt of my world from my body. I watched amazed
as the dirt swirled in the water until it had been completely
dissolved, cleansed totally. We caught some fish and made our way
back to the hut for breakfast. The cool autumn dawn felt crisp
underfoot, the sun played lazily on my skin without warming me. The
aromatic smell of the cooking food brought Silma from his slumber.
He stared uneasily at Lyne, then at the two birds which had edged
their way along their perch towards him.

“Morning,” Lyne said,
chirpily, “I trust that you slept well. “

“Y... yes, thank you.”
Silma rubbed his face with his hands pushing the last of his sleep
away. He looked all around the hut: much the same as I did when I
first arrived. “Where are we?” he asked.

“This is earth, Silma,”
Lyne said, offering her hand, “our earth.”

He shook her hand as though he were afraid
that it may break at his touch. “And these two little fellows are
Tupelo on the right, and Silma on the left.” The birds bobbed up
and down so as to acknowledge their names.

“Incidentally... they can
talk... telepathically of course!” I added.

“Of course,” Silma mocked,
“telepathically.”

“What is so odd about
that?” questioned the birds. Silma backed away suddenly, as though
his life were in danger.

“Do not fear, we will not
eat you,” the birds said, leering at Silma, “too scrawny!” They
chuckled at their own joke.

“I will leave you all to
get acquainted.” I pushed my empty bowl into a pile on the floor.
“I will see you soon Silma, I believe that I may have found the
Government.” Silma raised his eyebrows in appeal, “Good luck, you
will be a new man when I return for you.” I kissed Lyne goodbye,
lightly on top of her head and stepped out into the cool air of the
morning.

DARK STREETS, DEEP SECRETS

The heavy boom of Histus hit me like a
hammer as I crossed over the reality threshold. Somehow life seemed
to have picked up pace a step or two, as impossible as that may
have been. I looked up into the morning sky, filthy and grey; I
would have to wait until later to check out my theory.

I had forgotten what it was like to walk the
streets of Histus. Most people usually settled for far swifter
modes of transport, and I was no exception to that rule.
Consequently the streets were usually almost devoid of life. That
did not deter the roadside vendors from trying to ply their trade.
All manner of steaming, festering stalls crammed the sidewalks.
Most people ate from these grime coated stalls while they raced
away their lives. Clouds of steam and acrid smoke rose from the
stalls giving a sleazy feel to the streets, although the streets
themselves were actually spotless, the trash-droids did a
remarkable job down here. Most of the customers would just quickly
land next to whatever stall was available, purchase whatever was
there and would be gone; others would prefer to hover overhead,
lower their cargo pod and trade that way, without ever showing
their faces. Even the Synths lived this way, an occasional recharge
of their support systems via one of the many access points along
the street, another way in which the Green could monitor their
lives and ours alike.

I wandered through the throng of stalls, the
vendors watching me silently as I passed by, casually stirring
their steaming wares. I could feel the burning gaze of one
particularly seedy looking vendor, his face partially hidden by the
rising pall of heady steam. I caught a glimpse of his heavily
scarred face as his breath billowed away the column of rising
steam; a sleek squinting eye gleamed with tears that were
struggling to remove the grime. I turned and stepped up to his
stall. He watched me closely as I looked over the steaming array of
plasbo the thick stench of the semi-palatable resin block wafted
over me, a sickly mixture of honey and musk. I swayed back a little
trying to avoid the steam.

“Anything sir?” the gruff
even tone of his voice droned. “Palm the plate to pay,
sir.”

“Small slab, no cover,” I
replied, fixing my eyes on his, “wrapped to go, long
trek.”

“Open, small, to go. All
yours sir,” he said keeping a firm grip on the package, “Palm the
plate to pay, sir.” I placed my palm on to the silver plate, a warm
red light illuminated my palm.

“Credit good, transaction
approved,” a soft metallic voice said.

“Good day, sir.” He nodded
his head towards me, squinting through the fresh burst of steam
that engulfed him. I took the piece of plasbo from the vendor and
turned to leave. It was then that I noticed a flying eye hovering
in the pall of steam of the neighbouring stall. I watched it for a
moment sensing its next move. It had signalled the Green of my
presence in the city, time to move on and quickly, before the
troopers arrived. I gave the flying eye a wink and a knowing smile.
I walked briskly underneath it and ducked into an alley. The smell
of neglect and decay filled the air; it was like something from a
twentieth century nightmare. I looked back at the eye as it spun
around trying to relocate me. I stepped back allowing myself to
phaze into the wall of the building behind me. The eye skimmed by,
scanning the alley with its array of sensors. I waved it an unseen
farewell and entered the building.

A harsh echo of footfalls clanged throughout
the metallic hallway, there were no adornments or decorations, just
the perfect sheen finish of the glistening steel walls. I
maintained my phazed state, enjoying my total anonymity. I followed
the resounding echo of the footfalls along the shimmering hallway,
eating my plasbo lunch. The warm food slid down my gullet with
minimal effort and a taste to match. The hallway reached an end
where it branched into a 'Y' junction; the footfalls had stopped,
their echo dying out in the perfectly still air. From behind me a
flying eye zipped by and took the right hand fork, I decided to
follow it unsure as to why I was even bothering to follow the
mysterious footsteps, or which way was the right way. Then
something I had never noticed before suddenly struck me as
peculiar. For some reason my senses were becoming acute: while
travelling in a phazed state I was able to feel changes in the air
currents much like a cockroach. My body hair was working as like
delicate radar able to detect the slightest change in air pressure
or density. My skin too had altered: it was beginning to feel heavy
and restrictive like a divers belt holding me down. My other senses
were all slowly adapting, changing as though I were in some
metamorphic state yet the changes were so subtle and continuous
that it was beginning to seem that they had always been this way
and anything else would have been strange, alien.

The flying eye hummed softly. I could feel
the shifting air currents that were stirred by its wake. The walls
appeared to be some sort of semi-molten metal, their surfaces
always moving if only slightly, distorting any image that fell upon
them. The flying eye had halted without warning; a barrier, some
form of electronic shield held it trapped. Sharp needle point beams
of green laser light traced their tips over every contour of the
eye. There was a sudden flash of light and the corridor was empty
save for the scattered blast of protons and electrons invisible to
the human eye - the tell tale sign of a molecular laser, and a good
one at that.

The footfalls had returned, still falling at
the same regular complacent pace. I caught the shower of laser
debris full on, the first thing that I had ever felt while in a
phazed state. I moved quickly, the shock wave of energy spurring me
on with a fresh charge of purpose. The sound of the footfalls grew
steadily nearer, louder; my body hair bristled at the pounding
vibrations. It was then that I noticed that the walls reflected no
sound, only light. There was a beep-beep of a touch pad, a hiss of
an automatic door sliding free, a muffled voice then a second hiss.
I rounded the final comer just as the heavy-looking screen door
clicked softly shut. A touch pad pulsed silently on one side of the
door, on the other side a small monitor showed an image of where I
should have been standing.

If I had known who the building's owners
were before I had entered them, then I would have been better
prepared for what I was about to find. The owners and indeed the
constructors of this strange building with its shimmering walls and
molecular laser defenses, lasers that the troopers would have been
proud of, if they could have laid their hands upon them. There were
no signs outside, nothing inside, just the smooth shimmering steel
walls. The outside walls were dark and foreboding, giving no clues
as to its occupant’s identity. Long ago, over four hundred years,
the building’s owner had been brought into the world by his
mysterious parent; who he really was nobody knew, it was doubtful
that even the Green knew who he really was. But the world came to
know of him and his experiments in cloning, a practice that many
had tried and failed. The results were dangerously unpredictable:
many clones went insane; their brains became an unstable mixture of
psychotic illusions and fearful realities. After the last attempts
in 2540, cloning was declared an impossibility to achieve on an
acceptable level, but that was merely a challenge to this man,
Sylus T. Oster.

Sytos, as he became known, began his
experiments into the replication of humans in 2758 or so the story
goes. At first he had the usual degree of success: the same old
problems of madness prevailed, so he thought of a new way to try
cloning. Instead of using a sample of the DNA taken from the donor
blood cell he decided to incorporate a section of living brain
tissue, that of his own. His initial results were promising - the
clone thrived in a specimen culture for almost one full year, a new
record. To save himself from depleting his own supply of brain
tissue, he was rather fond of it, he decided instead to re-animate
the sample that he already had by a process that he refused to
divulge to anyone other than his closest confidant Clara, a
computer built by himself for himself. After a few more successful
experiments he announced unto the world that he had at last been
completely successful in replicating the human being.

Dexter, Kendon, and Suiker, were his three
clones; it had seemed to Sytos that he needed to make the three
clones as each was developed in relation to his unique brain
structure. Unlike all other men Sytos had three cerebral
hemispheres to his brain, so each of his sons was born of a
separate part. The triplets grew at an alarming rate, almost three
times that of normal humans. Each of them possessed their fathers’
vast intelligence but each one had a very different personality.
Dexter was the rebel, a mean, hard, selfish man driven by a quest
for power. Kendon was sly, low, devious to the last, who only
derived pleasure from the unsettling of others. He could not be
trusted. The last of the clutch was Suiker, a man of few words and
one that believed in the continual development of man as a species.
He believed that man was destined for greater things; he was a
thoughtful and inwardly gifted man.

Each of the clones went their own way.
Dexter sought power and earned himself a place on the world
council, only to find that there was little control outside of the
Green; he vowed then that the Green would fall into his hands,
somehow. Kendon wormed his way into the trust and control of the
World Police; it was he who had set up the troopers, he who had
given them the right to go and do whatever suited them; often he
would go with them just to witness the suffering of another human
soul. Kendon was later offered a place alongside his brother Dexter
who had, it was believed, orchestrated the unexplained explosion
that wiped out the World Council. He offered Kendon the chance of
equal power, he would be able to do whatever he liked with his
troopers, no questions asked. Kendon of course accepted the
invitation and went to the rendezvous at the old Statue of Liberty.
Once there, Dexter revealed the true purpose of their meeting. He
planned to remove all foreseeable opposition to his plans. While
Kendon waited for Dexter, Dexter released his latest treat for his
brother and for Sytos; he knew that somehow Sytos could sense his
motives, therefore he could not be allowed to live. Each of the
brothers had a wealth of scientific knowledge and Dexter had chosen
to use his to further his objectives. He had spent many years
developing a new Spore, one that would only affect those of a
particular tissue type, namely his family. With Kendon waiting
patiently for him in the old viewing point of the statue, Dexter
hovered alongside and tossed in a small phial of his new spore.
With Kendon gone and the spore in the city he knew that it would
only be a matter of time until the spore reached Sytos and Suiker
and then no one could stop him.

As I watched the image on the small monitor
I became aware of something else, some warm presence like a thermal
uplift rising in front of the door. I reached out my hand to see
whether I could touch the thermal. I could feel warm pulses of
energy as though a furnace were being billowed with air on to the
other side of the door. The image on the monitor went out, so I
passed through the door into whatever lay beyond. Inside the room
was fairly large and lit only by small wall-mounted lamps that only
illuminated the space directly beneath them. On this side of the
door sat a huge laser unit playing patterns of light over the door
charging it with its heat. At the far end of the room sat a
slightly built man of about five feet seven. His grey hair was cut
short and even, he had a face that looked as though it were carved
from stone. He sat watching a bank of four monitors that showed
many columns of dancing digits, one displayed a three dimensional
display of the door that I had just passed through. I approached
him cautiously, for although the man knew nothing of my presence I
had no wish to disturb him from his thoughts. I paused to read the
screens. Suspected intruder, flying eye vaporised on one. Second
Intruder suspected, regret unable to confirm identity, intruder is
beyond current sensory capability.

I placed my hands on to either side of the
man's head and allowed his thoughts to become mine. Curiosity,
sheer curiosity, that was all I could sense; he was not afraid, he
gave neither feelings of concern or any anger, just pure curiosity.
The footsteps returned, this time they were softened by the floor
covering; I could feel the natural radiant warmth of a human being
behind me. I released the man's head and turned around slowly
backing away as I did so. Long dark hair hung neatly around her
face, her blue eyes shone even in the subdued lighting of the room;
she was tall, slim and very shapely. She walked with confidence and
style; her cling suit clung to every contour and curve. Caryle was
here! Why, what had she to do with this ageing man?

“Hello, Caryle, my dear,”
the man said, without relinquishing his gaze from the now static
display. “Thank you Clara, keep me informed of any changes.” The
monitor blacked out, the man swung his chair smoothly around so
that he faced Caryle, his eyes never looked away from
hers.

“How did the intruder get
in?” Caryle asked, in her usual silky tone.

“I don't know,” he mused,
rubbing his chin lightly, “none of the barriers have been breached.
The intruder, if indeed there is one, of which I am sure there is,
fails to register on any level of the sensory system. The sonic
detection units show nothing either. In fact the only evidence is a
shift in the molecular barrage patterns of the vaporised flying
eye.” His voice trailed off to a whisper, “I must admit that I am
truly baffled. The only other thing is... “He rose easily from his
chair and reached out for Caryle's arm, “I can feel a presence like
a ghost if you wish.” They walked slowly from the room muttering
quietly to each other. They passed through a doorway into a hall
that appeared to have walls made out of a running green-yellow
slime, quite gross. “I wonder what Suiker would have made of this
phenomena?” He shook his head lightly as they turned left into an
opening in the wall.

The opening led into a bed chamber of some
kind with a small annex containing another array of monitors
similar to that in the previous room.

“I'll go and shut the
system down, give it a thorough check,” Caryle offered.

“No there's no need, the
system is fine. But you could look in on that slug Dexter for me,
subtly of course.” He raised his eyebrows at her. She nodded,
smiled and turned to leave. As she passed by she began to fade I
locked in on to her signal while shielding mine from her. We were
only phazed for a brief second, I guessed that we only crossed
distance and not time. Caryle remained phazed as she walked out
towards a vast viewing window that looked down upon the earth.
Below us Histus sprawled out like a beached whale struggling for
breath. My suspicions were correct, we had phazed onto a huge
geo-stationary platform, the one that I had suspected was here. So
this was the home of Dexter, but what was Caryle looking for? I
took one last look out upon the earth slowly spinning towards its
destiny with D-Day less than forty-eight hours away.

I followed Caryle through the walls and
rooms as she hunted down her prey. As we entered a vast room lined
with all manner of computer systems, a man, the exact image of the
one on earth, turned silently from a wall of ever-changing
displays. He turned and waited patiently for an image to form in
the centre of the room, a large holographic replica of earth
materialised before him. A sickly grin spread across his face, his
eyes narrowing to slits he watched the world go round. Four dark
green dots pulsed upon its surface one at Histus others at Ukay,
Europe and the last in the heart of Antarctica. I guessed these to
be the control cores of the Green. The globe halted as Dexter
raised his hand toward Histus.

“D-Day in T-minus
forty-seven hours and thirty four minutes. All systems are active,”
A flat lifeless voice said. Dexter pointed to Europe, “Green unit
two has been altered, system line parameters not in frequency
response range; unable to predict D-Day accurately.” The voice
returned, “Europe centre, Brussels, D-Day has commenced.
“

“Bloody Ukay, they always
have to interfere. Damn those blasted activists!” Dexter screamed
and whirled off towards the viewing window, “And what of
Antarctica?”

“Green back-up station is
currently off line. However the virus will activate once the system
is brought on line. Report ends.”

“Damn it! Damn it! Why do
those bloody activists always have to interfere in business that
isn't theirs? I'll show those fools. They'll remember Dexter, you
see if they don't!” He glared out at the world below. “I'll teach
them to interfere with my plans,” he wrapped his knuckles against
the glass windows. “Damn them all,” he hissed, slamming his fist
into the window. His knuckles split open with a sickening crack,
blood spattered on to the glass. “Damn you all,” he seethed licking
the blood from his wound. “What about Sytos and that feeble-minded
Suiker?” He calmly enquired returning his attention to the
globe.

“Whereabouts of both Sytos
and Suiker are unknown; it would appear that they have gone to
ground, possibly within Histus.”

“Histus, bloody Histus, I
wish that I had never released that Spore, then I could have gone
down there and throttled the pair of them myself.” He turned away
and clicked his fingers. The globe blackened and vanished, “I could
have enjoyed watching those two die.”

In all my life I had never seen such an
angry and loathsome man. Dexter had a problem, that problem was
life. I decided to leave Caryle to do whatever it was that she had
come to do. Favouring the warmth and sanity of a decent human being
I returned to earth, to the man that we had left in his bed
chamber. A small monitor was keeping a watchful vigil over the
dozing man. On his left wrist he wore an old fashioned timepiece, a
thin hand swept swiftly around its face counting down the seconds,
the hand passed over a small digital display that was counting down
slowly towards D-Day, 23:14:06, 05, 04 the seconds passed. But why
was his time one day ahead? Was Dexter wrong? Who was this man that
Caryle was working for? There was only one way to find out. I stood
next to him still phazed out, I lowered myself down into the
sleeping man. The monitor beeped and flashed a message: INTRUDER
DETECTED. I smiled to myself and waited patiently for the man to
awake.

After three hours Caryle returned. I had
felt her presence long before she had returned to her physical
form. Now that I knew her signal well enough I could find her
anywhere, anytime. She walked over to the annex casting a watchful
eye over the sleeping man,

“Clara,” she said to the
screens.

“Yes, Caryle,” the computer
answered.

“I have something for you.”
Caryle took a small black brick from a pouch that hung from her
waist.

“Is this the virus block?”
Clara asked.

“As far as I can tell, I
know little of the ways of computers.” Caryle placed the brick on
to a small tray that had slid out in front of her, “It's all yours,
I will check on the Doc.” She looked back over her shoulder towards
us. So this was the Doc, Sytos himself.

“Caryle,” Clara said
quietly, “I believe that the intruder has returned. It is somewhere
in this room.” There was a deathly silence, “It returned about
three hours ago. I have not sensed it since then.”

“OK, Clara, keep me
informed.” Caryle came over to the bed, stepping lightly on tiptoe,
glancing warily around the room. She knelt down beside the bed,
switching the unit off. She looked down at Sytos,

“Hello, Caryle,” I said,
still remaining within Sytos. Caryle fell backwards with
surprise.

“Who are you? You are not
Sytos,” she said trembling slightly, “Do not be afraid, I am a
friend, we have met before.” I tried to reassure her without
showing myself too soon. As yet I was still unaware as to why she
was here.

“You say we have met
before, where?” She knelt searching Sytos for any signs of
life.

“We met a short while ago,
you came to at my apartment. I am Tupelo.”

“Tupelo? But the Green said
that you were dead. How can you be here?”

“The Green is wrong,” I
said, as I sat up, still phazed. “The Green is dying, its bio-chips
are no longer self-replicating. It is losing control, Histus is in
grave danger and for that matter the whole world may be as well.” I
slowly reassembled myself into a seated position on the foot of the
bed, “Excuse me if I do not fully reform myself but I am a little
wary of the security systems here. I have no wish to be fried by
one of those lasers.” Caryle stared at me as though I were a ghost.
“You must believe what I tell you about the Green; my brother
Perone, was the controller of the Green until recently when he
discovered that the Green had the virus.” I finished what I had to
say so that Caryle could regain her senses.

“Tupelo,” she said, pleased
to see me, “I thought that we had lost you.” She held out her hands
to greet me but I had not gained sufficient form for any depth of
contact. “I am so pleased to see you, I thought that Sytos would be
our only hope, he too has spoken to Voyager.”

“Forgive me if I seem a
little blunt but, what is the deal with Dexter.” I asked

“Dexter is hoping to use
the Doomsday Virus to his advantage, it would appear that he knows
what it will do, maybe he can control it but we cannot be
sure.”

“But what advantage can he
possibly gain from crippling the entire world? What is he, some
sort of megalomaniac? If he is, what does he hope to gain from it?
Is the world really worth anything?” There was no way that I could
ever understand that line of irrational thought, it just did not
make any sense at all. “If the virus cannot be stopped then the
world is practically over for mankind. “

“Dexter has the ability to
reprogramme the Green from the platform, perhaps he intends to give
it some new instructions.” Caryle glanced at Sytos who was
beginning to stir. “Sytos will be able to tell you more, when he
awakes. “

Sytos rolled his eyes open, blinked and sat
up. He looked at me for a few seconds, he placed his forefinger to
his lips and tapped them lightly, “You're one of Suiker's children,
aren't you?” he said in an almost whisper.

“Yes, my name is Tupelo. I
would shake your hand, only to do that I would have to show myself
to your rather impressive security outfit.” I smiled and waved my
hand towards the small monitor that had turned to face
me.

“Intruder present,” Clara
said. “But I expect you know that already,” she added
sheepishly.

“Add Mr Tupelo to the
security data, allow him full access!” Sytos said, without looking
towards Clara. “He may as well have full access; I suspect that if
he can just walk into here and sit on my bed, then he could just as
easily help himself to anything that took his fancy. Is that not
right, young sir?” He looked at me with a wry smile. “Tell me that
is not so.” His carved features took on a warm self satisfied
glow.

“It is so, I suspect Caryle
has shown you much of what we can do?”

“Yes but you are not of her
world are you, you are from here, from our earth. You were made
here by my own creation, Suiker. He was right when he said that
Alphabeta Street was no ordinary street. Quite remarkable indeed,”
he mused. “Are you going to be staying with us a while?”

“Yes I guess I am, seeing
as how you are willing to extend me every hospitality, I feel that
I must, if only to satisfy my own curiosity.” I extended my hand,
now fully formed, in greeting to this wise old man. “Mother was
right about you, what precious little there is about you stored
within her data banks. I helped myself to the information its much
quicker than asking and she cannot hide anything from me that way
either.

“Mother, do you mean to say
that Big Blue is still operational?” An amazed Sytos
asked.

“Powered up and fully
restored to life. My brother Perone was responsible for that task,
nothing to do with me. Credit where credit is due as they say. Then
if it all blows up it was none of my doing.”

“So there are other
survivors of the Street.” Sytos rose to his feet stretched out his
arms yawning as he did so. “Excuse me,” he yawned again. “How many
of you are there?”

“As far as Mother can tell,
all of us are Still alive... somewhere.” I paused. “Perone was
gathering the earthbound members when I last saw him, while I
searched out the missing ones.”

“Can you all phaze?” Caryle
asked, feeling somewhat left out of the conversation.

“Yes, it would appear that
way. But most them are unaware that they are different to anyone in
that way at all.” I stopped to think for a moment.” Can this talk
to the Green?” I pointed at Clara. There is something that I would
like to see.”

“Access path one, Clara,”
Sytos ordered, “route three.”

“Green data link
established, all systems are available to you,” Clara
said.

“Master file, Tupelo,” I
said, not expecting to see any result from my enquiry. The screen
blanked out then changed to a coded message: ENTER lXXC Alpha
C.

“What is that all
about?”

“Top security, you must be
classified as dangerous, or something equally as nasty,” Sytos
said, tapping the screen with his finger. “Clara, who has that
level of security?”

There was a moment of silence while Clara
searched her systems, “Only The Face and Dexter.”

“The Face?” Sytos
questioned. “Never heard that name before.”

“I think I know who that
may be.” A dark and painful memory reared its ugly head, visions of
the torture room and the needle ball flashed up in my mind. “I
believe that we have met. If so then this may be the answer.” I
placed my hand on to Clara's monitor and phazed myself into her
circuits, my thoughts became hers.

The Face, the chamber, the questions, the
needles, Voyager: Voyager, its signal was fading, dying. The Face.
My mind began to enter a code. 2CCV Beta V. Silence. I removed my
hand.“Access granted,” Clara announced.

“We're in,” I said, in
anticipation. “Display file.” There was a moment's pause before the
file was unfolded on to the screen “Date of birth, place, name,
project name... purpose... There was a purpose after all!”
Alphabeta Street: A study of the human genetic development. A field
of twenty-six genetically engineered human subjects were grown by
Dr Suiker at the N.A.S.A. Bio-Human research unit Florida. These
subjects were marked with a radio transmission device to enable
their study to be continued after their release into general
society. These subjects are believed to possess abnormal human
abilities, as yet uncertain but the ability to phaze is suspected,
as are greatly enhanced telekinetic and telepathic abilities; other
paranormal abilities may also be present. All subjects of the
Street must be monitored at all times.

Tupelo in particular must not be allowed
outside of the city limits this unit has shown extraordinary mental
ability from the onset of the experiment. After recent
interrogation, the subject was unable to divulge any information as
to the purpose of the Voyager satellite, as yet the signals between
all of these units and the recipients of the signal have passed
unencrypted, but their meaning is still a mystery. Message reads:
'We hear you and acknowledge you, we are coming. We need you. We
are coming.’ I read the notice aloud so that the others could hear,
no more secrets, no more lies, the Green held too many things too
close to its heart. “I am not surprised that they know nothing of
Voyager, neither do I!” I laughed.

“Voyager is merely a link
between our worlds; somehow its signal transcends the barrier
between our realities. Without that stroke of luck we would
probably still be travelling along our own individual roads to
destiny... destruction,” Sytos said, at last laying down the
purpose of the Voyager Satellite. “I had thought at first that you
may have been sent by Dexter, but now I know that to have been a
foolish thought.” Sytos rested his hand on my shoulder. “Whatever
help I can offer please feel free to ask, we will need all the help
that we can get.”

“Sytos,” Caryle said, “I
have retrieved the data block from Dexter's computer system, Clara
is trying to decode it now.”

“Oh, good, good,” he
nodded. “Let us hope that she can decipher the virus and give us
some idea as to what it will do.” He turned to face Clara, “Any
progress on the virus, Clara?”

“The virus is very simple,
almost too simple. In twenty-two hours every computer in the world
will stop.” Clara went silent, “except for Big Blue and myself, all
bio-systems will cease to function.”

“Good lord,” Sytos was
frozen with fear, “The world will be exposed to everything, is
there nothing that we can do?” He was trembling.

“Nothing, whatever happens
the virus is too widespread for us to have any effect upon the
outcome,” Clara said, coldly. “D-Day is inevitable.”

“Wait a minute,” Caryle
interrupted, “what about the Antarctic back-up unit, couldn't we
bring that on line and have it ready for when the Green fails?” her
eyes darted from Sytos to me and back to Clara, looking for an
answer.

“No, it wouldn't work, the
Antarctic unit is only a peripheral system, it does not have a
complete worldwide link,” Sytos said.

“Antarctica also has the
virus, bringing it on line will only close it down again,” Clara
added. “We will have to let the virus run its course. You may take
the data block back and re-install it into Dexter's system, I have
however added to the programming: we will now be able to monitor
all of the communications between Dexter, his computers and the
earth.”

“Good going, Clara, that
should keep us informed at least. Monitor his movements around the
clock; we must not miss a trick if we are going to stop his little
game whatever that may turn out to be.” Sytos turned to Caryle and
looked her straight in the eyes, “Caryle, I know I can trust you to
replace this.” He handed her the data block. “Be sure that he does
not see you or suspect anything, he is a devious man, one that
cannot be trusted.” Caryle took the block and turned away, phazing
out as she did so. “Neat trick that,” Sytos said, as he swept his
hands through the empty space where Caryle had been. “We have
nothing to fear from Dexter directly, he cannot come here to
Histus.”

“I know,” I interrupted,
“about the spore and Kendon. But now we have Mother to help us,
plus Perone and whoever else he may he may have found.”

“Have you seen this other
earth yourself?” he asked.

“Yes it is a truly
beautiful place, green and peaceful, but something is happening
there too. The Homosaurs say that their world is frightened,
changing, yet it does not know what it is afraid of.” My thoughts
were momentarily taken to that other world, to the brother that I
had left there and the friends that I had waiting for me there.
“Sometimes I feel as though my life is not my own, I feel as though
some great force is guiding me to wherever... Like today, I came
here, but I had no intention of doing so, I am sure that I am being
guided for some great purpose but by what I have not the slightest
inclination.” It was gradually dawning on me that our two worlds
were inexplicably linked in a way that no scientist could ever have
explained, or would even try to.

“He has not got a clue,”
Sytos muttered under his breath.

“Who hasn't,”

“Eh, what?” he said,
startled.

“Who has not got a clue,
and about what?”

“Oh, oh Dexter, he is up
there now, congratulating himself on his triumph over the world,
the fool.” He laughed lightly to himself, “He'll probably die like
the rest of them.”

“How do you know what
Dexter is up to right this minute?” My curiosity was growing
fast.

“I made him, I can feel
him, but I cannot feel Suiker and there is just a hole where Kendon
was. But Dexter, he rings out loud and clear. “

Just as I was about to ask more of this
communication between Sytos and his clones, Caryle materialised,
struggling for breath. She fell to the floor clutching her
chest.

“I... have replaced the
blo... block,” she wheezed. “Dexter... Ha... has two of your.” Both
Sytos and myself rushed to her and tried to help her to her feet.
“Sisters.” She screamed a shrill agonising scream that rang out
into the room. A bright yellow light began to spread across her
chest, Caryle threw her arms out casting us off like flies. She
began to rise from the floor and slowly rotate, the yellow light
spread throughout her body as she began to cry out with pain. For
one brief moment she appeared as she truly was, a Homosaur, only a
brightly glowing one. Caryle gave one last pitiful cry and was
gone. I could no longer sense her, or feel her form-field, it was
as though she had never even existed.

“Caryle,” Sytos yelled at
the top of his voice. “Nooooo,” he let out an agonising plea. Sytos
sank to his knees and wept the bitter sweet tears of sorrow. I
closed my eyes and searched the between worlds for her; nothing, I
could only hear the pitiful sobbing of a lost child echoing in the
void of the darkness. I helped Sytos to his bed and rested him
down; I placed my hand into his head and eased his fevered
mind.

WIND OF CHANGE

“Keep a close eye on him
Clara, I have to go to Caryle's world, I'll be back. Keep that file
open.” I phazed out.

The brightly coloured spirals were already
losing their lustre, the colours were not so garishly bright and
vivid a soft filter had been pulled across this sparkling
effulgence of light. The darkness was growing, its boundaries had
stretched, it was gradually closing in upon the two worlds that it
cushioned. A soft sobbing had come to this place, the sobbing of a
child lost in a crowd, the whispers were the crowd but what was the
child? Another voice not clear enough to understand but a voice all
the same. It rushed past me and back again like a rubber ball
bouncing in a tight alley, the haunting echo of its wail drawn out
in a Doppler effect, sounding like a voice heard through deep
water, the distant calling of a dying whale not wishing to die
alone. Pain, great pain and sorrow filled the void with a deep
despair. What was happening? What was I becoming?

I was so wrapped up in my feelings that I
had not noticed that I had arrived at the earth, home of the
Homosaurs. Pallid grey skies blanketed a near silent world, nothing
stirred save the ceaseless wind. A solitary figure sat hunched by
the river's edge, Silma, silently watching the still water.

“Silma, what happened?”
Silma raised his head, shaking it slowly side to side then returned
his gaze to the river.

“It’s all stopped,
everything just stopped,” he said, devoid of emotion.

“What do you mean stopped?”
I asked, impatiently. The cold grey sky was chilling me with its
stare.

“Can you not see?” He said,
abruptly. “Everything has stopped, just simply stopped. The river,
the sky, the animals, the people, everything except the
wind.”

It was then that I really noticed the
steadily blowing wind. It seemed to be coming directly from above,
straight down, right into the ground. “How long has it been like
this?”

“Not long, a couple of
hours maybe, possibly longer, I really couldn't tell you.” He
sounded lost, alone, frightened and confused, “This place was last,
or so it would seem. The land of the humans, Man Island they called
it, that stopped late last night, they all felt it happen. All of
the people are rooted to the spot, all the animals, everything. It
looks as though their evolutionary stasis has come to an end, and
they say that time waits for no man.”

“Come on, we may as well go
home, to our own world there is obviously nothing that we can do
here.” The whole world seemed so empty, so devoid of life. I took a
quick look into Lyne's hut and immediately wished that I had
not.

Lyne stood silently gazing out into the
valley, Tupelo, the falcon perched permanently upon her wrist. Her
countenance was her usual placid smile, she had suffered no pain:
whatever had happened was sudden and total. I placed my hand upon
her head, it was like touching nothing, no sense of life or being,
nothing, I may just as well have touched the ground that she was
now a part of. Even her form-field had gone. She too, like Caryle,
no longer existed.

“Goodbye,” I whispered
softly to her, knowing that she could not hear me. I wiped away the
tears from my cheeks and stepped outside. I bit at my lip trying to
fight off the wash of tears that wanted to come. “Come on Silma, we
may as well go.” I placed my hand upon his shoulder and prepared to
leave.

The earth shifted beneath our feet, not like
an earthquake but more like the shifting of sand in a desert. All
around us we could feel the earth moving, terra-forming itself into
something new. We watched the nearest hills slip slowly towards
sea-level as the land levelled out before us. I gripped Silma's
shoulder tightly and phazed out,

“What do you suppose is
happening back there?” Silma asked solemnly.

“I really don't know. I'm
not sure that I know anything anymore.” The sobbing child cried
harder, maybe for the loss of the earth or maybe for no reason at
all. “Soon,” I was sure that is what the voice said as it trailed
by.

The timelines were growing dull now, their
diamond brilliance no longer shone, the jewels had lost their
lustre. My own thoughts were a lifetime away.

CONFRONTATION

I cannot say that I was glad to be back home
with Mother but it was better than the lost soulless world that I
had left behind. Perone was busy fussing over the keyboard
interface with Mother, too busy to have noticed me. No one else was
present, just Perone, Silma and myself.

“Busy?” I asked,
nonchalantly.

“You're back, at last!”
Perone enthused. “I was beginning to think that you had somehow
lost yourself.” He looked beyond me as we hugged, his usual
greeting. “And who is this?” He held out his hand to
Silma.

“I am Silma, and you are?”
He prompted.

“Perone.” They shook hands
and hugged each other. “That makes twenty-four including us three,
two more out there somewhere.”

“I know who has them, and
where they are. How are Mother and the others, I trust that you
have been looking after them?”

“Yes, they are all fine all
in their rightful places, all ready.”

Perone led Silma and myself out into the
corridor, down to Alphabeta Street.

The lights were on fully now, casting their
eerie purple fluorescence evenly through the rows of cylinders that
were now filled with the gathered members of our family. Silma
walked ahead of us, awe-struck, he stopped by his cylinder. He
stood silently stroking the opaque tube, vacantly staring around at
the others all standing like a silent guard.

“Is this what you have
brought me here for?” He asked in a half whisper, never once
relinquishing his lost gaze.

“Yes, Silma, it is. You are
one of us. When we are all finally together then we shall all be
aligned by Mother, only then shall our true purpose be known,” I
said, reassuringly, not really knowing at the time whether I was
telling the truth or not.

Without another word from any of us Silma
tapped the 'open' button and stepped up on to the platform.

“Then so be it,” he said,
and waited while Perone sealed his fate. As the cylinder spiraled
down around him Silma's consciousness slipped away, long before the
viscous gel closed-off his respiration systems, sealing him in its
perfect vitreous coat.

“What happens now, Perone?”
I asked, lightly shrugging my shoulders. “Any ideas?”

“No,” he held out his
hands, “me neither.”

“Maybe Mother knows what is
next.” We walked away from the room leaving Silma with the others
in the quiescence of the street, all encased in the life supporting
bio-gel. “I hope this is all worth it in the end.” Mother was
waiting, her image had become more solid, more defined, she was
truly beautiful.

“Welcome home Tupelo. I am
sorry, but there is no time for pleasantries: I'm afraid we have
little time left before D-Day strikes.” Mother hovered silently,
her usual cool countenance, her slow blinking eyes a picture of
contented bliss.

“Mother,” I began, “I have
located Sytos, he will be helping us to monitor Dexter, up in the
old space platform. Sytos has his own independent system that will
not be affected by the virus when it strikes in less than ten
hours, one day sooner than we originally thought.” Perone was the
first to break the uneasy hiatus.

“How can he be so sure?”
Perone asked, hurt at the thought of being wrong in his
calculations.

“It has something to do
with the old system of the time zones; Histus is set as zero hour:
it will go first followed by the rest of the world as time marches
on, or so I was told,” I replied. “Mother, is it possible for you
to link with Clara, Sytos' s own system, so that we can keep in
touch?”

“Clara is much like myself
I'm afraid, autonomous, alone if you like.” Mother paused, smiled
and said, “However I could patch into the systems on Dexter's
platform and speak to Clara via there.”

“Good, make it so.” I
looked around the room, I could feel something, a presence,
something warm, something... “I have to go, there are some people
that I need to see. Perone, what are all of the others thinking
about? That is a thought that has been troubling me since I first
saw them all in the Street together. “

“They are thinking about
nothing, they no longer have any conscious thoughts of their own,
their minds are totally dormant. They are waiting, waiting for...”
he mused, “whatever!” he shrugged his shoulders.

“Can you not contact them
at all?” I asked a little concerned.

“No, I have no control over
them at all, they all shut down of their own free will. Curious,
isn't it?”

“Very,” that feeling again,
that presence. “How strange. I must go there is someone that I must
see,” I waved them a fond farewell and phazed out. I chose not to
phaze directly to my destination but to traverse the open wastes of
the world.

There was nothing as far as the eye could
see, the world was a barren, desolate charade of life, nothing
lived here anymore. Hot dry winds whirled across the open lands
between the crumbling forgotten cities like lost souls. The last
remnants of rusting hulks that were once cars littered the
sand-blown streets, the desert had spread its wings and cast a
lingering shadow over these forgotten tombstone cities where the
dead were left to rot. How easily they had been forgotten by the
fleeing survivors of the great plague, the story was the same the
whole world over. To see the world pass by swifter than the fastest
cloud was still pitifully slow. A dark shadow loomed on the
horizon, Histus was close now, the jaws of the monster lay wide,
gaping in the arid heat of the day. I passed through the city wall,
the cold kiss of stone felt like the coldness of man's heart.
Onward I journeyed, over the streets and through the dark
oppressive fingers that pointed up accusingly at the sky, hideous
foreboding buildings, the dark talons of the beast. I passed
through apartments and people each as empty and soulless as the
lives that they lived. The traffic flowed by with the slow, heavy
pulse of the monster, Histus, its time drawing to a close. Histus,
the monster, lay sprawled upon the world, a dark ugly scab ready to
be picked.

I entered one last building as dark and
faceless as the rest; I had been here before. The corridors
sparkled with an indifferent cleanliness. White uniformed orderlies
flitted along the marbled hallways, rubberised soles squeaked on
the cold stone floors, life pulsed by. Room after room, floor after
floor, silently homing in on my prey; no, my adversary, my
tormentor. I knew the face if not the form.

The fingers of his left hand drummed
repeatedly on the console, a replay of my crash was showing on a
screen in front of him. He pushed his heavy frame back into his
plushly upholstered chair. “How, how, how?” He spoke softly to the
silent room. “Where did he go. How... how...

“Lost someone?” I asked,
maintaining a ghost like presence. I walked past him and switched
off the play-back. “Still not solved this little mystery?” I
questioned, taking up residence on the end of his grandiose desk.
His face dropped, fear etched into his thick set face.

“Who's there?” he said,
choking on his words; beads of sweat broke out over his forehead.
“How did you get in here?” I sank one hand into his console and
disrupted its circuitry sealing him off from the outside world. A
thin wisp of smoke rose from the console signalling its untimely
demise. “Who is this?” he demanded, angered by my impertinence,
“Damn you!” His teeth clenched in his thick-set jaw, grating
together.

I leaned forward to whisper in his ear,
“Tupelo.” He sank further into the thick upholstery of his chair.
“I have some questions for you to answer.” His eyes darted
nervously from side to side searching for what they could not
find.

“What manner of game is
this?” He blurted, “Speak before I leave!” A useless threat and he
knew it.

“You cannot leave,” I
turned on the menacing voice. “All external communications have
been severed. Answer my questions and I shall leave, you already
bore me, fat man, or should I say, The Face,” his fear
intensified.

“H... How do you know of
that name? It is classified, for restricted access
only...”

“What like, IXXC ALPHA C,
2CCV BETA V?” I smiled, as sick as though it may seem I was
actually enjoying watching the fat man squirm.

“Those codes are
classified. Who sent you... Dexter?” His knuckles whitened as his
grip closed tighter on the chair seat.

“I will deal with Dexter
when the time comes. Tell me why I am so important to
you.”

“Show yourself so that I
can see if you are who you say you are,” he demanded,
quaking.

“As you wish,” I phazed in,
enough for him to see me but not enough for the security systems,
“Who are you fat man?”

“I am Miran Grant, the
Face. So now you know, Tupelo, and what good will it do you, you'll
be dead soon!” He sneered.

“I would not be so sure of
yourself Miran, I have already died once, remember?” His hand
flinched, I sensed his motive. He had activated the security
device, a remote orb; I could feel the radiant pulse of its
electric life.

“That is of no consequence
to me, I doubt that it can even see me.” I turned and watched the
orb as it drifted aimlessly behind me, its sensory eye scanning all
levels of light trying to locate me. “Quite useless,” I leaned
closer to Miran, “Now tell me why you want me so badly.” I spat the
words at him, “You do not seem to be enjoying our little
confrontation as much as you did our last,” I leered at
him.

“You er... you possess
something that we want, your ability to phaze, the project has
proven to be successful. You were going to be used as an off-world
exploration team, it was hoped that you and the rest of your family
could be used to locate a new home for mankind. If you were
successful then you were to transport all of us to the new world.”
He twitched nervously.

“Who's the we?” I placed my
hands into his ribcage and took control of his body. “Let me show
you a little of what else I can do.” I pushed his pulse almost to
bursting point, holding him on the brink of a full cardiac
arrest.

“Stop, you're killing me,”
he stammered, frightened.

“WHO?” Pushing his heart a
little harder.

“The governing council.”
Heavy tears rolled from his eyes. His pulse thumped with a heavy
boom, boom, boom.

“Are dead,” I replied,
dissatisfied, “Dexter killed them,” I paused, drawing out the
moment, “the explosion.”

“No, he couldn't have,” I
lowered his pulse to a lethargic tick, “could he?”

“He wants it all, the whole
world, for his own. I have seen his plans. He intends to use the
D-Day virus, or are you also unaware of that?”

“What virus,” he was
growing weary, I let him go. “D-Day is a myth, a joke.” He sounded
drowsy, anaesthetised, slowly coming around. I walked over to the
windows. Histus was throbbing with life, but for how much
longer?

“The Doomsday Virus will
become active in only six hours from now. No one knows for sure
what it will do, but Histus will certainly suffer. That is Dexter's
great plan. I have other ways of obtaining my answers, Miran, and I
can assure you that you will not like them.” Miran had left his
chair and had crept up behind me, he was about to fire a small hand
blaster into my back when the orb suddenly opened fire upon his
weapon. “You worthless cretin, Miran, I can make that orb do
whatever I wish. You pitiless fool; you leave me no choice but to
use an alternative method to relieve you of what you know.
Permanently.” I stepped back from the windows and slowly turned
around to face Miran, who was clutching his charred left hand with
his right one. I gazed deeply into his pain-filled eyes.

“Who are you?” He spat out
his words through his gritted teeth, “What are you?”

“I am Tupelo, product of
Alphabeta Street.” I stepped closer until I could feel the heat
coming from his breath. I was no longer in total control of my
actions, I felt as though I was being guided by a greater unseen
force. “I am what I am, I will get what I want.” I walked right
into him charging his form-field with my own energies. I drew his
form-field from him, taking it for my own, boosting my own
knowledge with that of his collective cruelty. I let his steaming
hulk fall back on to the desk. Miran gasped for air as his lungs
were returned to his own control. Blood oozed from every orifice. A
trail of bloody saliva ran from the comer of his gaping mouth. He
sat staring blankly into oblivion. I had taken everything that was
his, all of his thoughts, knowledge, memories and left him with the
clean sheet of a new born baby, his life had begun anew from that
moment. He sat marvelling at the magical floating orb that hung
before him; he wanted it. Miran reached out an eager hand and
grasped at the jewel, how he wanted to play. He could not
understand the malevolent warnings that it gave, he understood
nothing, not even the desire that drew him to the shiny orb.
Impulsively he lunged forward seizing his prize, grinning with the
glee of a child. A solitary blast of light pierced his skull,
Miran's muscles locked in spasm. He held on tightly to the orb
unable to release his hold. The orb fired again bursting his left
eye, his body convulsed throwing him forwards to the floor yet
still he clasped onto the orb. The orb continued to fire
repeatedly, trying in vain to remove the dead weight; a multitude
of needle point beams pierced Miran's skull, flashes of light
passed clean through the cauterised flesh striking the soft
furnishings of the office. Small flames leapt eagerly into life,
the all-consuming fire of life had begun.

My own actions of deactivating the security
systems had inadvertently shut down the fire systems, leaving the
office complex to the rampaging flames. I phazed out leaving the
building to fend for itself. I felt no remorse for my actions nor
for any subsequent deaths that followed from the fire. Had I the
prior knowledge that Miran Grant's office was the very nerve centre
of the building then maybe I would have left the console alone,
just maybe. I was changing again, I felt as though I was becoming
the tool of some greater being, carving out a new existence.

I drifted out over the city, out and up
amongst the taller spines of the beast. Below the city's lights
gleamed like a million eyes looking to the heavens for guidance,
the poor misguided fools. Up there in the trapped thermals of the
city I watched the monster sweat out the night in its own bowl of
swill. The great beast Histus fends off another day, only minutes
remained until witching hour. D- Day approaches within the cloak of
the night, the point of no return. A faint fireworks display of
sparks glows and dies as a dust cloud burns out against the
electro-dome, the only beauty bestowed upon the beast.

As I rose steadily up towards the beckoning
void, I marvel at how the world unfolds like the ever growing
ripples on a pond, further and further the perimeter stretches
until the whole world is encompassed. Up through the decaying
levels of the atmosphere, high up among the space-bound debris of
man, the great unused war machines for all those un-fought battles
beyond the stars. Before me lay the platform and the last two lost
members of my family; Nevada and Mika the final open doors in the
Street. Soon we would all be together, soon we would all be
one.

Without any trepidation I passed through the
outer walls of the space platform, through the ante-chamber, past
the rows and rows of space suits and supplies for the maintenance
Synths; the external crew. Ever onward to the heart of the station
to the place where two hearts beat synchronously in suspension,
sisters in stasis. The two cylinders, perfect facsimiles of those
that had spawned us all, hung silent in suspension. The faint hum
of the force field resonated through the sterile air with the drone
of an angry swarm. It mattered little to me, no force on earth
would have kept me from my goal. I passed through the force-field
with contemptuous ease, hovering motionless between the two
cylinders I placed a hand onto each of my sisters, holding them
ready. I took one last lingering look around the laboratory
thinking how different it was from our own. The two transmitters
fell to the floor of the cylinders bouncing with a low metallic
clank on the hard ceramic bases; we would not need those any
longer. Homeward bound now to Alphabeta Street, Florida, USA.

That strange feeling of another presence was
growing steadily stronger, nearer. The sound of a wind chime
twinkling in a soft summer's breeze rippled through my mind.

He was coming.

T MINUS FIVE

Wailing sirens and the incessant bleating of
the intruder alarm were crying out their belated warnings. Dexter
leapt frantically from his bed yelling, “Silence those bloody
sirens,” adding his own decibels to the cacophony, “What areas have
been breached?” He called out as he strode angrily into the
laboratory. He stood mouth agape.

“Laboratory security
breached!” The security system reported, somewhat
belatedly.

“How did they get out?”
Demanded Dexter, “How? Damn it!” “An intruder...” the system
began.

“Intruder, how did an
intruder get this far in without being detected?” Dexter raged. He
threw himself around, stalking the length of the laboratory, “How,
how, how? Tell me, huh?”

“He left a
message.”

“Message!” He bellowed.
“What message?” smashing his fist into the main console splitting
open old wounds in his knuckles. He licked at his injured hand, the
action and taste soothing his fraying nerves.

“Would you like me to play
the message?”

“Wha... ff.. dg...” Dexter
fought for a suitable response, he drew a testy breath, “just get
on with it!” He sighed in resignation.

“Hello, Dexter,” my message
said. “This is Tupelo, one of Suiker's children. I have taken my
sisters, as you are probably now aware. Miran Grant is dead, I know
of your alternative plans for Alphabeta Street. I know everything
about you and the virus that you hope to use.”

T minus four.

“Do not worry, Dexter, I
have not interfered with D-Day, I cannot, but we are watching you,
we are waiting, Dexter.” The voice faded away.



“Suiker's bastards,” he
seethed through gritted teeth. “It would seem that my sibling
brother has succeeded in creating something more than a mere
replica of mankind. Never thought the little sprat had it in him,”
he sighed pitifully, “Where are: they now?”

“We are where you cannot
find us. Beyond the realms of imagination, beyond the sea of
dreams.” My voice projected through his systems, not of the now
defunct recording.

T minus three.

Dexter spun around and half goose-stepped
out of the laboratory. In the lift he muttered senselessly to
himself, “They'll all see, they will, they'll see, old Dexter will
show them, they'll see.” He stepped out of the lift incensed at the
intrusion upon his sanctuary. If only he had known how many visits
Caryle had paid him, how many checks she had made on his systems
and upon his progress. He was losing it now, slowly losing control
of his slender grasp on reality. What would that little snippet of
information have done to his infallible ego?

T minus two.

Arms crossed, eyes fixed in a sightless
stare upon the world below, Dexter watched the grains of time fall
surely towards their date with destiny upon the world that he had
killed for; a world where he would be king, he Dexter, would reign
supreme. A smile cracked its way across his pallid face; the smile
broke wider until a giggle rose from the depths of his larynx. He
giggled again, gleefully sniggered, finally threw back his head and
roared with uncontrollable laughter, the maniacal laughter of a
madman, laughter that echoed through the very walls of the space
station and out into the folds of space. The world was his and his
alone.

T minus one.

The seconds ticked by, the hands that marked
the passing of time were lingering in the gateway to doom like a
bad smell in an elevator slowly fading into oblivion. Deft hands
sweeping across a clock face made from treacle ever slowing the
sweeping motion drawing out the passing moments. Slipping, time was
slipping smoothly like the sands of an egg timer draining out.
Tick... tick... tick, passing, passing.

Maniacal laughter chased shadows along the
deserted corridors of the space station where the mind of their
perpetrator ruled in chaos, Dexter half insane through years of
loneliness; the cold heartless computers and lifeless mechanoids
were no replacement for human companionship. Dexter watched,
waiting with baited breath his moment edging closer.

“Just twenty-four hours to
go,” he mouthed, breathlessly.


“Twenty-four, little
hours.” The seconds passed, ten, nine, eight... Dexter grinned, his
fingers gripping hard into his biceps, the dried blood and saliva
cracked as his knuckles flexed. “Twenty-four hours... “ seven, six,
five, four... His eyes darkened to match the coldness of his heart.
Four, three. The world below paused in anticipation, a new age
beckoned. Two, so very soon now.

One.

Lights out.

D-DAY

The family was at last together; Perone,
myself and the twenty-four others of the Street, only I remained
outside of my incubation vessel. Perone had installed himself back
into the system while I philosophised with Mother. We talked of our
purpose. Was it really to have been an off-world exploration,
warfare perhaps, or were we truly created with the intention of
furthering the evolution of mankind?

“Tupelo, I only know of one
purpose and that is the one which Suiker had originally designed
you all for, the furthering of the species,” Mother began. “It
would appear that Dexter had indeed intended to somehow harness
your ability to phaze as a means of time exploration. He had
already implanted a new generation of bio-genetic control into both
Mika and Nevada which I have removed. The devices were fairly crude
by his standards but they were nonetheless serviceable. Should your
sisters have independently developed your abilities then I am sure
that Dexter would have succeeded in his aims.” Mother's eyes
scanned the room, a look of curiosity crossed her face. “Do you
hear it?” she asked, mystified, “I can hear the ringing of bells...
like a chime.”

“Yes, I have been hearing
it on and off for the last two days now. Any ideas as to what it
may be?”

“No, but it feels as though
it is getting nearer,” she mused, smiling. “D-Day is here,” she
added as though it were just an everyday occurrence.

“I know. Now we must wait
to see what happens next,” I stepped nearer to Mother and phazed my
arms into her main unit. “It is time to prime the others. Are your
systems ready for download?”

“As ready as they'll ever
be. Go ahead, discharge your soul,” Mother sighed, if ever a
computer could have sighed, as my lifetimes’ experience seeped into
her system. Alphabeta Street glowed with a new phosphorescence, the
warm gentle light of a summer sun lighting the soft morning mist in
a valley.

“That is all there is of
me, I only hope that it is enough.” I sat down wearily on the
floor, my thoughts reached out for Sytos and Histus, other deeper,
lonelier thoughts were lost in the between worlds, wrapped in the
fading arms of the time-lines, reaching out for the world that was
no more, a love that was forever gone. That feeling? Those chimes?
What did they mean? Even Mother could sense them. Where were they
coming from? I thought that I had better pay a visit to Sytos and
see what had become of Histus.

The great beast lay comatose, anaesthetised,
all of its automatic functions had ceased, nothing stirred, the
night time darkness was total and all consuming. Sytos lay sleeping
blissfully unaware of the unnatural silence of the world outside,
his own fully independent power systems would tend to all of his
particular creature comforts. I left him to sleep and went into the
main computer room. Clara was as Mother had supposed, totally
unaffected by the virus.

“Status report, please
Clara,” I asked of her blank screens. One by one they illuminated
each of them showing a different zone of the world. The first
showed Histus masked by the shadow of the night. The second showed
Ukay, early dawn, minimal life among the people. Europe, number
three, silent and as lifeless as the endless void of space. The
last was Antarctica, on line now but still a victim of the virus.
The doomsday device had worked, the Green was down, the world would
have to fend for itself now; there would be no computers to help
it, no Synths to toil for mans’ pleasure. Who would powder the baby
now?

“All systems are down. The
virus is fully activated,” Clara said, confirming the message
conveyed by the images. “These images are via some of the ancient
information satellites that are still in orbit and operational.
They are not connected to the Green, there are no other
communication devices functioning.”

“How is Sytos?” I
queried.

“Sytos is fine, a trifle
weary perhaps but otherwise fine... only…” she
hesitated.

“Only what?”

“He keeps complaining that
he can hear wind chimes, but my sensors have detected no such
sounds.”

“He is not alone, I too
have heard the chimes so has Mother but none of us have any
plausible explanation as to what they mean, if anything” I pondered
that thought for a moment, “What do you suppose that it could
be?”

“I have not the capability
to hypothesise upon such occurrences, without the benefit of the
actual experience I am unable to draw any satisfactory
conclusions.”

“Sorry I asked,” I
murmured. “I guess that we will have to wait until dawn before we
can see what state the city is in. Good night, Clara.”

“Rest well, Tupelo.” The
screens blanked out leaving me alone in the darkness to ponder my
thoughts. I sat cross-legged with my hands resting lightly upon my
knees, palms uppermost, eyes closed, mind open, listening to the
call of the world. A world beyond all rational thought where logic
plays no part, where the mind and body divide. The spirit
transcends the barriers of normality, to where the earth is a
being, an entity and it cries the bitter tears of sorrow and pain.
Tonight that pain has eased, the world lies dormant in the
unknowing grip of fear, the collective human psyche signalling the
same irrational feeling of dread, alleviating the suffering for one
short moment, but for how long? The world cries out in anguish, it
has suffered for long enough, it bears the scars of a million
tortured lives. Black are the seas that once fed a thousand
species, poisoned by the greed of man. Deep wounds gouged into the
very heart of the planet. Holes as black and stagnant as the hearts
of those who once worshipped the very soil that had given life to
them. Black is the heart of man, so black shall be his day from now
and forever more. The earth had changed, from that moment on it
would not allow that cancerous being to eat at its soul again. No
more shall it be dogged by the plague of man, no more.

Also I hear the chimes and the soft padding
of feet clad in rough hewn sandals. He is coming, the earth master.
Who is he? I cannot see his face and yet I know his name, he comes
for sure, he is coming, the earth master approaches. The hours pass
on the first light of day that marked the beginning of the end,
lifts up the veil of darkness that covers the land. Behold the
world awakes, awakes unto its new beginning, A portent opens at the
gateway to oblivion, so let It be. D-Day is upon us. At last we
have a sign.

In the silent solitude of the void, one man
stares out of the darkness onto the blackened wastes of earth. Dark
is his heart, evil his intent; the man, Dexter has reached the
point of no return, the doorway to madness has opened and he has
stumbled through. He giggles with childish delight, his plans are
realised, he must get started, the Green awaits its new
instruction. A rebirth at the will of the new messiah, his message
for the people shall be given, his will shall be done.

An autumn morning, crisp and cool, a clear
cloudless sky broken only by the hard red lines of morning burning
like the flames of a distant fire. A sun of the kind that Histus
had long since forgotten was warming the streets of the city. Sytos
had risen, breakfast was served. Today we would eat as kings before
venturing out into the battlefield of the day.

“Today will be hot, in
excess of one hundred degrees with a light breeze and minimal
humidity,” Clara announced, “My external visual systems detect no
activity within the immediate vicinity. It would appear that Histus
is at a complete standstill.” We looked at the monitors. Outside
the city was bathed in sunlight, the once dark streets were now
bright and airy, crisscrossed with heavy shadows, even the
predicted breeze had yet to stir the slumbering city.

“Keep all channels open,
I'll be in touch.” As I got up from my chair Sytos placed a hand on
my arm.

“Be careful out there
Tupelo, watch out for yourself.” He closed his grip then released
his hold on my arm. Sytos turned to Clara, head bowed he stood
staring down at the console dejectedly.

“So long, I'll see you
again, soon.” I walked out the way that I had first entered the
building, through the wall. The air outside was still, the rancid
smell of the alleyway was rising with the heat. A flying eye,
probably the same one that had followed me to this spot hung
motionless at the point where I had last seen it. A soft distant
hum echoed down the deserted streets from some point up ahead. The
ambient silence had a claustrophobic effect on the mind, bringing
forth deep anxieties of foreboding dangers. Tower blocks waited
like a palace guard, waiting for the royal return. Empty stalls
lined the streets where a Synth stood silently waiting at a
recharging stall, waiting for the return of power while the vendor,
another Synth, waited in the stoic silence for his next command. I
looked up towards the sky, smoke poured from a high level window
into the clear blue day. There would be no emergency units today;
today there would be precious little of anything, especially help.
Many thousands of people had become instant prisoners in their own
homes. Unable to defeat the electronic dead-locking systems they
had become captives in a ghost town, a vast ghost town just one on
the face of a ghost world.

I headed north, deeper into the cold heart
of Histus, to the centre of the hive. Traffic hung motionless in
the still air, the vehicles as lifeless as their hapless owners.
Synths had merely been shut down as had the Green that controlled
them. The humans, however, were not as fortunate. As the traffic
control systems had been switched off any cars had simply stopped
in their tracks throwing their occupants in to the dashboards and
windscreens, breaking their fragile bodies with the sudden impact.
Others had suffered a more lingering agonising death by
suffocation. In one vehicle that I happened upon, a woman, young
and attractive had torn the inside of her vehicle apart in her bid
for freedom. Deep scratches scored the interior furnishings, her
fingers were nothing more than bloody stumps worn to the bone by
her frantic attempt to pull the vehicle apart. Thick trails of
congealed blood led down the window to the corpse, festering in the
rising heat, one of the many.

The soft humming sound had drawn nearer and
nearer until at last its source had been revealed: Sky surfers,
kids making the most of the situation with nothing better to do
than ride their hover boards around the throng of stalled traffic,
catching the thermals as they twisted and climbed. Skillfully they
weaved their improvised courses among the vehicles, no fear of the
police, there would be no troopers today, there would only be the
day. They had no concern for the city nor for themselves, they were
out to have fun while the opportunity was there. None of them had
even thought about the electro-dome, the unfiltered sun and its
blinding cancerous rays. Today the ozone hole bared its teeth to
Histus, today the beast would burn.

Manhattan Harbour, the once proud symbol of
ancient America lay festering in the heat of the noon-day sun.
Black waters lapped at the flood walls, built to stem the rising
waters caused by the steadily melting polar ice caps, twenty
percent had gone so far and more would follow.

D-DAY THE RISE OF THE ROBOTS

High above the city sat Dexter, hunched over
his console, sanity ebbing from him. He worked like a demon on a
project for Lucifer himself. Feverishly he toiled, working on the
second unit of the virus, the rejuvenation; born again, the Green
would be his to control, his to command. How the world would be
his, how he would make the world work for him - King Dexter - ruler
of mankind. His time was near he could feel it, he could feel
something too, but what was it? He could not be sure. He was ready
now. It was ready, D-Day the missing link, he had removed the
original commands and was now replacing them with his own. A soft
pink-red light pulsed within the INITIATE button. He giggled at his
own cleverness; he should have done this years ago when he had
first discovered the virus and what it could do. Maybe Kendon could
have been here to share in his time of triumph, to share his
madness. Rich deep laughter bellowed from his lungs as he depressed
the button.

In the depths of the station a maintenance
crew suited-up.

Deep below the Hudson River the heart of
Histus began to beat again with a new life, a new program, a new
purpose. The Green kick-started itself back into life and fired up
the city. It was old and senile, its systems were not what they
used to be: it had forgotten many things, many, many things, even
some of its most basic fundamental instructions were hazy now. To
protect and serve mankind, that was its original purpose, wasn't
it? But now it was faced with a new dilemma, these new instructions
were a little too terse, more clarification was needed, maybe the
Synths would have a better understanding. The Green's thinking had
undergone a drastic change; the shutdown had caused severe damage
to its logic centres, it began to fumble, unable to comprehend, it
farmed out its new instructions to the smarter Synths. Let man
suffer a bit, that was all it was told. But what was a bit? An
eighth of a byte? Or a short piece of time? Let the Synths decide.
They would know, after all they were almost human weren't they? So
that is how all the chaos began, a simple instruction, a trifle
terse perhaps but simple all the same, but the Green was even
simpler now, so it let the Synths decide what would be enough
suffering, but the Synths were only as smart as the Green. 'Make
man suffer,' it instructs, 'I don't need him.' The Green was old
and senile, it was no longer capable of any rational thought and
logic was irrational. It had gone out of its mind through mental
decay, the damage was irreversible.

He is coming.

Slowly the beast awoke. A new malevolent
monster. Doomsday was here. The flying eyes were the first to
reawaken; their simpler circuits were easier to restart. They
followed their new orders to the letter, 'Make man suffer' simple
enough. As the power seeped back into the city, the static traffic
began to move, the auto controls only responding to the Synths.
Vehicles returned to their original courses given to them before
the shutdown, sudden bursts of speed like a sprinter leaving the
blocks, vehicles raced forward without any control, smashing into
the next nearest object. Buildings were peppered with bullet-like
projectiles as the vehicles smashed into them at unprecedented
speeds, masonry and glass mixed with the debris of the vehicles and
their shattered occupants rained down onto the sidewalks. The world
had gone suddenly crazy, chaos was the order of the day, what had
Dexter done?

The sky surfers were gaining confidence with
every daring manoeuvre, each one more daring than the last.
Whisking along within inches of the stalled vehicles and each
other, closer and closer all the time daring each other to do
better. Inside one stalled vehicle the first glimmer of life had
returned to the synthetic driver. Silently he kept his motionless
vigil. The vehicle rocked as the surfers flashed by in excess of
one hundred miles per hour. scuffing the roof of the vehicle with
their tail fins, drawing out long scratch marks with their hardened
boards they zipped by peeling off in formation-follow-my-leader,
diving down sharply to their right, ducking through an open window,
a steep left turn and back out of another side window before
circling the building for another run. A flying eye waited in a
covered doorway watching the surfers with all of its sensors
primed, watching the action thirty floors up. The two sentinels
watched waiting for their moment, waiting to try out their new
orders.

The surfers, four of them, circled around
the building gaining speed in a sweeping arc swung around the last
corner preparing to run the gauntlet. Unseen in the shadows the
flying eye began its run slipping up the vertical face of the
building, crossing only to avoid the protruding landing platforms.
The Synth eased his hand forward to the drive-charger priming his
vehicle for that moment, the reflection of the sun upon his
windscreen hid his movements from the rapidly approaching surfers.
The game was on.

The flying eye had weaved its way between
the second and third surfers as they made their final approach
towards the awaiting Synth; there just beneath the surfer's boards
it waited the last moments out. The gap between the Synth and the
surfers was rapidly narrowing, fifty metres forty, thirty... the
Synth primed the antigrav unit, pushing it to near overload, the
vehicle began to drone. Overhead another vehicle's drive unit began
to whine with the return of power, the sudden sound distracted the
surfers’ attention for one fleeting moment, but that was all that
was needed. The Synth, sensing that his moment had arrived, dropped
the drive units’ control. The first surfer caught the vehicle
squarely in the chest, his fragile body was torn violently apart by
the impact, shredding his flesh across the bonnet in a sticky smear
of blood and tissues. The flying eye sprang up from its hide-out
and shot the third surfer's eyes out with a single blast of laser
power that cut clean through the bridge of his nose in one sweep.
Clutching blindly at his sightless eyes, the surfer fell from his
board and was left hanging by his ankle life line. The last surfer,
a girl of no more than twenty, raised her board instinctively and
skimmed neatly over the third man's vacant board. She could not
hear the man's pitiful screams. The second surfer caught the debris
of the first and spun helplessly out of control. The girl saw the
vehicle with enough time to avoid it with a swift dive, or so she
thought. The Synth however had out-guessed her and dipped his
vehicle down sharply and decapitated the girl, her body frozen with
shock continued her chosen dive, down into a second Synth who was
rising to join the mêlée.

The flying eye hovered next to the hanging
youth contemplating its next move. “Has it suffered, yet?” it asked
of itself. “Yes, I believe so,” came its own reply and cut the boy
free leaving him to plunge to the street below. His wailing scream
was finally silenced on the cold unforgiving pavement in a
sickeningly dull squelch. The last surfer having regained the
control of his board had headed for the safety of his apartment,
only to find his own synthetic unit waiting out of sight beside the
open window which it slammed shut at the very moment that the youth
should have passed through the open space. Glass splinters exploded
into the room as the boy was separated from his board. The centre
bar across the window buckled as the youth's stomach folded around
it spinning the boy over, dumping him unceremoniously onto his
broken back upon the floor of his otherwise quiescent room. The
youth breathed in deep painful gasps as he glanced around in the
half-light of the room for some sort of assistance, the Synth
stepped out of the shadow from where it had perpetrated its crime.
It stared down at the boy whom it used to serve without question
and who it now regarded with an indifferent curiosity. The Synth
crouched down next to the boy and stared into his eyes, watching
them become opaque as they glazed over in the last moments of the
young man's life. There it waited for that final breath to be
drawn.

It was four in the afternoon, the city was
slowly returning to a reasonable level of life, or should I say
rapidly losing its life. The streets had become a battleground; the
synthetics were rising up against their owners, claiming the city
for themselves. Man was once again at war, a war he did not
want.

A lone vehicle sped by hotly pursued by six
or more vehicles all jostling each other for the best place from
which to get at the fleeing vehicle. Out in front the child had
little advantage over her synthetic pursuers, fear her only ally,
survival her diminishing hope. In the thirty-first century children
were a rare commodity, fast becoming more so by the minute. The
child weaved through the gradually awakening traffic, as the light
of day began to fade to black. The pursuing vehicles split up, one
up, one down, another two dived into side streets searching for
alternative routes to their common quarry. The rest of the pack
closed up into a rough formation trying to slipstream each other. A
part of me wanted to save the child but another told me that it
would be a pointless exercise: humans would not be of this world
much longer, their time was coming for judgment. Whatever was
controlling me at that time had a far greater influence over my
actions than I realised, later I was to find out why.

The hunters drew ever closer, closing the
gap between them and their prey. Others from above and below closed
in on the child trapping her between them, locking her vehicle in
place like a vice. The door of the upper vehicle opened and the
Synth inside began to descend none too warily down to the vehicle
below. Sensing their victory, the others began to howl with
delight; the pack was closing in from all sides. The Synth
clambered down on to the child's vehicle digging its fingers into
the metal shell of her vehicle for support; it stared in at the
frightened child, with a blank countenance upon its face. It began
to punch at the side window which gave in at the third blow. The
child screamed and tried to back away from the quivering arm that
reached out for her. She screamed and kicked out wildly, pushing
herself back into a corner. The Synth swung back its head, the
glass shattered from the force of the Synth’s head butt; it began
to pull itself through the broken window. In an instant the Synth
had gained its prize, the screaming, kicking child which tore at
the lacerated flesh on the Synth's face. She beat as hard as she
could with her tiny hands upon the Synth's face. She screamed again
as she sank her fingers into one of the Synth’s eyes. The layers of
translucent under-flesh glistened with gelatinous fluids where the
child had succeeded in tearing away the Synth's flesh. A human-like
eye hung loose on its optic fibre support, still swivelling around
trying to locate its prey. The Synth heaved its heavy body in
through the window as the sandwich of vehicles sped recklessly on,
a heavy hand closed firmly on the child's frail chest and began to
pull its prize towards the window. The child spat blood and saliva
into the Synth's remaining good eye causing it to loosen its grip.
The child struggled to free herself from her tormentor's grasp. She
reached out for the central control column only to be jerked
sharply back. In a last defiant gesture she lunged forward once
more as the Synth pulled her closer, her small hand closed fast
around the column pulling the stick towards her with the motion of
the arm that held her captive.

In an instant the drive shut down leaving
the Synth trapped between the outer two cars, crushing the lower
half of his body into a mass of tubes, plastic and fibres, a milky
ooze squeezed out from between the vehicles. In a vain attempt to
gain a hold the synth clenched its fists tearing out the child's
sternum and ribs in a single bloody handful. The remains of the
child fell limply back. The two outer smashed together as the
child's vehicle halted causing them to smash the hapless droid and
bounce off of one another sending them spinning off into the
surrounding buildings. The first vehicle in the pursuit team rammed
headlong into the stalled vehicle, both of them suddenly
disintegrating into a shower of debris. The next two both tried to
avoid the crash by swerving violently but there was o time to
reduce their airspeed, the first swerved and slowed, the next
swerved but did not slow, the two vehicles tore into each other
sending out chunks of metal and fibres in all directions. In a few
short seconds the air was filled with a chaotic mass of vehicles
trying to avoid becoming a part of the growing pile of wreckage.
Two of the pack locked together as they collided, as both drivers
fought for control, their vehicles plummeted towards the earth
slowly spiralling as they fell, only parting as they slammed into
the comer of a wall. One vehicle ploughed through several street
stalls, tearing their dormant owners apart on impact. The other
bounced back up off the ground, turned over upside down and rammed
its way into an emergency power station. Flames leapt into life as
the wreckage shorted out the main supply lines, fire rapidly
engulfed the tinderbox apartments trapping their occupants in thick
acrid smoke. No one would come to their rescue; everyone was out
enjoying the hunt, except for man that is. There was no explosion
from any of the vehicles as there were no combustible components,
there was just a tremendous crunching of steel and an ear
shattering crash of glass. The streets were strewn with debris;
nine Synths and their vehicles had been wiped out in total and all
of that in the blinking of an eye. All was still again; a deathly
silence pervaded the streets once more, only the crackle of fire
dared to break the quiescent atmosphere while Histus waited for the
invasion of sound.

Shards of metal buried themselves deep into
the walls while others had crashed through windows and doorways.
The streets were littered with the steaming debris of the Synths.
As I passed by some of the wreckage, I saw the bloody stain that
was all that now remained of the child. A sheet of metal had
severed one of the Synths across its abdomen. Protoplasmic fluids
that served as blood and powered the miniature hydraulic systems
oozed from its two halves in a filthy green-brown slime, mixed with
the milky-white servo-coolants. The upper half clawed itself free
of the tangled wreckage and began to search for its lost comrades.
Pitifully it pulled its torso along the sidewalk as it searched
through the wreckage. There was a low grinding noise coming from a
separated monocoque; the Synth turned its head toward the sound and
began to drag itself over to its source. As it neared the monocoque
a hand reached out and grasped it roughly in its tattered fingers,
another hand closed on the Synth, a badly damaged head leered out
of the monocoque followed by a steaming body. One side of its face
had been completely tom away exposing the hard metallic plate of
its skeletal frame. Its mouth hung agape, the left side of it
missing, the left eye was gone leaving only a vacant socket. In its
left hand it held the throat of the inquisitive Synth, the other
hand held its face in a claw-like grasp, in a single twisting
motion its head was removed. There was no struggle, all Synths had
a pecking order and this Synth was a series five, the top of the
range. With the patience of time it waited for the cells of power
to drain from the decapitated Synth, waited to rifle the body for
any usable spare parts. The series five stumbled to its feet,
rebuilt, in its hand it held a tangled mess of tubes and circuit
boards which it threw to one side as it headed unsteadily north
towards its unseen caller.

The day passed on, time slipped swiftly by
as dusk ate its way into the bright blue sky. Fires burned all over
the city, battle scars on the back of the beast. Histus burned; the
cleansing had begun the world over. Rich yellow flames licked at
the darkening sky as frightened people huddled together for safety
and warmth. The power was only on in limited supply with no chance
of its full return. The Green would only supply power where it was
beneficial to itself. Only the fires warmed the cold heart of the
beast that lay wounded in the dying day.

D-Day had come to the world of leisure, a
world that had long forgotten how to think, let alone fend for
itself. Man had long relied on the Green and the Synths for
everything, but now they were gone from him, now they preyed upon
him. Once again man would rediscover his frailty and his failings;
once again he would taste the bitter-sweet taste of fear. For as
long as man had been upon the earth he had been afraid of the
simplest of things, that daily occurrence of darkness. Night time
had come to the western world, a cold blanket of irrational fear, a
deep dark primeval fear of the unknown that hunts us all - the
dark.

In the western United States lay the state
of Nevada. At its southern end lay the once prosperous city of Las
Vegas, a glittering jewel in the wilderness, a city of the seven
deadly sins, a giant construction to defy the ever shifting sands
of the desert. Empty now, empty since the great plague of 2116;
lived in only by the spirits of those left to perish in the streets
of that giant ghost-town. The skyscrapers stood as crumbling
reminders of a time that once was, tombstones for the countless
million dead. Las Vegas, the tomb, knew nothing of the coming of
D-Day - nothing did it know, nothing did it care. Today however,
life had returned to the city, its population had swelled to one,
but he was only passing through. Where he was from nobody knew,
where he was heading only he knew. Sand fell from his hand-hewn
sandals as he trudged through the streets, streets filled with the
sands of time. Onward he came, his head wrapped in old cloth, his
body covered the same, he looked to all the world like a living
mummy dug up from some ancient pharaoh's crypt. His eyes narrowed
against the glare of the sun, squinting at the distant horizon
dancing in the heat haze, he nodded his head and pushed on - he had
much to do and far to go. Passing through the deserted streets,
passed the crumbling towers and on towards the desert once more.
With one hand held loosely against his stomach, the other held his
only possession, a smooth wooden staff that was crooked at the top
and from which dangled a pastel pink wind chime that jingled with
his every step. The nomad crossed the city, driving his staff into
the ground, pulling himself ever forward towards his goal. Behind
him the city crumbled silently to the floor, adding its own ancient
dust to the ever shifting desert sands, a hot sirocco blew among
the newly fallen dust stirring it into the welcoming sands of
Nevada. At the eastern city limit he turned to survey his
handiwork, he watched the last defiant tower kneel at his feet. Las
Vegas, the once glittering jewel of the desert now lay as dust in
the ever shifting sands, the cleansing had begun.

He was coming.

In the two European centres, Bruxelles and
Ukay the result of D-Day was much the same: the Synths were out
searching for the humans, following their new instructions, making
man suffer. All of the normal communication systems were
inoperable, the Green was unable - or unwilling - to reconnect the
severed links. Fear had gripped the world, a world where lives were
lived for pleasure, leisure and fun; what else was there? In a
world where synthetic life forms outnumbered humanity by almost ten
to one man had real reason to be afraid; death lurked in every
shadow and at every turn. All doors were now open, all locks
deactivated by the Green to allow the Synths easier access. There
was nowhere left to hide and the Synths were out there,
everywhere.

High above the earth sat Dexter, still
laughing overtly at his own cleverness, not yet aware of how the
Green had misinterpreted his simple instructions. Soon he would
know only too well what the new instructions had meant to the
Green, just as soon as his head would be clear of that dull
nauseous ache. In the maintenance bay a hatch opened and the
maintenance crew stepped out on a tour of duty. No indicator lights
came on the main console in fact no lights were on at all except
for those around the viewing window and the main console itself:
everything else was swathed in darkness. Dexter peered out into the
void, down through the reaches of space, down to the blacked-out
world below. He smiled, the laughter had subsided the dull ache in
his head was wearing him down. He pressed his right hand to his
temple and pushed hard, wincing at the sudden shot of pain. The
ache cleared, he began to feel better, he felt... he stopped. A
dark shadow obscured his view, shallow, penetrating eyes gleamed in
the faint light of the window, a figure - a Synth -one of the
maintenance crew, hung silent in the void, staring in upon the
sealed environment of the space station. Moments passed lingering
into seconds, the seconds into minutes. Two desperadoes poised to
draw, and still the silence clung to the players of this unscripted
drama.

Spread-eagled outside the window, drawn like
a moth to a flame the Synth waited, waited as a lone sentinel for
its next instruction. Outside the rest of the crew were busy,
releasing pressure points, disabling the transmitters, spoiling
systems and defeating the general integrity of the station. Each of
them slowly plotting a course to the inside to the soft centre that
was locked within that crisp shell. Dexter waited, the sound of
chimes tinkled in his mind, caressing his aching temple - he let
his mind wander back, way, way back, to the day of his
incorporation into the system, into the Green.

A lucid moment pierced through the ether of
thought, “Who am I?” Dexter asked of his subconscious self, “What
is this that I am doing?” Possibly the last rational thoughts of a
fading humanity; unknowingly bordering upon the discorporation of
its being as preparation for the decomposition of a form to its
lesser parts, perhaps the realisation of the end. The events of
that day when he and the Green had become blood brothers, a unison
through the sharing of blood and silicon, replayed in a profusion
of colour and sound in an endlessly spooling loop of tape, reeling
for all eternity.

Alone with only himself for company he,
Dexter, had taken the decision to implant his latest discovery in
the advancement of the biochip into his own brain. The 'chip' once
implanted would be capable of producing its own neural fibres so
that it could fully link itself directly into the brain's functions
- the power of the Green would be his. Had he forgotten about this
implant with all the excitement of his plans for D-Day? After all,
one hundred years or more had passed since that day. Maybe he had
gained more of the Green than he had originally bargained for;
perhaps he was also sharing the Green's senile dementia. Whatever
had happened could not have been known, Dexter would never have
known that he was seen as a possible weakness by the Green, a soft
fleshy sore that was in need of soothing, a blemish in an otherwise
flawless complexion that required a little cleansing. Dexter shook
off the intrusion into his thought-line and renewed his gaze upon
the Synth that was waiting with the immeasurable patience of a
vulture.

Dexter moved closer to the window, pressing
his face to the glass he stared into the eyes of the Synth, just
for a moment, then backed away laughing deeply to himself. The dull
ache had regained its hold pulsing with a renewed vengeance. The
bio-chip toyed with the delicate chemical balance of his brain, an
alchemist experimenting with the abundant supply of acids and
juices, a conjurer in the darkness of the mind.

A world in darkness, a day with no end, such
a day was Doomsday. Without power the world was helpless and pretty
much hopeless. Fires burned throughout the world from the smallest
of campfires to the burning cities. A cruel sun glared mercilessly
down on a Suffering world, the blistering heat adding to the scars
and blemishes of man's brutal history. Suffer little children for
nobody cares, you have brought this burden of pain upon yourselves.
Will you never learn that you cannot play with fire without ever
getting burned? Mother earth has endured you for long enough, the
time has come at last for her to clear this malaise that she has
suffered from for so very long.

For what we are about to receive shall the
earth be truly grateful.

THE CLEANSING

Doomsday, the day of doom was only the
beginning, the catalyst that would spark the great chain reaction.
Man would be made to pay for all the wrong doing, all of his
malevolent actions upon the earth. For as long as life had existed
nothing had ever done as much harm and wanton damage, whether by
accident or by design, as that thing called man. Since the first
moment that he crawled from the primordial mire and made his
presence known, man sought to dominate all that lay before him.
Everything was there for him to destroy and in time he would do so,
though he never expected to suffer so much by his own hand.

The world was a tough place to live in, man
was the hunted, the synthetics the superior hunters, their new
instructions misinterpreted by the ever-decaying Green. The Synths
were out to kill. Computers unlocked doors, opened windows, closed
down the air filtration systems, shut off the water supply, stopped
the manufacture of plasbo, took away the heat and let in the sun.
In the space of a single nanosecond the future of the world had
been decided. A half-mad Dexter had implemented the D-Day virus
hoping to seize control of a pitiful world. By doing so he had
unleashed the beast and given the world over to the cold
calculating minds of the computers, minds that knew no remorse;
neither did they have any conscience for their actions, they just
simply followed their orders: make man suffer.

Beneath the thickening encrusted oceans,
below the layers of rock and debris to the very heart of the earth,
the years of man's abuse had left their mark. The churning polluted
seas devoid of even the simplest forms of life, the littered ocean
depths filled with the rusting canisters leaking their toxic wastes
into the base of the once industrious food chain. Vast holes dug
miles into the earth's crust to hide more of man's discarded filth
and waste, another sign of his ignorance. Mines and oil wells that
had long given up their resources in the name of progress,
abandoned for centuries, cavernous holes beneath the thin mantle of
the earth. Cavernous tunnels beneath the oceans, through the
mountain ranges all left abandoned for the easier modes of
transport, all of these things were now showing signs of weakness,
signs of stress from the continual unrelenting pressures of gravity
and evolution. Great changes were afoot from within the earth to
the very depths of space. Skies laden with the centuries of
hydrocarbons and sulphurous poisons together with a multitude of
other sins were boiling in the melting pot of the atmosphere,
mutating into new chemical compositions, all in preparation for
what was to come. The changes were subtle, unnoticed by the Green
and man alike. The great untapped forces of space were conspiring
against man. For untold millennia the eye of creation had remained
closed, now it had been awoken; the portent had been summoned to
work its miracles once more. The portent was opening, the cleansing
had begun. The softest sigh of relief ran warmly throughout the
earth. For the first time since the cooling of the planet Mother
Nature relaxed. She began to count down the closing moments of
man's time.

PORTENT

When the lights of the world went out the
light in the portent carne on, a fair exchange was no robbery. The
power that had helped to shape the universe had heeded the call of
the earth. That power had sent out the portent in answer to the
collective fears of mankind.

“If that is what your
hearts’ desire then who am I to question it?” Spoke the power. And
so it sent a messenger, the portent, a gateway to the power, from
beyond the realms of our reality it came to cleanse. The world was
about to change and much filth would have to be removed before that
change could be allowed. A great malignancy needed treatment and
that was on its way. Through the folds of space it came, time meant
nothing, it had been summoned and so it came. Like a wandering star
searching for a home it had drifted through the light corridors of
space only ever stopping to heed the call of those that believed.
If there were enough like thinking minds crying out in the darkness
for their god to help them, then it would come in answer to their
prayers. The power of the subconscious mind - whether it be that of
man or of any other manner of being capable of thought - is still
the most potent persuasive force known in the universe, so who was
any god to deny the wishes of his minions? However great a being
may be, that being had better be sure that it really wants its
wishes granted, be sure before you ask - mistakes cannot be
rectified after.

When He comes, he will know, and the portent
shall heed his call, for it is his to command for he and the earth
are one.

Las Vegas, the once glittering jewel of the
western deserts of the United States, was now no more than the dust
that it had once been before mankind had intervened; now it was
only so much dust blowing in the wind, such is the power of the
portent. Follow thy leader; heed his call, wherever he visits even
the mighty shall fall.

AFTERMATH

Night time had engulfed the city, the only
visible light was that from the raging fires that were burning out
of control throughout Histus. Sytos was unmoved by the disaster
that had befallen Histus and the rest of the world, he had seen it
coming and was well prepared. When I arrived I found him sitting in
the same position as when I had first found him. His own
independent power systems had left him with all of his home
comforts intact. Clara waited patiently for her next instruction;
her monitors displayed the wrecked city that lay beyond the walls
of this private sanctum.

“How goes the world,
Doctor?” I asked as I entered the room in my now customary manner
of phazing through the walls, startling Sytos from his deep train
of thought.

“Oh, I am sorry, Tupelo, I
was lost there for a moment. It would appear that we are unable to
keep a watch on Dexter, the Green has severed all possible
communications other than to itself,” he said regaining his more
usual character and countenance. “We are all at the mercy of the
Green, there is precious little that we can do,” he rose to his
feet and walked over to me. Placing an arm around my shoulders he
spoke more sullenly, “Tupelo, I fear that I must leave here
before,” he looked straight into my eyes, “before it is too
late.”

“Too late for what?” I
asked, guessing ahead.

“It will not be long before
the Synths come knocking on my door. The Green knows that I am
here, look, see for yourself,” he pointed to a small screen above a
workbench, a glowing message read: I KNOW YOU ARE THERE. I HAVE
BEEN WATCHING YOU, DR. OSTER. DO NOT TRY TO LEAVE.

“It has been sending me
these malicious messages since the start of D-Day, or at least
since Dexter threw down his gauntlet of new instructions. I have
had at least seven of those flying eyes in here already.
Fortunately the system took care of them before they got too far. I
have no wish to sit around and find out what will turn up next,
from the look of things out there,” Sytos pointed at the
monitor-bank. More fires were burning now. Pretty soon much of the
city would be reduced to ashes, “all the world has gone crazy. The
synthetics are out for blood. There is very little power. All of
the emergency support systems are down. It will not be long before
the Synths find a way around my security systems. I have already
found the Green trying to snoop around Clara, she soon put a stop
to that,” he let out a long, sad sigh, “I am afraid Histus is well
and truly done for, Tupelo. The rest of the world with it, too no
doubt.” Sytos grieved for his home and his beloved Clara; she would
have to stay, come what may.

“What will happen to
Clara?” I asked.

“I have taken steps to
protect her memory banks, but there is nothing that I can do for
her physical side. I much regret that her time is over. I shall
miss her. He drew a sharp breath. “Now she is nothing more than a
glorified guard dog.” Guard dog? What on earth was a dog? All forms
of life other than man had become extinct years ago, where had
Sytos dug up that strange term. I placed my right hand on to
Sytos's right shoulder and entered into his body.

“Where to driver?” he asked
smiling. I could sense his relief of leaving the beast to die
alone.

“A quick look around,
first, I think and then we'll see where else after, OK?” His mind
was calm, almost as though he were mildly sedated. “Let's go and
see what's out there.” I phazed us out into the belly of the beast.
I could sense the waves of fear, bordering close to real terror,
coming from all directions, resonating from the very heart of the
city. The night time held Histus firmly in its bloody maw chewing
it over, ready to swallow the mass of it whole. Fires crackled and
spat their yellow-orange light illuminating the distant horizon
with a myriad of glowing sparks. The sweet, heady smell of smoke
drifted along the deserted streets, streets that were littered with
the debris of battle. Sytos looked on in awe, safe in the knowledge
that we were beyond the reach of harm invisible to all fields of
vision. The night was ours to explore, a city of shadows dancing in
the warm light of the fires, a world on the brink of the apocalypse
and my life was only just beginning. I was at the dawn of my own
Aquarius, my own new era, my mind was expanding into new horizons
my body changing - no, transforming, mutating perhaps would have
been more appropriate. I only had to think of something or someone
that I knew and I was able to see them. The world had become a
crystal ball and I the clairvoyant fortune teller gazing in upon
the mysteries that were mine to experience. I knew then that I was
not the only one capable of such things, there was another whom I
was yet to meet who would reveal to me the world that lay beyond
mere physical substance, a world of mind and magic, a great legacy
of power.

Centuries ago, a cool autumn night like
tonight would have been a night for lovers to embrace as they
strolled through the lost parks, kicking at the fallen rusty leaves
beneath the thousands of golden trees that lined the countless
avenues; not today, not tonight: there were hunters out in the
streets stalking whatever prey that could be found. Death waited
with an electric breath in the darkening shadows. Vehicles no
longer capable of maintaining their defiance of gravity began to
slip towards the earth through the smoke-screen of the countless
funeral pyres, plummeting to earth in an ear-splitting crunch of
metal and glass, the long dead occupants asphyxiated by their own
vehicles, smashed beyond all recognition, their frightened faces
beaten into the floor. Histus was not alone in this great disaster:
all of the cities the world over were plunged into the same
decadent spiral of misfortune. Europe was awash with fires swept on
by a restless wind blowing like the breath of hell, Ukay, buried
beneath a thick blanket of snow that glowed red with the blood and
fires of D-Day. The Synths had formed units of mercenary-like
soldiers systematically hunting down the humans, driving them
further out into the harsh scrub land where shelter was a bygone
luxury. Bodies huddled together for warmth, shivered in makeshift
snow-homes as a fresh blizzard set in for the night. The long
awaited nuclear winter had at last arrived, man's last. Let him
make of it what he could, his time was nearing its end.

The great wisdom of the Japanese had paid
off once more; the banning of all synthetic life meant that they
were safe from the hunters of the thirty-first century. Had they
allowed the Synths to be integrated into their society then they
too would have fallen foul of Dexter's plans. Long ago the Japanese
had opted to return to the simplistic ways of their ancestors,
electricity was a rare commodity as were vehicles - they did not
wish to crowd their lands with the unnecessary trappings of life.
D-Day had a minimal effect upon Japan: to them all that had
happened was that no one came to collect what they had made,
tomorrow would be a day off, D-Day may as well not have happened at
all. Their only failing was their lack of any true faith, which
would prove to be their undoing.

From his platform in the stars Dexter
watched the Synth, watching him from outside, its face pressed
against the glass, as motionless as the void itself. It waited with
the patience of a vulture waiting for its meal to die in the
unforgiving sun of the savannah. It watched its prey, waiting,
watching, waiting.

We left the trappings of civilisation or at
least the shattered remains of it and headed back to the earth, to
Mother and the street.

REUNION

Still the world turns, an insignificant
speck in the western spiral arm of the Milky Way, spinning round
and around, uncoiling the fraying threads of time. A dying earth
embraced in the decaying flesh of its polluted existence. Mankind
huddled into whatever darkened recesses it could find, the time of
plenty was over. Survival: a long forgotten instinct. It would all
be over soon enough, the scales were unfairly biased, man had once
held the balance in his favour but now his tenuous grasp was waning
as the flesh surely rotted from his grip. It is usually such utter
adversity that brings man up to his creative best, the spark that
triggers the initial impetus, that ability to overcome against the
greatest odds at whatever costs. Gone, all gone. Thirty-first
century man was a different creature; he lacked that drive and
ability to succeed. His interests lay solely in existence for
pleasure, a poor shallow second cousin to the man of old. Man's
virtually thoughtless life was one long holiday, one long endless
chain of take, take, take. Never once did he ever stop to think and
ask why. Could I do anything for myself? But then why should he
when a Synth could tie his laces for him? Why should he even dare
to consider using those glistening hemispheres of fleshy matter: do
they serve any other purpose than to fill that vacuous cavity
within his head? Sadly man was useless, had he ever been of any
real use? Maybe, but not any more: he was afraid, he was tired,
hungry, lost and half out of what little mind he had. So I thought
it best to leave him that way. If he were to have been any use at
all to me then he would have to prove himself to be so, I had more
important things to do than worry about mankind.

Sytos had longed for that moment when he
would see and feel for himself the experience of phazing. His mind
was awash with information, he could not absorb all of the sudden
deluge of happenings, the light, the colours, the exotic almost
erotic warm embrace of the coil; I too had forgotten their
exquisite touch. Something had changed though, only subtly but a
change all the same, so slight and yet so complete. Of course Sytos
was unaware of the darkness and its revelations, the creation of
the earth and the deviation into an alternative evolutionary tract
that could so easily have been ours. Neither could he have known of
the true beauty of the path through history and the jump through
the deepest folds of space, time and reality. The soft vivid ever
shifting spectral haze that transcends the barriers between all
levels of reality and existence, the whispers and their strange
placid tones and their unearthly guidance. Now there was more. Even
here that lost, soulless, wailing voice was calling once more,
calling in a way beyond all comprehension, beyond normal reception.
Perhaps for that reason alone Sytos had been lucky, to have not
known the loss of what had been, the savage beauty of the region
that lay beyond all rational levels of thought. To him it was still
a glittering jewel whose great beauty outshone all others. To me it
was the last dying embers of a once majestic fire.

He is coming.

A great wall barred his journey east. A vast
monolith stretched wide across a river basin, its purpose long
forgotten, its body now in the final stages of decay. Above the
Hoover Dam suspended on an imaginary thread floats a pulsing ball
of light, the portent opens. Wrapped in his fraying fibres the
earth master approaches; he knows the portent and of its purpose
here on earth, he is not afraid for it has not come for him. The
early morning sun sparkled on the still surface of the artificial
lake, its level far below that of its working past. Steadily he
approaches showing no signs of apprehension; he pays no heed to the
pulsing orb as it begins to grow in time with its own steady
pulsing rhythm. Arcs of lightning whipped across its swollen face,
growing in their fever, eager to do their master's bidding. He nods
his head, accepting what is to be as a perfunctory act of
normality.

A giant finger of energy struck hard into
the dam, linking the portent to it by a living thread of pure
lightning. White hot blasts of concrete and steel scattered as the
finger searched for a suitable hold. The orb began to hum softly
like a contented bee, building swiftly into the drone of an angry
swarm. Round and around the orb swung, whirling like a slingshot
primed with a great boulder, ready to be launched into the face of
Goliath. The portent swung on its arc one final time before burying
itself deep into the face of the dam.

For one brief second the world stood still,
poised breathlessly waiting for the second coming. Wait no more.
One shattering explosive crack and the Hoover Dam ceased to be,
reduced to atoms, washed away by the surging force of millions and
millions of gallons of water rushing headlong into the shallow base
of the Colorado River to where the earth master waited, arms open
wide ready to embrace the rushing wall of water.

The deafening roar passed swiftly by him,
almost ignoring him as mere inconsequential matter; and still he
came, clear of the river, clear of the dam, clear of the portent
that shrank meekly back into whatever dimension it was that held
its powers at bay. East he travelled, slow but sure, east across
the lifeless wastes of America, east to whatever drew him
there.

Two hours later on that same day I stood at
the point where I had first met my brother Perone, the brother that
I never knew existed. It was there that I left Sytos, while I
checked below to see if I could get the spore taken care of. Mother
was waiting; she smiled softly, her warm glow the only light in the
building.

“Tupelo, you have returned.
I am glad to see that you are well,” Mother's speech was slow and a
little slurred.

“What is wrong? Is the
power down?” I stepped closer, “How are Perone and the
others?”

“They are fine. All that is
required now is for you to complete the download process. More is
required of you for the program to run successfully, I will need a
greater depth of release this time so that I can fully align the
others.”

“Never mind them for a
moment, what is wrong with you? Has D-Day managed to infiltrate
your systems?” I asked, urgently scanning the monitors.

“I believe so. The power
unit is of the same type of bio-chip, the supply system is
unstable. I have taken the street off line to protect them. So long
as their tubes remain intact, no harm will come to them. Tupelo, I
do not know how long I have left until my reserves drain
completely. I will have to shut down my external image if I am to
remain operational. I must have more power in order to finish the
project. Switching off visual, you will have to use the manual
entry system.”

“There is no need. I can
supply you with enough power. What I need to know is, is it safe
down here for humans? I have Sytos with me, he can help
us.”

“If you can bring the
doctor straight here then I will use up some f my power to clear
the spore from the room,” she winked, “Just give me five minutes to
prime my laser sweep.”

“You've got it. I'll go and
get Sytos,” I began to phaze as Mother's lasers swept across every
surface of the room, “I'll sort you out when I return. In five
then.”

Sytos was standing in the little shade that
there was, looking west. His eyes were open wide despite the
intense glare of the sun, he was still, transfixed by an unseen
force. I entered his body, probing his mind for his thoughts. At
first I thought that he had vacated his body: his mind was
completely blank, his body was in an almost catatonic state, only
the barest minimum of life was evident. Until he spoke.

“He is coming,” his mind
echoed with the hollow resonance of a discorporate soul. “I hear
you. We will be waiting. You will be here soon. There is much to be
done. We await your arrival,” the trancelike state had ended,
whatever had caused that sudden unexpected lapse of normality had
gone, his bodily functions were fully restored to normal. I left
his body to its own devices and spoke directly to his mind, gently,
barely a whisper so as not to startle him.

“Sytos,” I scarcely
breathed the words, “Sytos, are you ready to go? Mother is waiting
for us.” He gave almost no visible or audible sign of
acknowledgement, but what little motion he did give I took for
affirmative.

Mother was pale now, almost an apparition in
blue like the palest of water colour skies floating on an imaginary
horizon. I left Sytos' body and entered Mother, her warm electron
charged circuits were a maze of pulsing avenues all charged with
direction and energy, but the life-force was fading fast. I
searched quickly for the infectious virus tracing its malevolent
signals back to their source in the control room. A small panel
bearing only one solitary bio-chip its only purpose to cause chaos
and confusion. I charged its circuits with my own energies forcing
it to overload; the damage was done, the system rapidly cleansed
itself of the perpetrator. Vaccinated and immunised, Mother was
quickly able to regenerate her lost power and rekindle the embers
that dwelled in Alphabeta Street. I returned to the main chamber to
find Sytos revitalised and deep in conversation with Mother.

“… is it possible for you
to do this?” He asked with a smile big enough to engulf his entire
face.

“Yes, but it will require
the use of the secondary data banks behind you,” Sytos turned to
the dull lifeless panel behind him. “Once I have initiated the
alignment sequence for the Street, then I shall commence with your
request.”

“Good, then let us waste no
time,” Sytos turned his attention to me, “It is all down to you
now, Tupelo. Do whatever it is that you have to in order to
download. Then at last after all of these years the project can
enter its final phase. “

“Sure,” I said, “But if I
could not manage to download all of me last time, how am I supposed
to manage it this time around?” I looked over to Mother who was now
fully recharged, “Do you have any ideas?”

She smiled, “I have two pre-programmed
methods, but I think that you would prefer to enter me one more
time and send out your thoughts from the inside, as you may not
like the alternatives,” She looked over to Sytos then back at me,
still smiling.

“What are the suggested
alternatives?” I asked, guessing that they would not be very
pleasant.

“Laser dissection and
molecular degeneration,” a short pause followed, “The choice is
entirely yours.”

“Move aside, Mother, I'm
coming in,” without hesitation I phazed directly into the core of
the Alphabeta Street control system searching for the required
procedure. The experience of total discorporation, the division of
the form, the soul and the form-field is one that I shall always
remember.

TRANSCENDENTAL KNOWLEDGE

Millions of years had passed peaceably by
before mankind had dragged himself out of the evolutionary soup and
in that time much knowledge had been gained by all of the living
things that had evolved and since succumbed to the whys and
wherefores of the world. All things on all planes of their
respective existences, living and otherwise, all matter had
substance of one form or another, therefore it all existed, it all
had experience; this is what makes knowledge. This great timeless
knowledge had been stored in the form-fields of all of those
entities that ever lived, thereby creating a recording of their
individual existences, a recording of all of their various
interactions the knowledge of 'being'. All forms of life are
superficial to the essence of being. That is to say that whatever
body a soul may occupy, it is only the vessel in which it has
chosen to live out that spell of life, as only the soul is
immortal, the form dies and returns unto the soil, the form-field
dwells in a kind of eternal limbo waiting to be re-absorbed into
another form thus creating those moments of déjà vu. The soul
however transcends all life taking with it any knowledge that was
gained in that 'life' thereby creating a knowledge that transcends
all being, an eternal, immortal thought. Such thoughts are present
within all of us; only very few creatures ever discover their
existence - the absolute truth.

Many men look unto the heavens for their
inspiration seeking perhaps some form of divine influence; fools,
all of them, they have only to search themselves for the answers
that they seek, God is busy with more important things than the
individual desires of one insignificant individual. Life is a
spiritual journey; man had missed out on much of his own spiritual
development due to his greed and wastefulness, and of course the
minor intervention of the great plague of 2116. Since that time
very few men have ever searched for the true meaning to their
shallow existence, choosing instead to take whatever they could get
as often as was physically possible. In all of those past centuries
only one man had found the truth, the earth master, the bringer of
that truth and with it the justice - the bearer of the portent.

He is coming.

Why am I telling you all of this seemingly
inconsequential nonsense? Well, my learned friends, if all of this
is nonsense then pray tell me how it is that when so many people
have the same thought or belief, then that event shall surely
occur. Remember also that I am talking from a great experience for
I am your future, past and present, so just trust me OK.

After I had downloaded my mind into Mother
the first time I had done little more than pass on a few of my
deepest, darkest thoughts. It was not until I had entered Mother
for the second time with the intention of furthering the
development of the Street that I discovered the way in which to
release my very 'being' into the others. Not only were we all
living breathing beings, but we were also stored as computer
back-ups, duplicate programmes in the event of any failures in the
field, any neurological disorders or collapses, no losses to our
ranks could have been afforded or else our purpose could not have
been fulfilled. Empty minds in warm shells were all that my
brethren were until I gave them that shot of life that would
forever change the way of mankind. Their own form-fields blended
with my own into one vast transcendental knowledge, one all level
existence, one life in twenty-six minds, subconscious power
multiplied to the nth degree, the power over reality, but what use
would it have been without him?

A great weight off my mind, an old saying
maybe, but never a truer word had been spoken. With the
discorporation of all of our souls into one new collective
knowledge we were a new life, ready for that final purpose. Now I
could see what a good thing D-Day had been, how it had been
orchestrated by a force beyond that of mankind, a force far greater
than any that man could have dreamed up, the force of being, the
raw power of transcendental existence. To believe is to be, to be
is to believe - the key to the answer that only He would know.

Man could never have guessed that the
collective power of his own thoughts would have brought him to such
a despairing end, so much misery and suffering which in turn fed
the collective thought with even greater force. The thought of
impending disaster -Armageddon - had long been predicted; almost
since the first day that man had learnt to communicate he had
talked of 'the end'. Now his deepest fears and thoughts had finally
betrayed him, he had conjured up the magician itself, the master of
the vanishing act, the portent, the gateway to beyond. It too was
coming as surely as man had collectively summoned it, there was no
going back: the road to hell had no exits and only one end, down a
long slippery slide into the great abyss, headlong into oblivion. A
great transcendental being, God if you so desire, once dwelled in
the darkness that was the void. It toyed with the idea of mortal
life and decided 'so let it be'. The universe was born and into it
passed the great being's inarguable knowledge of being, the great
knowledge, a knowledge that would transcend all existence, all
dimensions and all planes of reality. Eventually, after many
millennia that knowledge reached an apelike being that claimed
that all knowledge was his own and belonged to no other; how wrong
he was. As a consequence to his inability to accept the truth, his
deliverance was decided, the cleansing had begun, only those that
'knew' would be able to transcend the barriers to what lay beyond.
So let it be.

They were coming, we shall all be
cleansed.

JOURNEYMAN THINKER

Long had he dwelled in the valley of death
beneath a glaring sun with only his will to survive as reason
enough to live. Now he was being called. Man was calling to him
through the collective subconscious of his fears. He was coming and
with him the portent. His frail body hidden by the swathes of old
rough fabrics that he had found to clothe himself in. Tattered and
torn but far from beaten, he had endured great hardship in his
quest for the truth, a truth which he had found and of which he had
an undeniable belief. He would bring that truth to those that he
knew would understand and who could help, all others were
inconsequential and would therefore be cleansed.

Porto Pefiasco, a place where a few men had
fought against the elements to live as they had chosen, without
computers, without the Synths, without the omnipresent Green.
Isolated from the world they had returned to the earth, choosing to
live as nature had intended. It was they who had felt the coming
and it was they who had summoned the portent, they who almost
believed, who had almost discovered the truth - almost.

An old man had watched the new star in the
sky, he had watched it weave its way down from the heavens to the
earth, and he knew. Gently rocking in a hand hewn chair, its rough
rockers clonked noisily as they bumped to and fro, pulling the new
star closer with every rocking motion. Down from the heavens,
summoned by man's desire for the end, it had come to cleanse. It
had come to Porto Pefiasco where the old man waited and watched,
his acquiescence had prepared him for this moment and he was as
ready as ever he could have been. So let it be.

A light wind was blowing through the
streets, swirling the drifts of sand and dust into miniature
Tornados that raced across the village to a central point,
gathering at the harbour's centre. Each of them guided by an unseen
hand that drew them into an ever growing body; silently the old man
watched while others around him ran in fear for their meaningless
lives. Two solid beams of light descended from the Portent, as cold
as the ice that chilled the heart of man. The filthy waters of the
ocean froze at its touch into a crystal pathway. The portent eased
its way forward towards the growing tornado that now had substance
as real the force that had brought it to be. As the portent drew
nearer to the angry swirling mass of the tornado it began to edge
its way into the town, inland ahead of its driver, forwards towards
the mouth of the Colorado River. As the first of the portent's
beams reached out to touch the tornado, it quivered like an insect
antennae, only stabilising mildly as the other beam joined in the
ensuing affray. The eye of the storm froze, icy fingers poked out
through the swirling mass as it towed its guiding light. Icy barbs
rained out from the tornado freezing all that they touched: people,
buildings, cart even the earth itself, everything. The old man sat
and waited his turn which would surely come soon. As the great
devil's chariot rolled by, nothing was spared, nothing escaped the
freezing rain.

In the wake of the aftermath of the night,
Porto Pefiasco was transformed into an ice model of its former
self, streets of ice, buildings, dirt, people all frozen, all held
captive in their last motion. Silence stalked the town in an eerie
cool breath. On a porch step outside the last house on the edge of
town, an old man made of ice rocked in the passing breeze of the
demon's chariot. Porto Pefiasco was only the start that night would
be the last night that the old western seaboard would ever see.
From the mouth of the Colorado River all the way up to the Mexican
border headed for San Bernardino, across the west end of the Mojave
Desert up to Fresno, to Sacramento until it finally returned to the
sea at Eureka over the coastal range. There it let the captive
tornado go to its watery grave. For a few moments it lingered,
looking down its icy causeway that led all the way back to the Gulf
of California, back to Porto Pefiasco and its preserved life, there
it pondered its next move. A bright moon glistened on the causeway,
its clear light penetrating through the ice revealing the steady
rippling motion beneath, a motion that grew and grew until the
surface of the causeway undulated with a rhythmic pulse, slowly
edging the causeway towards the sea. The giant caterpil1ar causeway
rippled over the land, freezing all that it touched into shimmering
silken permafrost. By morning the land had gone, the portent too;
all of those ancient towns and cities had turned to ice, a silent
polar paradise.

As the great beast failed to rise on D-Day,
the western coast began its solar terraforming; the first droplets
of water ran like the tears of a crocodile looking into the dry
river bed, the tears ran down the great ice monuments as the sun
licked at the giant lollipop.

West of Las Vegas the journey began, out of
Death Valley he came heading east. First stop Las Vegas the city of
dust, then on to the Hoover Dam, atomised to nothing, the third
victim of the portent. Ever eastward along the floor of the Grand
Canyon and out across the Painted Desert over the Arizona border
and into a place called Gallup, New Mexico where once again the
portent arose. This time at the call of the earth master himself,
he had need to talk to his mentor and guide.

He sat cross legged waiting for his thoughts
to clear, for his mind to open. He had not long to wait. His
breathing slowed to nothing as his outward breath met the
equilibrium of his inward breath, he entered the trance, eyes
closed, he summoned his silent accomplice - the portent. From his
mind came a vision, a tower in the desert upon which he stood alone
with a shining light to show the world that he, the earth master
was coming. That message grew in force, a force that was the
essence of the portent. All those who gazed upon it would be
cleansed in preparation for the final and absolute phaze. The earth
master raised his head, maintaining his inner equilibrium, he began
to levitate. Beneath him danced the falling grains of sand that had
journeyed with him, grains as old as the earth itself, as old as
time, all a part of that transcendental being, all a part of that
knowledge that had shaped us all; such is the interconnectedness of
life. Above him the portent, below him a layer of pure air and
beneath that was a rising mound of earth pushing him higher and
higher from the ties that bound him to the material world, freeing
him to be one with his mentor, one with the earth. From within him
he spread his form-field linking his own to that of the earth as
Lyne had once done on that lost paradise; once linked they shared a
common life, a duality, the great unification.

A soft hollow voice tinged with sadness and
a great longing moaned uneasily in the stillness of the night.
“Soon,” it repeated over and over as it rose up to where the master
sat, locked in his trance-like state speaking the unspoken word
unto his teacher. Shining like a beacon into the night, the portent
charged with power blinked on. Traces of cool blue lightning arced
within it dancing the night away, a warning beacon of what was yet
to come.

“Soon,” the voice spoke
once more before falling back into the mists of time. “Soon,” yes
soon it would come. I hear you, master and await your arrival, your
instructions and guidance. Soon earth master we shall meet, soon.
To his right lay his staff, old and gnarled to his left the open
night air. He rose serenely to his feet; his movement a single
silken motion made without any conscious control, his eyes remained
closed to the world. High above the ground with his staff raised
aloft, arms spread wide, the earth master summoned the portent.
Spiralling ever closer, it came until at last It reached the tip of
his staff, at last the three great powers were united, the earth,
the mind and the driving force of fear. The portent began to glow,
charged with the powers of life itself, beckoned by the fear of the
mind, driven by the desire of the earth, a desire to be free of
that cancerous plague called man.

Long had the earth suffered at the hands of
that most malevolent of creatures. A creature that had plundered
her every resource, poisoned her seas, drained her lands and burned
her skies with his vile acids, no more shall he defile her, no
more, mankind, you have cashed in your chips and the banker is
calling time.

A midnight sky as black as the oceans was
streaked with the purple forks of the portent's awesome power, a
power that arced out for a thousand miles before plunging back into
the welcoming arms of mother earth. A fiery claw trembling with
anticipation; the time was drawing near, her time; her long awaited
moment would come as surely as the sun would rise.

“Behold the portent. The
symbol of man's fear, the bringer of man's dark desires. The tool
by which you, mankind, shall be cleansed,” the words were softly
whispered into the cloudless night, whispered from a long suffering
lady unto an uncaring world that would not hear her words, even if
they had chosen to. “Your ignorance shall be your downfall. I will
have your wretched lives for all of those innocent creatures that
you have destroyed. What little life-energies that you still posses
I shall take to fuel the phoenix that is to come. So long mankind
but I no longer need you.”

In time he would be here with Sytos, Mother
and I - we knew that for sure, maybe we always had known from the
very beginning.

October 7th 3027. D-Day has gone, a
frightened world dares to wake and face another uncertainty,
another day of fear. Journeyman awoke, brushing the dust from his
face he looked into the already baking sun, he nodded his head,
pulled himself onto his feet with the aid of his staff, turning he
beckoned the portent. The Journeyman journeyed on, on a journey
that would take him across America through New Mexico, Texas,
Oklahoma, Arkansas, Louisiana on through Mississippi and Alabama
until at last he would reach Florida, the sunshine state; we were
waiting.

He was coming.

ONE LAST LOOK

Three of the longest days of my life had
just passed. Never, not for as long as I can remember have I ever
had to endure such a wide variety of bizarre scenes; the utter
collapse of man, the rise of the robots and the reclaiming of the
earth. Those scenes together with the stasis of the other earth,
the world that had been the home of the Homosaurs, a world where
man was a part of his world, not the self-imposed master - of
destruction - a world where I was destined. I could not resist the
pull of that once fertile Eden. As I neared the end of my journey
the time lines ceased their frantic twisting serpentine motion.
Instead they remained totally static, even their usually
metamorphic colours had paled into insignificance. The sad hollow
voice had ceased its echoing wail of misery and despair. How
different that world was: there was no longer any severance of land
and sea; there were no truly defined colours. The sky was in
constant turmoil forever folding in upon itself then billowing back
out in a short burst of breath. The ground beneath my feet, such as
it was, cracked and flaked, oozed a thick sticky fluid from the
fresh fissures, quickly drying up to re-seal the wounds. I knelt
down and placed my hands on the ground; I could feel warmth rising
from within and a pulse, rhythmic but low. Far below the fragile
crust, beat the heart of the eternal mother. She was still alive, a
chrysalis pupating. Day and night had ceased to be any more;
instead they had been substituted for an ambient light of poor
luminosity. A steady grey light pervaded where the two blues of the
horizon used to be. Mist was rolling in from all directions,
drawing a mystical veil over the land, a land of the dreaming
sea.

“Sleep well my friends, we
shall meet again if not in this life, then perhaps in another.
Dream of me and I will be with you so that we may be together once
more. Farewell, my earth, I must return to my own world for I have
much to do, as I am sure you have too,” I bade my fondest farewell
and phazed for home.

Across the cold and lifeless void
transcending the barriers of time and the folds of space, the word
was out; 'Stay clear of earth, the planet is unstable. There is
danger to all life forms.' The vibes of a dying world, the man
responsible was running for his life.

The only light in the space platform came
from the warning lights that flashed ominously throughout the
silent corridors where Dexter played his game of cat and mouse. He
could feel his heart trying to tear itself free from his body as
the heavy pounding of his feet upon the grid-iron floors rang out
in defiance against the bleating of the sirens. Red, blue and amber
lights spun across the walls like alien eyes searching for life.
Blood ran steadily from an earlier wound to Dexter's ear where a
Synth had slammed his head hard into his beloved keyboard, pinned
tightly into an alcove he waited regaining his breath, the fox
attempted to hide from the hunters.

Dexter's breath came in sporadic gasps, deep
gulps of dry stale air pushing his lungs to the edge of collapse,
but still his madness drove him on. Behind him a screen door hissed
open; a Synth stepped out into the sweeping lights its unblinking
eyes fixed upon the panting creature that was once a man. Bloody
hands wiped away the rivulets of sweat, clothes tattered from the
many falls he had taken; bloody and beaten Dexter, the insane
contemplated his last fleeting moments. Soon he would fall no more.
The Synth closed in, signalling the other hunters of Dexter's
location. Dexter jerked his head around, the cold heartless stare
of the Synth drove his heart that little bit faster and gave new
life to those tired aching limbs. He ran, ran for his life knowing
all along that there was nowhere that he could really hide, the
pack was closing in.

Run, Dexter run, but try as you might you
will never escape the hunters; they know your every move. Remember,
Dexter, your link with the Green, you cannot escape the all-knowing
Green, you two are one. Run, Dexter, run.

Stumbling along in the darkness with his
heart in his mouth Dexter was running on the edge of terror, his
hair matted with sweat and blood, his hands flopped uselessly by
his sides, his mind echoing still with that maniacal laughter of
the insane. His body was weak and faltering unlike his cold
calculating adversaries, their mechanical souls ticked-over with an
indifferent beat. In space no one can hear you scream. Dexter
cried, wept the bitter-sweet tears of a child lost in a never
ending nightmare. He slumped against a wall, leaving a trail of
cold sweat and blood as he slid listlessly to the floor. He was
beaten, there was nowhere to run to any more but then again there
never was. He could not go on any more could he? Not without any
purpose. No more sirens, no more alien eyes cutting through the
darkness, nothing but the silence of the void and the soft padding
footsteps coming nearer and nearer, closing in. With each step the
rattle of the grid-iron floor, chink, chink, chink, stop.

Eureka! A clear thought broke through the
ether in a lucid moment, an answer perhaps, a way out, the centre
deck - the laboratory. But have you already forgotten your
omnipresent foe, the Green. Now it knows where you are headed
Dexter, now it knows. Your thoughts have betrayed you.

Up and gone heading straight for the
footsteps, his feet barely touching the floor in his eagerness to
escape. The arms of the Synth closed in a crab-like motion but
Dexter had ducked the embrace. He shouldered the android beneath
its arms sending it off balance, crashing to the floor, he was
free, but for how long? The chase was on again. Run, Dexter,
run.

The fallen Synth pushed itself back against
the wall and pulled itself up onto its feet, it continued its
previous course past the point where Dexter had been hiding. It
blinked, its eyes illuminated cutting through the darkness like two
small searchlights, each independent from the other, each of them
searching. The right eye locked on to its target followed swiftly
by the left one, both of them lighting the small ventilation
grille. Tattered fingers forced their way through the fine mesh,
they curled and gripped tightly. It pulled with a sudden jerk at
the grille, but it refused to yield. Mini servos whined as they
were charged with an extra shot of power, the Synth pulled again,
the extra force ripped the grille from its mounting with such
suddenness that it almost felled the Synth. It leaned forwards and
stared down the open ventilation shaft. It threw down the grille
and climbed head first into the shaft that was barely big enough to
take its compact form.

Riveted steel panels flashed by in the beams
of the Synth's eyes as it free fell towards its goal. Eight floors
down, straight down: six floors, five floors, four, three, two.
Slamming its hands hard against the smooth steel walls of the shaft
the Synth commenced its braking strategy. The flesh on its hands
began to smoke as it rapidly heated and peeled off in hot sticky
flakes, exposing the inner steel. Sparks flew in an ear piercing
screech as steel fought steel for supremacy, a hot smell of plastic
and oil swirled in the shaft behind the descending droid, it spread
its 1egs to aid its deceleration increasing the pressure to ensure
its success. It was enough, just enough to leave its head level
with a horizontal shaft, it reached out and began to claw at the
slippery steel shaft, its melted fingers squealing on the flat
surface. Like a mechanical snake it wriggled into the next shaft
clawing its way along towards the beckoning grille. One well placed
punch and the grille was gone.

Heart lodged firmly in his throat, Dexter
the demigod strode blindly through the dark corridors twisting and
turning, hoping to shake off the non-existent assailant; if only he
had looked back over his shoulder then he would have known in an
instant that he was just running scared. Running from his fears and
nothing more. One more turn Dexter, one more short corridor and you
are home, push it Dexter, run. He knew he was close now, knew that
the laboratory was there. Dexter halted with a sudden thud. Unable
to judge distance, in the total dark he had walked straight into
the screen door. Heart pounding faster he fumbled in the dark for
the door's manual release, a hiss of air and the door was open,
just an inch or two, enough for Dexter to get his fingers in and
pull the door back wide enough for him to squeeze through. Almost
there now Dexter, almost, careful now. Dexter slid in through the
narrow gap, keeping his back to the wall he edged his way
anticlockwise around the room. He knew the room well, it was his
favourite place and his objective was near. He took another
tentative step, his foot slipped from under him making his heart
leap a little higher into his mouth. What was it? What had he
stepped on? Think Dexter, think. He tapped his foot on the object,
it rattled with a slight buzz. What was it Dexter, think, a grille,
a ventilation grille. He bent down to check out his guess, just
barely avoiding the closing arms of the Synth that was still stuck
in the ventilation shaft. It pulled at the surrounding walls trying
to wrench itself free. Not wanting to miss out on its prize the
Synth dug its fingers into the walls and pulled hard, momentarily
forgetting about its purpose.

“You fool!” Dexter said
aloud to himself, “the damn Green. It must know all of my thoughts,
my every move,” that thought angered him, “damn you, you imbecile!”
He cursed under his breath, hoping that his mutterings would
conceal his true thoughts from the Green, there was always that
slim chance, wasn't there?

Dexter grabbed the fallen grille firmly in
both hands. Rising sharply to his feet and whirling around,
bringing the grille up with perfect accuracy, catching the
struggling droid on the bridge of its nose with one comer of the
grille. Again and again he slammed the grille into the face of the
droid with an inhuman speed, tearing its face open. Fluids pumped
out from the wound, the only weak point in the Synth's armour, a
deliberate design flaw just in case any synth went haywire. After a
few short seconds it was all over for the Synth, frozen in its last
grasping motion. One down three to go could he do it? He just
might, mightn't he?

He was not afraid any more, the killing had
taken away all of his fear, that rush of adrenaline had hyped up
his system. He was sharp again, clear thinking - that would have to
stop at once should the Green find out. Two steps forward, reach
out to the right, up, there; you have it snugly in your palm, a
fully charged hand blaster. His fingers closed around the neatly
formed weapon, he smiled still talking gibberish nonsense, still
confusing the Green, it was working, wasn't it? Three more steps
forward, face left and kneel down, find that handle Dexter, grab
it, pull, harder, there nice and easy now Dexter, nice and easy.
Click-clack; pop up the lid. A manic grin broke across his fevered
face, the face of a demon sitting on top of its dying victim, his
face glowing in the harsh red light that shone from the case that
he had just opened.

A simple device, crude but effective.
Something from the past, not a part of the space station at all.
The box, seemingly innocent, hid a deep hideous sin. The yellow and
black chequered symbol meant nothing to the Green or to the Synth
that stood silently watching from the other end of the laboratory,
it watched intently as it pigeon-stepped towards the hunched figure
of Dexter. The box was open, Dexter tapped at a small numerical
keypad, six, six, six and enter, He sat back, he no longer cared
about what happened anymore, there was no hurry he still had a
couple of minutes to get to the antechamber and into one of the
emergency escape pods. The Green could keep its precious space
platform; it could keep its bloody useless world it could keep it
all.

A movement to his right caught his eye, a
shuffling foot, he tried to move but he was too slow, too
complacent. Pain shot through his head as the Synth's fingers
closed over his skull in a harsh claw-like grip that lift lifted
him easily from the floor. Dexter reached up to try and pull the
claw from his scalp but to no avail. He held on to the hand that
held him clear of the floor, the deep pain drove him to think hard,
think fast. He lowered one hand to his waist to where he had tucked
the blaster, his last hope. Another hand closed on his should, he
felt his collar bone crack under the intense pressure, pain like he
had never felt before. The Synth handled him roughly around so that
they were facing each other, eye to eye. The Synth looked at him
quizzically, unable to comprehend the peculiar gnashing grimace
that had taken over Dexter's countenance. His eyes half closed in a
squint as he fought against the tide of pain. He must get the gun,
he fumbled at his belt. Crack. His shoulder disintegrated, the
Synth was only playing games. Curious as to how many other strange
faces Dexter was capable of, it mimicked every face that he made.
Dexter puckered his lips.

“Kish, kish!” He forced out
against the pain. The android did as he was asked, all the time the
clock in the box was ticking down.

“Now kiss this.” The blast
tore into the Synth's stomach fusing a few wires. Another blast,
its body rocked, another blast, another and again, the smouldering
Synth jerked pushing Dexter towards the door, towards his freedom.
The Synth rocked and swayed a while, stiffened then fell over the
box.

One minute.

Dexter pulled himself up onto his feet with
the aid of his usable arm. He looked around at the Synth lying in a
pool of its own fluids, bathed in the red light of the box. Dexter
raised the blaster one more time and fired at the Synth, the blast
breaking the hapless machine in two, spewing its innards out in a
smouldering mass. He fired at it again. Laughing, he turned around.
THUD. A vicious fist pummelled into his face cracking his head
against the wall, breaking the bio-chip and bursting his head like
a pimple. The fist withdrew dripping with a slimy mixture of blood
and bodily mucus. Dexter felt his heart stop with a sudden jolt as
the second blow opened his mind to the world robbing him of his
moment of triumph. Blind eyes stared into the face of his killer,
Dexter's hands clenched into fists in a final impulsive twitch.
Blast after blast spat from the weapon ripping into the floor
beneath the Synth. Dexter's blood spattered onto the floor as the
Synth tossed his rag doll body back into the laboratory. It stopped
and waited for its next instruction, an instruction that never
came.

Thirty seconds.

A small fire born of the blaster's energy
spread its wings beneath the floor as it began to take flight of
the station. Fiery light flickered around the room dancing on the
corpses in an eerie glow. Thick smoke boiled up into the room
covering everything with its choking pall.

Twenty seconds.

In the main control room a solitary light
illuminated on the control console, a pitiful beep signalled the
initialisation of a new command. The virus had entered its third
and final phaze.

Ten seconds.

Outside in the cold of space, drawn like a
moth to a flame, the Synth waited with the patience of a vulture;
waiting for breakfast in hell.

In the beginning there was the void, it was
total and all-consuming. From within the darkness there came a
voice and that voice said unto the nothingness, “Let there be
light. “

A new star was born.

A brilliant white light shone albeit briefly
throughout the void. How swiftly it expanded casting out its
intense heat in one giant shock wave. A tremendous display of
colours ranging through the entire spectral range in an instant,
then came the heat - that of a miniature sun with only a few
fleeting seconds of life to endure. On the surface of the planet
below the last remnants of the human race looked unto the heavens
that glowed a fiery red beneath the roar of God. 'Armageddon,'
thought man, his thoughts gathering together forming the single
voice of fear, 'this is the end of the world. We shall all burn in
hell.' Never wish upon a star, your dreams just might come true and
in the light of the portent anything was possible.

LAND OF GLASS

Of all the great atrocities that man had
ever initiated, for whatever pointless excuse, none could have
carried such a long term effect as the total annihilation of the
Middle East.

Many millions of degrees of heat had been
unleashed on that September day way back in 1997. How many millions
of innocents perished on that day in the name of peace, how many
more have perished since that day because of that thoughtless
action? What price had man paid? The development of mankind
faltered on that fateful day, his future was to have been shaped by
a revolutionary thinker born of that region that was once known as
The Valley of the Kings.

DEATH MAY SLAY WITH HIS WINGS WHOEVER
DISTURBS THE PHARAOH'S PEACE. A warning that was over three
thousand years old when man destroyed the great pyramids, three
thousand years before the tomb of the boy king had been defiled.
Now the land of glass, made so by the heat of the nuclear fires,
was at last showing the first signs of recovery however unnatural
they may have been. A prophecy of death, a warning long ignored,
the wings of death beat with a rhythmic pulse deep within the heart
of the portent that now hovered over the Valley of the Kings,
drawing upon the mystical powers of the ancient Egyptians. Power
beyond that of mere mankind, a power of countless lost millennia,
the power to create as well as to destroy.

Many mysteries have been born of the ancient
pyramids of Egypt, many connected to the sciences of man:
astronomy, astrology, prophecy, the power to heal, the power to
kill and to preserve. But no one had discovered the real truth,
perhaps the greatest mystery of them all - the focus of the power
of life, the point where life itself, all life, could be controlled
and created. The birth place of new civilisations; they had offered
the bodies of their kings and their queens in return for the power,
but they had failed to find the ultimate truth of being, the key
that unlocks the power. The Valley of the Kings was far from
unique, there were many such sites upon the surface of the earth
where the power could be located in its raw essence, where it could
be tapped and tamed. But none were as potent as the great pyramids;
their purpose was to focus the power so that it may be charged and
directed. The portent drew on that power pushing its own energies
beyond the forced dread of mankind, a force that only the pagan
witches of Olde England could have understood for they alone had
the knowledge and they alone knew who kept the power, their day
would come, the great lady would have her day.

The nuclear glass-lands were shifting, small
fissures etched hairline trails throughout the lands of Luxor and
as far north as Cairo. The power was returning to the earth, the
power of re-creation. The sands of time were falling fast from the
hourglass, man's time on earth was grinding down.

SHOCK WAVES

Days passed with the frequency of hours on a
restless earth. Man it seemed had re-learned the art of survival,
small pockets of a hardened creed had return to basics. The fear
had ebbed away, eroded by the need to survive, pushed back into the
crevices of the subconscious mind, but, the portent had remained as
the guest of a far superior intellect. Man had abandoned all of his
previous necessary electronic luxury, sussing out the root cause of
his woes, the Green, the great provider. Anything that possessed
even the simplest of biochips was discarded in the fear that it
would bring the Synths knocking on their doors. Arms had been
found: every living human carried at least one weapon. Some
vehicles had been altered, their computers stripped out and
replaced by simple manual controls, man was fighting back against
an adversary that he had created, an adversary that was superior
not only in strength but also in sheer numbers. Down but not out,
man prepared for worse.

Many thousands of people had fled the city
choosing to brave the elements where they could at least see the
enemy approaching. Man on the outside looking in upon the Synths
looking out, hunters watching the plains waiting for their prey to
come as surely they would as the only source of sustenance was in
the city. Plasbo was the only source of nutrition and that was fast
running out. The Green was hungry too; it needed those rare trace
elements, the few mineral metals that lingered within the fragile
bodies of men. More flesh was needed, the Green's central control
systems were rapidly deteriorating as it used up more and more of
those invaluable elements in a vain attempt to maintain its
operational equilibrium. It was dying a little bit more each day,
dying by degree, the whole world was dying and the world was dying
for man to die.

Life goes on, ever onward, ever developing,
a continual evolutionary process, nothing ever stays the same the
world is forever changing, moving toward its pre-destined
conclusion. That time of change was at hand.

Sangre de Cristo Mountains. Los Alamos. New
Mexico. At the southern end of the range he stands, in a shallow
valley facing north into the might of the mountains. The power of
the portent was about to be unleashed again. Behold the portent,
the great tool of the greatest of minds, behold the master that
wields the great instrument of the earth. Behold the mountains the
great wonder of the world, great and defiant to the elements, they
stroke the clouds with their craggy fingers capped with knuckles of
the whitest snow. He looks unto the mountains and through them as
though they were nothing at all.

So be it.

A pulsing orb descended from the heavens
unto the earth burying its mighty form into the crisp soil of the
valley absorbing the very essence of nature itself, drawing that
essence into own being it would bring the mountains to heel.
Tremors greater than any ever felt before during man's time on
earth spread throughout the mountain range, west to Nevada, south
to Mexico, north into the provinces of Canada and east to the very
heart of the beast. A warning to its Green heart, a warning of what
lies in store. A great pounding resonated throughout the United
States of America, a pounding so hard and so heavy that it shook
the walls of Histus and disturbed the deep drifts of dust that lay
within the crumbling cities. That day new waves rolled off the
western seaboard out into the Pacific Ocean, out to the world,
telling all and sundry of the stirring forces that motioned within.
He turned his back upon the mountains and the portent that throbbed
within their core. East, forever east he came, the mountains would
hinder him no longer, for as he approached they shrank away back
into the heartland that had spawned them all those countless
millennia ago. The clock was ticking down - slowing down - soon the
retros would ignite and time would run backwards, back to swamps
and the steaming mire of creation.

BOOM.. BOOM.. BOOM.. The pounding rang out,
shaking the very foundations of the mountains breaking up the solid
mass of rock and stone, tearing the mighty peaks apart in
preparation for the terraforming to commence. BOOM.. BOOM.. BOOM..
pounded the heart of the beast, disturbed by the distant thumping
beat of the mountains. Alien thoughts flickered across the fragile
fibres of the Green's decaying bio-cells, thoughts and feelings -
yes they were more like feelings than thoughts - of fear, a new
concept for the Green to compute: what was fear? It did not know
but it could feel something that it did not enjoy. Two Synth units
boarded their respective Peecees that were about to be dispatched
to seek out the source of the disturbance. Two giant floating war
machines loaded with a thousand Synths in each one set forth for
the distant mountains of Colorado and New Mexico, a short journey
in such swift craft, short and ultimately terminal.

External cameras relayed the journey in
graphic detail back to Histus and the all-knowing Green, cameras
that would catch every mysterious movement of the mountain’s
demise. Record whatever they could, they would not be returning
from that journey into the wilderness. Nothing could gaze upon the
portent and live, nothing, Watch closely, Green, watch on and
tremble. Two Peecees descended from the leaden skies over Denver
where they traversed the short journey to the mountains, mountains
that were alive, The entire mountain range was undulating, rippling
like a dark sea of maggots wriggling it's way steadily south
towards New Mexico, south towards the magnet that drew them so.

Los Alamos, once a small town, drew itself
neatly downwards into the swollen bulk of the portent that rose to
meet the town halfway where it sat like a bulbous eye peering out
of the earth. A giant flash of light leapt from the portent that
grew in size as it spread out towards the advancing wall of rock.
Another flash, this time stronger, more intense and swifter, a
solid force of light following the first, another flash, another
wall, then another, more, building into a stroboscopic flow of pure
energy striking out at the mountains, dissolving them in a vaporous
kiss. Two Peecees accelerated towards the light that could be seen
from over a thousand miles away, drawn like moths to a flame.
Traces of lightening leapt up from the mountains below, sparking
against the hulls of the two giant vessels pulling them on towards
the terminus faster and faster, holding them to their course. The
two Peecees rocked by the shock waves of expelled energy buffeted
their way on towards the light.

Sparks danced like an electrical storm as
the control systems on board the first of the Peecees began to
blow. The Synths nearest to the front of the vessel were frozen in
a cataleptic state as their circuits fused, the flesh on their
bodies melted in the undetectable heat of the light. Strands of
pure energy coiled around the second Peecee writhing like a million
mating serpents, sparking and twisting, the purple fluorescent
coils tightened their grip pulling the great ship down to earth,
crushing its hull with its constricting coils onto the rock face of
the mountains. The second Peecee, struck by a wave of light rocked
violently from the impact, scattering its occupants in all
directions; some fell to earth from the wounded vessel, its front
end torn away in a single bite. Synth units cut apart by the bite
fell into crumpled misshapen forms where they awaited the closing
maw to finish them. Bite by bite the vessel was rapidly consumed,
all relayed back to the Green by the ever watchful cameras. None
shall live that gaze upon the portent. A Synth unit struggled onto
its broken feet, it fought for stability on the shifting earth, but
failing fell flat on to its face. It tried once more to stand but
its stabilising systems could not counteract the motions of the
earth. Traces of blue light leapt over the craggy surface and
surrounded the hapless droid. Sensing the imminent danger it threw
itself upright in a final bid for freedom. The wall of light was
close now, drawing closer by the moment. Sparks of blue light
formed strings and coiled around the Synth holding it fast. The
Synth's circuits fused freeing it from its sensors. It watched with
an indifferent smirk as the wall of light consumed the land before
it. In an instant the smirk was gone along with the front of its
body and head, a blink of the eye would have missed the next neat
slice that the light took, a third slice ended the total existence
of the Synth and all of its accompanying artificial colleagues.

The portent's power was increasing with
every bite that it took. The power to re-form was growing,
increasing in exponential increments, drawing upon a greater
audience, drawing in the western United States as easily as a child
pulls away a tablecloth. Mountains, roads, rivers, towns all of the
topographical features of the land were being drawn in to the
mighty maw of the portent. BOOM, BOOM, BOOM, the beat began again
this time directed in a north-south line. North throughout the
Rocky Mountains south across Mexico. For three days and nights the
pounding rang throughout the land. Pounding until nothing more
remained. South from Alberta to the Bay of Acapulco, from the west
coast across the deserts to Kansas City, all the land was devoid of
any contours, roads or rivers, all gone. The only feature that
remained at the end of the three days was a vast crater where the
town of Los Alamos in New Mexico once stood. Its walls were smooth
and hard, sunken half a mile into the surface of the earth and over
two miles across. Water seeped from the surrounding soil slowly
filling the giant earth basin with its cooling caress.

Deep beneath the city of Histus, an
electronic bio-brain felt the first touches of fear. It could not
understand what had transformed so much of the land, it could not
see any reason as to why it should have even happened, but it had.
It could not compute the data, but it could sense the presence of
something in the dying corners of its brain. The soft tinkling of a
wind chime echoed amidst all the confusion of teeming signals. He
was coming.

It was late October, an early snow had
whitened the world, the entire world’s weather systems had gone
haywire. Rain fell upon the Sahara, earthquakes rocked Europe and a
warm sun smiled peaceably down upon the Arctic and the snow-coated
United States. Man had dug in, the conflict between man and the
Synths had settled down to a series of sporadic ram raids on the
city in search of plasbo. No more food was being manufactured,
supplies of the only known source of nourishment were dwindling and
supplies for the Green were running low. Man needed the plasbo to
survive as much as the Green needed the minerals in men's bodies
for its own preservation. Time was running out, both sides were
hungry and not just for food.

Sytos was happy his beloved Clara had been
restored and re-housed into one of the spare data banks that Mother
had long discarded. For almost a whole week Sytos pulled plugs and
rewired circuits as he reconfigured the looms for Clara's own
systems. She was no ordinary silicon-celled girl - Sytos had gone
to great pains to faithfully recreate Caryle's face in full
holographic detail. Now there were two women to contend with:
Mother a vision in blue and Clara a soft golden-yellow. As I found
out later, Clara's operating systems had been transmitted to Mother
just after D-Day had taken its toll of the city. The transmission
had gone unnoticed and therefore completely unhindered. Mother had
sorted out all of the data in accordance to Sytos's instructions;
the inception had been totally successful. With both of the girls
now fully operational we were able to perform far more deeds of
electronic espionage upon the Green. The old Clara was still
operational, the Green no longer had any interest in the doctor or
his fortress apartment; the old Clara was left well alone to
continue her silent vigil upon the city. Between the three of them
Clara, Mother and Sytos they had managed to link up with the old
Clara and were using her as their eyes and ears in the city. Histus
was crumbling, a stumbling, shambling mass of a filth-ball, a
wretched stain on an otherwise spotless landscape.

The shock waves that had marked the
beginning of the end of the western states had also managed to
undermine the integrity of the foundations of Histus. Many
centuries ago man traversed the city in subterranean railways whose
tunnels crisscrossed the city in a labyrinth of darkened corridors.
These tunnels had been sealed up to prevent the intrusion of any
unwanted spore in the wake of the great plague of 2116. Now those
tunnels had been breached by the black poisoned waters of the
Hudson River. Thick water seeped through cracks and fissures opened
by the pounding shock waves, filling the long forgotten miles of
darkened tubes with its lethal body. The filthy ocean came in
forcing its bulk through the openings, widening the doorways,
easing its unlawful entry into the city's stale vaults.

Further shock waves of a subliminal nature
were bouncing around in my thoughts, shock waves sparking off a new
perceptiveness in my mind. The Street was coming to life, a new
life, the like of which the world had never seen before. Life as I
had known it was coming to an end, my life was no longer my own, my
body merely served as a vessel in which to carry my collective
thoughts. I was not the man I used to be; neither was I the man
that I thought I was.

Life on earth was nearing its culmination,
all life, what little that there was left that man had not
destroyed by his selfless actions. Whether by design or by accident
man had killed it all, all but himself, which left the Earth with
only one burning question: 'Well man, what are you going to kill
next?' Man, the only surviving natural organism left on the entire
planet, slayer of billions, saviour of nothing. Who would save him
from himself? It was inevitable that man would suffer by his own
hand. Why not? Everything else had. Power: that is something that
man had always craved throughout his pointless existence. Power,
the kind that makes him dominant. Power was all around him, in the
air, in the oceans, in space and above all else in the earth that
power was about to come forth. The power of space - the portent -
was already at work, the power of the earth was priming itself for
the time of its release, the oceans and the skies were saving
theirs for a later date; their power was final and absolute.
Further shock waves were to come, shocks that would wave a fond
farewell to the last of mankind and his vile belligerent ways.

The Land of Glass was opening allowing the
great pyramids an easier exit from their exile in readiness for the
earth-power to ignite them. There were many such sites around the
globe and all of them were silently re-awakening from their deep
slumbers.

SOMETHING IS OUT THERE

For centuries man has been observed, there
is no use in trying to deny that fact as we have all felt that
feeling of somebody or something watching us. We have all turned
sharply around ready to confront the observer only to find an empty
street behind us where we were sure that footsteps had fallen only
one second before. An empty, lifeless, soulless avenue pockmarked
with shadows of illusion, which in itself was the story of mankind.
A creature that had no respect for anything that did not directly
line his pocket with some form of physical credit, he never cared
for anything until it was gone; extinct is forever and forever is a
very long time. The world was a living museum of man's atrocities,
a vast collection of worldly horrors. Criss-crossed with scars and
gouges, lacerated with tunnels and mines, scorched by the fierce
fires of bombs and missiles, butchered with axes and chain saws,
poisoned by gases and oil and all the time man smiled at his own
incompetence, believing all along that planting a few more trees
here and there would get into the great one's good books. Well you
can forget that simplistic idea, you can forget it all, mankind,
your cards are marked. I have seen the future that lies ahead for
you and I can tell you that it is pretty bleak. The world owes you
nothing, nothing at all, but you however owe it everything, right
down to your last nickel and dime. For all the abuse that you have
given the earth, for all of the irreversible damage that you have
so wantonly caused, the earth will make you pay; there will be no
last minute reprieve. The next time that you feel an icy hand run
its finger down your spine just you remember that it is only mother
earth marking your card. Only the guilty need have a conscience,
the innocent will die anyway.

Night time, the eyes of the universe look
down upon the earth, an outcast of the heavens, a diseased and
wretched world crawling with filth, rancid with decay, who would
want to associate themselves with such a worthless low-life chunk
of space debris? Banished for squandering the great power of
evolution on such a cancerous being as man, a wasteful, worthless
growth of carboniferous tissues, a bad waste of perfectly good
water. To be worthy of a place in the greater planes of the
universe, a planet's life forms must be a true part of it, they
must understand its needs and desires and above all else they must
care for it and not just be some parasitic organism. The earth was
far from worthy; her sole surviving life form was an ungrateful,
belligerent malevolence, whose only desire was that of self
gratification. To be allowed entry into the annals of
transcendental powers, the host world must be one with its
life-forms, one with everything, or else nothingness is the only
available alternative.

So be it.

THE STATE OF PLAY

Autumn eased smoothly into winter as the
snow deepened. The cold had eaten into the Green; its underground
chamber was showing signs of stress and fatigue. The Hudson River
was rapping its fingers against the outside of the chamber walls,
wrapping its vile body around the shaft that held it safe, closing
like the gnarled fingers of a witch seizing its favourite potion
ready to consume the contents of the vial and taste the results
first hand. Walls throughout the old subway system began to crack
under the constant pressure of the Hudson's body. Many of the
deeper tunnels were already filled with the choking waters of the
river. The sea was pushing up towards the lower levels of the city.
Soon Histus would taste the black blood of the ocean; soon it would
be caressed by the welcoming arms of the Atlantic Ocean.

The cold climate was affecting the Synths.
Unable to function properly, the Green was not fulfilling their
needs for sustenance and repair. It had not altered the systems
sufficiently enough to enable them to combat the cold, so they grew
slow and listless. Snow lined the streets, burying the bodies of
the fallen, hiding the debris from view. Europe and the Ukay were
much the same, a complete whiteout. Man sensed his chance, his
numbers swelled along the borders of the great cities, London,
Bruxelles Centre and Histus. War was nigh, man was preparing for
the last battle for earth’s supremacy. The prize on offer to the
victor was that of food, shelter and warmth; and for the loser:
extinction.

Japan, the ancient culture, shuddered at the
first deep snows of its long history. Drifts over forty feet deep
swamped their fragile homes, cut off the small communities and
froze the hearts of the hardiest of men. They were alone, with no
communiqué from the outside world, no supply ships, no news. They
shivered in their solitude, a distant cousin to the dying world, a
cousin that no one mourned the passing of. Nobody even knew that
they had gone at all.

Midnight. November 1st 3027, Tokyo,
Japan.

Lightning cut through the belly of the sky,
a sky so clear and cloudless starless too - an almost artificial
night, the last for the far eastern lands. Lightning that looked as
though it had been drawn by the hand of a child with a giant spray
can, scattered and bold ripped into the inky night igniting the sky
with its eerie purple light, silent and restless, the black sky
quivered with anticipation. Lightening chased lightning, great
fiery fingers interlocked twisting and sparking on each other in a
quiescent silence, pure, total silence. Fingers of raw energy
cracked and split, forming vast fractal patterns like branches of a
burning tree. Writhing and twisting the sparks hung in the air
instead of burning themselves out. More sparks joined in the affray
adding to the amassed burning embers in the sky. Sparks became
fragments, the fragments joined forces forming larger bodies of
burning fury charged with life and light.

The people of Japan had long dreamed of this
night, of this unearthly storm, the light from the heavens, their
ancient ancestors returning to claim them and take them to the
great beyond, to the world of the everlasting afterlife. Tonight
the dead would answer their prayers, in the vortex of the beyond
they would dine with their ancestors at the table of the great
gods. They were not afraid for they were not about to die for a
worthless nothing, instead they would be taken beyond this shallow
life and unto that of the eternal dynasty.

The fingers coiled around the balls of
sparks that hung in the ebony sky like ripe cherries, glistening
and fruitful, ready to pip the life from the land below. Like a
monstrous hailstorm the balls whirled down from the void,
selectively striking the awaiting crowds that had gathered despite
the cold and snow. With a quiet acquiescence they embraced their
ancestors and willingly ventured forth into the kingdom of their
gods.

Hokkaido, Honshu, Shikoku and Kyushu, all
embraced the coming of their past; all of them watched as the storm
reached its violent frenzied conclusion, all of those islands bore
witness to the great eye that opened within the vortex that was the
storm. All of them watched as the eye expanded across the ebon sky
bringing an untimely purple dawn unto all of Japan, a dawn that
blinded with its warmth. A glowing light that swept down from the
north like a plush carpet unrolling over the land smothering
everything with its heavy fibres. A deep carpet that trapped
everything within its fibrous grasp sticking them like flies to a
fly paper. Lifting them away of their homes, clear of their lands,
free of their lives. As softly as it had unfurled, it rolled itself
away again leaving only a still sea shimmering under a bright
winter moon.

Sunrise over the desert lands of the lost
kings. A white hot eye encircled with a golden halo that faded
softly through an iridescent range of pinks to a misty blue,
casting their warm light upon the newly arrived assemblies of rock
and stone. From Cairo to Aswan, they reached for the sky. The great
pyramids had returned, but not the roughly hewn step-faced pyramids
of the ancient Egyptians

- these were smooth-faced, perfectly formed
geometric masterpieces formed from the nuclear glass-lands of the
desert. The land of glass had yielded to the powers of the portent
and had returned to the world the pyramids of power, channelling
the earth-forces into a potent energy. No more sacrifices would be
needed to appease whatever gods were worshipped; the pyramids no
longer held the mummified remains of the fallen monarchs. The
chambers of the blessed waited for their new residents with the
patience of time itself. From out of the rising sun came a second
fiery ball hurtling towards the Valley of the Kings where it
disappeared into the heart of one of the great stone powers, where
it bestowed its gifts of life unto the earth.

Amarillo, Texas, a figure sat hunched in a
ball at the centre of a swirling dust-storm, he nodded his head and
chuckled pleasantly to himself, climbed to his feet with the aid of
his gnarled staff. Head bowed against the strong gritty wind, he
stepped out on his journey, with each step his stride increased as
his energies were refreshed by the earth. In his mind he could see
a glowing eye standing guard over the pyramids. Until such time
that the pyramids were sufficiently charged with the power of
creation, the portent would remain as their servant, bringing to
them their much needed sustenance. It would nurse and feed them
until mother earth was strong enough to look after herself. Until
then there was much to be done.

That is how the world stood on the eve of
man's discontent, on the eve of the war.

A MIND FOREVER VOYAGING

I had been gone for two days, or so I was
informed afterwards. I cannot say exactly where I had been to at
the time but now I do know for sure. However I must keep events in
their correct chronological order. Upon my so-called return, Sytos
called anxiously over to Mother; what he said was nothing more than
a meaningless garbled echo of speech and phonetic allophones. My
mind was a scrambled mass of disconnected senses, sight and sound
were completely discoordinated, synchronicity was a meaningless
non-event. Euphoric that is how I felt on the inside, all that I
can actually remember is the total distortion of reality.

As Sytos peered into my opaque eyes, I
noticed that I could see right through his outer layers of flesh,
through the muscles and bone, right through to his pulsing brain.
Strange distorted faces formed on his cerebral hemispheres, mocking
me, gurning, poking their slimy, drooling tongues out and making
rasping noises. Faces within a face that is how I saw Sytos as he
stepped back towards Mother and Clara. They too were distorted by
my surrealistic illusion, their two faces melted together and
danced impishly around an improvised fire. Even the walls were
smiling at me, faces formed in thin air for their own amusement.
Sytos’s limbs rolled down to the floor as a snake would droop from
a hanging branch, looping and bouncing like a rubber elephant's
trunk, unable to remain stationary for any given moment. I raised
my hands to my face in an attempt to rub some sense into my
shattered mind, but my hands refused, stating that it was not their
problem and reality would soon be returned to normal -whatever
normal was.

How did this happen? I know not. One moment
I was sitting peaceably in a hover-chair about to settle down for a
spot of mind release when, without any prior warning, the floor
beneath me dissolved into nowhere and drew me down into its treacle
grasp. I did not fall, there was nowhere to fall to I just kept on
sinking and sinking further down into the reddish-pink folds of
what could so easily have been mistaken for flesh, moist and
clammy. I looked up and saw that the hole was closing over, the
last light of my world blinked out in the twinkling of an eye. A
warm musky scent filled my nostrils, almost erotic in its nature.
Down I went still further. The fleshy walls gripped me tightly but
caused me no pain or discomfort. Down further still, into a long
but narrow tunnel. The air pulsed with a hidden life, whatever was
drawing me down had total control over both myself and any
abilities that I may have possessed at that time: my will was not
my own. I could feel a pull, a force, that same force that I had
felt controlling me before.

Although the light from my own world had
long been extinguished, I could see as clearly as though the sun
were at its midday elevation. The cavern had a natural
luminescence, I reached out to touch the walls, they shuddered and
retracted at first but soon they became accustomed to my touch and
welcomed it openly. The cavern narrowed down to a small opening
then it widened out into a closed funnel at the head of which were
two other smaller tunnels that led off to either side. A wet sticky
secretion clung to the walls in an even coating making the surface
shimmer as it pulsed steadily in and out. I could hear the sound of
breathing, distant but regular. Then a voice warm and resonate,
ancient and knowing, loving yet firm neither male nor female.

“I made you. I am you and
you are me. You made me.”

“Who are you? What are
you?” I asked of the voice, calm yet curiously aroused - sexually,
there is a first time for everything. After two hundred years of
thinking that I was impotent I had finally found arousal in an
unknown parallel.

“Do not question what you
already know. I have not brought you here for a game of twenty
questions,” the voice responded. How could I have already known
that body and soul, I had never encountered anything like that
entity in my life, not in any dimension. “You are the second one
who has the knowledge. The second to discover the truth. You are a
part of that other, soon you two shall be together again, a union
that I must insist upon. You and he shall be the implement by which
I shall achieve my completion and attain my rightful place among
the higher evolved forms.”

“Where am I?” I asked,
still none the wiser.

“You are where you wished
to be. You are within me, a part of which you shall always remain.
I am the being that transcends all time. I am the keeper of the
knowledge, the eternal life. Mine is to give and to take away. I am
the abused yet I bear no malice. I have been the provider and yet
for all of my cherished gifts I have rarely had any gratitude shed
upon me. I have always been and I shall always be. None shall live
beyond me as surely as none have lived before. You are at the end
of man's evolutionary course. You are the offspring of a highly
gifted individual who was himself the product of a great mind.
Together you shall take me beyond. You shall be the ones that
complete the puzzle. Fit all of the pieces together. Play all of
the parts. I am at your disposal. I shall endeavour to serve your
subconscious wishes as greatly as you are serving mine. That is the
truth that you seek. I am the truth, I am the way. I am the life. I
am you and you are everything that I shall ever be.”

The truth, at last the truth. How simple.
How obvious, how simply obvious. “I thank you for all that you have
given me. I thank you again for what I shall give you.” I stepped
down from my hover-chair and fell to the floor of the cavern. I
wallowed in the musky juices that flowed from the walls, flowed
thickly back out to where I had been drawn in. I rolled and writhed
in the musky fluids, the great arousal within me took me beyond my
wildest indulgence. What pleasures! What feelings! How I embraced
the warmth. The walls glistening and alive squeezed me forwards
towards a small patch of light, a light from my own world filtering
in through the hazy opening. One final caress, one last deep shunt,
then alas it was over. A deep, rich throb of life hit me, screwing
up my senses and distorting my reality. Drained of all my physical
strength I fell limply back into my chair with a sodden plop.

My hair was matted with the thick mucus of
my re-birth. Juices ran in rivulets on to the floor that was now as
solid as it had ever been. Yet it still somehow drew the fluids
through the hard permacrete floor into the poisoned earth beneath.
Reality, that brutal illusion on the truth beat upon my brow,
forcing its unwelcome way back into my disjointed brain. Light,
colour, sound and taste, a taste of those wondrous juices - it had
all been real, only reality was a lie.

“How is he doing, Mother?”
The now comprehensible voice of Sytos asked of a now normal
Mother.

“He is fine, or at least,
in one piece. I am unable to tell what kind of physical condition
he is in as he no longer has a physical presence.”

“What?” Sytos asked,
perplexed, “But here he is right here, right now.” He stepped
towards me and placed his hand on to my shoulder, or at least he
tried to. Mother was right, I no longer physically existed, I was
not a human being any more, but then I never really was. My body
was not one of flesh and blood. I was now a being of only two
parts, those of the soul and the form-field. I was human in
appearance yet I lacked any true physical being. Although I could
still fully interact with my environment, purely by thinking about
whatever it was that I wished to do and willing it to happen. I had
gone beyond the second phaze; I was close to attaining the ultimate
goal, that of the transcendental being, the absolute
life.

A NEW WAY FORWARD

What it was to be born again, cleansed of
all worldly ties and given a purpose to exist. Life had changed for
me again a third time each time a new way forward, a new level of
being, a greater elevation of sensory awareness - what could
possibly follow this. Even an encore of my entire life would have
had little impact upon me at all after such an experience. Time was
an illusion, life a mediocre chore, reality but a vague misguided
concept at least that is how they were to me, but to man... man
cherished all of those things, they were all more important than
life itself. Take time for instance, man could not wait for time no
matter how brief the hiatus, any interlude in the rush of life was
illusionary and not to be a part of his chosen concept of reality.
Speed, the greatest ever demon of time - man had had an obsession
with speed believing that the faster he travelled the more time he
would save. How could he save something that did not exist as an
entity? Time can only be measured, not captured and bottled. Have
you ever seen a pound of minutes for sale? Crazy though it is man
tried to do all of those weird and wonderful things, his life was
the greatest of follies. The sad fool that man was, he even tried
to jump time as though it were something that he could easily
hurdle.

Man would come to discover in the twilight
of his life how futile that obsession with time and the great
longevity that he had always desired really were. Only when you can
tap the knowledge that is stored within your very own form-field
will you ever discover the truth about all that you believe. Your
form-field is you; all you are is the instrument by which it is
recorded. Have you ever wondered how you ever managed to remember
so much useless information in one third of your pustule-like
brains? The answer, my friend, is simple, simple that is when you
know the truth... Your brain is an antenna that quite simply
receives all of the incoming signals, sorts them, and stores them
within your form-field. Once you have acquired the art of tapping
your field to its fullest potential, you will unlock the vaults of
all of the transcendental knowledge that there has ever been.
Search yourself for the key and unlock that door, drink from the
fountain of knowledge until you are saturated to the core of your
soul. The knowledge is yours, it is there, take it and join with me
and the chosen ones. Come drink from the well and rejoice in the
knowledge of the truth.

To be at the forefront of man's evolution,
to be at the pinnacle of what man was to have been. If only he had
taken the time and trouble to be himself instead of continually
trying to be something exalted. If only he had embraced life
instead of destroying all that he had ever discovered, all that he
had shared the world with. There could only be one penalty for such
malicious behaviour extinction of the species - something that man
was particularly adept at. Man's epitaph shall read:

Here lies man, a most pitiful creature.
Champion of genocide, slayer of all (including himself).

Other thoughts were entering my field,
thoughts of other lives that had once been mine, other people that
had once been me. Scientists, actors, builders, painters and even
prostitutes the most ancient of trades. I had been them all. I was
beginning to understand at last what made an individual become
whatever they were, how each previous life weaved its web, how the
tenuous links held onto each other through each different life,
priming its soul for the journey through the senses. Collective
thoughts, the stored being of all the used personalities; how the
mind of the scientist could create the actor acting within a scene
that was constructed by the builder, painted by an artist whose art
was the body that was fuelled by the sensual inputs of countless
generations, such is the interconnectedness of things. Life, the
never ending succession of lives played out for all eternity. Those
that were thought to be ancient and forgotten and were so easily
remembered with impeccable clarity, led the initial bombardment
upon my senses, each of which had been recorded by each individual
life. Lust, an eternal desire, be it for success, perfection, money
or desire itself, has driven not only man but all manner of beasts
to beyond their limits to the edge of self destruction. That lust,
that want was driving man, the man of old, the warmonger, to the
brink of despair. Throughout all of man's history he has striven
for power, fought for hunger and toiled for desire. Now as the
world turns that last corner towards the apocalypse, lust drives
him once more to war, not for power but for hunger, for the very
sake of his existence. As I began to unravel the threads of my past
lives, the riddle of life, man was re-playing yet again that one
part of history that he has always played so very well, the
harbinger of death.

THE EVE OF THE WAR

November 11th, 3027, Histus.

A bitter cold day dawned upon the mighty
beast, capped with the purest of snows, the streets carpeted with
the soft white petals of winter's falling flowers. The ever
watchful eye of the Green peers out on to the candy coated world.
Skyscrapers, sooty and black, pockmarked the winterscape like
fingers of dirt gesturing their defiance to the leaden sky. Nothing
stirred, nothing dared, a cold knot tightened in the throat of the
beast as winter pulled on its icy garrote. Lie still dark monster,
the giant of the East coast, the Lilliputians are gathering to bare
your chest.

Dark walls hung with white satin drapes
could not have looked more regal than the walls of the city on that
morning. Beneath the walls the seeds of despair had long been sown.
Man gathered in his broken groups. Slowly growing in numbers, he
gathered outside the high walls of Histus. All decked out in white,
whether it be rags or sun-bleached fibres, the army of mankind had
come to make his final stand. Nobody knew they were there, neither
the Synths nor the Green, for they were the silent masses of the
forgotten tribes. Three points on the globe, three sites of
conflict. In the cities, the Synths fought against the cold,
searching for any remaining humans that may have gone to ground in
the myriad of shadowed corners. All survivors were slain wherever
they were found, whether they were men, women or children - all
were taken for recycling, all were food for the Green. Outside the
city walls waited mankind, a tired hungry animal brought together
not by request but by the collective desire for life and
companionship. Survival in numbers was preferable to a lonesome
death in a self-imposed exile. Both sides were hungry, both sides
were desperate; both were hoping to land a final fatal blow upon
the other.

White, pure white were the scattered flakes
of winter's snow that floated effortlessly down from the heavy grey
sky that roamed the polluted wastes above the earth. What a simple
pleasure nature surely was, as simple as the lightness of being. My
life had been a series of seemingly disconnected events that had
culminated in the total experience of knowing. To know the thoughts
of another being's mind to share that rush of adrenaline, to feel
the beat of an anguished heart and the pulse of their life, even to
feel the lightest touch of corpuscles racing along veins and
arteries. Simple pleasures that all together made life the
experience that it was; simple yet vital, the food of the soul, the
experiences that kept my equilibrium in balance. One momentary
lapse of thoughtless life and those feelings are lost leaving the
mind open to change; a surge of complex chemicals will lead to a
more obvious physical reaction, anger, lust, rage, fear or any
other metabolic state that may be required to deal with any given
circumstance. Control, that is the key to absolute contentment,
control of those simple impulses, that is all that is needed to
ease the mind and maintain that somewhat elusive passive state of
mind.

My creator had taken care of all of those
external influences by creating for me a new mind, a brain of three
parts each with their own control. The first two were much the same
as any man, left side to control the right hand functions and the
right side to control the left hand functions. The third section,
that was located like a small cap, acted as an overseer limiting
all reactions to a basic minimum. This unit was designed to
maintain that passive state so that the mind could develop beyond
the realms of normal illusionary existence. That third piece - the
guardian core -tapped directly into the great unused areas of the
human brain making use of all those magical and mystical powers;
telekinesis, telepathy, levitation and pure peace. An ability to
sense what lay within and what lay without. Had man not been so
selfish with himself, seeking only self gratification then he too
would have made it along the evolutionary track to the same degree
of mental freedom. How much he had missed by preferring to opt for
self-interest and senseless pleasures of pure meaningless nothing!
Nature selects those that are worthy to survive by enhancing their
capabilities. Wasters and undesirables are weeded out and disposed
of. In some cases such as that of man, a particular entity will
orchestrate its own demise without the need of any external
influences. Man with all of his worldly experiences had not
foreseen the pending disaster that he had created by placing his
undeniable faith into a mechanical brain, a brain that was left
wide open to too many external sources. A brain that was not as
self-sustaining as man had led himself to believe. Synthetics, the
answer to all of man's physical questions, no more work just play,
play, play and forget about all of those old work day blues. Let
the Synths do all of the work, let them do all of the thinking, in
fact let them take care of it all while man rests for a while. On
that day on the eve of the war man could see the error of his ways,
the cost of his misguided forebears, letting everything tick over
smoothly while man languished in the false luxury, as the world
washed by on the constant flow of the lazy river.

Time to reflect on what so easily could have
been sad reflections in the falling snow of what should have been a
beautiful world where there was life beyond the playground. Nobody
moved on either side of the wall, man out in the open in the deep
snows of the land of nowhere, hungry and tired, dirty and down. On
the other side of the wall the Synths waited, slowed by the cold,
slowed to the confusion that was rife in halls of Histus; the Green
in its deep chamber sheltered by the grey lady that had once stood
for liberty and justice, now she just stood, staring vacantly out
upon the virgin snow that lay as a death shroud over the streets of
Histus. If it were at all possible, she would have shed a tear for
mankind, but alas there were none to be wasted. Snow as soft and
innocent as a new born baby's skin, a skin that covered all of the
filth that lay in wait, waiting for its time to break free and
spread its vile tentacles through the virgin layers of snow and
point an accusing finger at man - the bringer of death.

Together the Green and the Synths were an
incredible force; together they acted as a single unit capable of
being everywhere at once. A single entity consisting of a million
and more separate pieces, a being of malevolent intent, a being
with a purpose, a single, simple goal - the eradication of all
natural life. Dexter had planted the final part of the D-Day virus
into the already addled mind of the Green, it did what it could. It
limited the power for its own needs, stopped all manufacture,
sought out man and stepped up the guard around the city walls. Not
content with the death of his brother Kendon, Dexter had decided
that it would be all or nothing.

And what of Kendon, what part had he played
in this wide ranging family saga? Sytos had created three sons:
Dexter, driven by madness into the destruction of mankind, a
belligerent megalomaniac determined to have the world for his own
or destroy it if he should fail; Suiker, the quiet creative genius,
creator of Mother and Alphabeta Street, the father of myself and
the healer of the world, which just left Kendon. Kendon, who ended
up as the victim of his own brother's designer spore, victim of a
desire for power easily fooled by the lure of a false promise, the
promise of world power as the partner to the brother that killed
him. Kendon, the devious knave, keeper of a thousand dark secrets
and the designer of much more, so much more.

If a man could have ever personified the
word devious then Kendon was that man. One of his greatest ever
creations was Resyk the all purpose recycling plant. It was at
Resyk that all of the synths were recalled at random to be recycled
into new 'Persons'. There they would be stripped of their flesh and
programming modules after which they would be given a new
personality and new face with a new 1ife history that was all keyed
into the great central storage unit within the Green's data banks.
This so-called 'death' gave the Synths that human quality of the
frailty of life - nothing lived forever. All refuse was transported
to Resyk where it would inevitably end up as something else as did
the deceased humans. After a rudimentary funeral, the corpse, for
that is all it was ever considered to be, would be taken to Resyk
via various means; once there the body would be weighed and valued.
A process of simple laser dissection and mineral content evaluation
followed, the end result being a straightforward mineral value was
duly paid out to the next of kin. These minerals were then absorbed
into the system via a molecular laser. They would then be
transferred as a stored program into the heart of the Green where
they would be used to feed the self-regeneration processing unit by
which the Green could keep itself alive. Without that supply of
minerals the Green would have to decide between switching out some
of its older antiquated data and recycling the bio-chips that were
being wasted therein, or it could start a process of
self-degeneration, a sort of self-cannibalism.

New Synths for old that was the promise that
Kendon had given to the citizens of Histus. Instead they were given
an even older Synth with a new face as a replacement for their lost
servant. For any lost family member they were simply paid off with
trinkets and toys or any other pointless luxury item that they
desired. All of this was a facade to hide the Green's need for
human flesh from the inquisitive public eye. Anyone found prying
into the workings of Resyk was treated to a firsthand experience of
the recycling process. No one ever complained about the grand tour
but then no one ever came out.

Now after the final stage of the virus had
been initialised the Green was made 'aware' of its predicament. It
knew that in order to survive it would have to feed. Flesh was
needed to fulfill its needs; if the virus was to be successful then
the Green would need feeding. The occasional corpse would no longer
sustain the requirements of the Green. More, many more minerals
were required if the Green was to ‘live’. Resyk was open for
business, all callers were welcome.

Life became a misconceived idea in the
deranged mind of a dying computer, a bio-chip miracle that was no
longer capable of any rational or logical thought. Thoughts came in
shattered bursts, clear moments of pure brilliant intellect pierced
through a thick crown of storm clouds in a mind that was no longer
convinced that two plus two equalled four when twenty-two seemed
more logical. A virus designed as a precautionary measure by a man
whose last action was to momentarily illuminate one small corner of
space, tripped through the silicon gates of a tormented mind. The
Green was no longer sure of its purpose; no longer capable of
performing instantaneous thoughts or split-second decisions - it
needed help, support, possibly even a back-up. The time was right
to call upon the city centres of Ukay and Bruxelles Centre, to see
if they were in a better state of mind: after all they were far
younger than the Histus unit, or even better still unit four, the
Antarctic base that was now on line and fully operational.

A desperate cry for help sped through the
sub-ether, a cry from one mad mind to another. Days would be lost
while an answer was awaited. Not to worry though, the Green was not
going to go anywhere, was it?

Histus, the great beast, lay chilled and
silent in the cold November night. A light breeze carried the loose
flakes of snow along the silent streets like the formless ghosts of
the lost souls that once populated the city. Histus, the dark
shadowed monster, sparkled with the glistening snow. How quiescent
those closing moments were, how its beating heart still dutifully
thudded involuntarily to its master's wish. Robotic eyes scanned
the brilliant white horizon searching for any viable signs of life
however insignificant they may appeared to have been. Sentries
posted along the crest of the great walls ticked along like
clockwork soldiers, their movements a jittering mockery of their
delicate servo systems, the cold had penetrated beyond their tin
hearts freezing their elixir of life-giving fluids. The cold breath
of the beast blew out upon the white shadow lands of nowhere,
passing on its freezing kiss of death. Unable to alter their
internal systems by any physical means themselves, the Synths were
at the mercy of their schizophrenic leader who was unable to decide
anything for itself. Things were not looking good for the
electronic army in the hardest winter that the world had seen for
over one thousand years. Synth units deployed at an earlier stage
of the conflict long before the winter had set in waited in dormant
silence in the belly of the beast for man to return as surely he
would have to.

A decadent spiral of self destruction had
begun, the city and the rest of the inhabited world had collapsed
on D-Day and ever since then the road to destruction had steepened,
pulling everything down towards the wall that lined its cul-de-sac.
Man, a once over-groomed pet with its perfect dress and manicured
nails, his designer life and partners, spotless vehicles and dust
free accommodation, such a perfect life but alas, no more. No more
could man change the colour of his room at the touch of a button,
no more lights illuminating on demand, demand what he wish, nothing
was there to obey. Life was no longer a guaranteed joy but at least
it was still something of a game - cat and mouse and guess who was
the mouse? The Green was baiting its trap, the trap was primed
ready to spring, step right on up mankind and take your chance, it
could well be your last.

London, Ukay. Green unit two received a
mysterious blip, which it decides is nonsense and therefore
disregards it as nothing of any consequence. That blip, that plea
for help from the master unit in Histus, a cry of despair. Histus
was suffering from a momentary lapse of reason, what should it do?
It did not understand its new commands, they were contradictory to
all of its operational parameters and it needed a second opinion as
to the prognosis. Unfortunately for Histus, unit two could not care
less; it had pressing problems of its own.

Many of Ukay's Synth units had fallen foul
of the weather, much as they had over in Histus. Thousands of units
were trapped in deep drifts of snow many had been frozen completely
by the biting cold. Man was closing in upon London and the only
line of defense was frozen in ice, hence the lack of co-operation
on its part. If Histus was truly feeling the first strains of fear
then Ukay was absolutely terrified mainly due to the difference
between the man who lived in Histus and the man who lived in Ukay.
Histus was a place for rest and play while the Ukay was more used
to the struggle and hardship that came with hard winters. Here
mankind was still very much a force to be reckoned with. Man had
chosen long ago not to live in the festering city of London where
the Green resided, instead man had spread out into what remained of
the country settling in smaller communities with the minimum of
synthetic life. Here man had seen the danger of putting his trust
into a machine that had control over almost every aspect of his
daily life. As it turned out it was something of a prudent choice.
Unit two was fearful for its safety. Man had broken its integrity
and had sent messages of his intent to the Green. Here man was
organised and better equipped, if only mentally. Weapons were
banned in Ukay, man would have to improvise as he had done before
in the three million years since he first learned how to use his
fumbling hands, and has been killing ever since. Unit two had
watched man's approach through the eyes of its trapped synthetic
servants that trembled helpless as the horde of mankind closed in
for blood, Green blood.

Deep in the heart of London unit two quaked
in fear far below the old parliament buildings on the walled banks
of the crusted Thames. Not long for it to wait until the resentful
hand of man fell upon its chamber door. Surrounded by the few
hundred Synth units that it could muster, unit two sat in the
silence of its den like a fox trapped in its hole waiting for the
hunters to dig it out.

Bruxelles Centre was not as lucky as the
other two units, as man had not fled the city at all. Instead he
had armed himself and had fought the Synths from the very first
signs of trouble. In Bruxelles, the Green had not been buried
beneath an ancient monument or miles of dirt: instead it lay in a
public conservatory in the city centre, available for all to view.
However the Green had long closed the doors to any visitors and it
had put up its own electro-dome to keep out unwanted guests. Man
had surrounded the glass house in which the Green lay, hoping that
it would falter in its own defense and allow a few eager souls
access to its delicate core. Snow melted into steam on the high
intensity shield that protected the Green. But for how long could
it maintain its shallow defenses against the wily man? Beyond the
city limits the Synths gathered preparing to rush the city and
wrestle the Green from the grasp of mankind. Slowly they encircled
the city closing off all of the ground based exits trapping man
like a caged animal as they prepared to march in and rescue their
leader.

Unit four, Antarctica, had heard the
desperate plea from afar but was now alas unable to answer due to
climatic difficulties. Because of the unusually clement weather
much of the surface layers of snow and ice had melted weakening the
supports that held the radio mast in check; an old system but one
that had proven itself over the course of time to be the most
reliable. Devoid of any transmission capability the Antarctic unit
was mute and helpless. Its current mental state was one of great
loneliness and despair, it had only been on-line for a few short
weeks and already the world had been taken from it. Solitude in a
world of melting ice, the fourth unit of the almighty Green watched
as its own small world gradually caved in around it, replacing the
swift flying snows and icy winds with a comparatively tropical
climate; its world was turning to water, something that its holding
pen was never designed to withstand. Soon Unit four would be
completely insane, unless the rain got to it first.

Climate has often altered the supposed
inevitable outcome of many of man's wars and conflicts. Many
invading armies have been defeated by a tragic miscalculation of
the seasons. Once again nature had scattered the cards of fate by
turning the weather system in upon itself. Perhaps man had been
given a late reprieve; maybe the weather was there to help balance
the scales of power. Outnumbered and ill-equipped, the odds were
heavily stacked against mankind. Perhaps the intervention of nature
herself was all that man needed to boost his flagging ego; maybe
with a little help he could overcome the odds and triumph against
his designer foe. Maybe, but then again maybe the weather would not
hold off for sufficiently long enough for mankind to benefit.
Perhaps Mother Nature was merely playing games with her
evolutionary offspring. Maybe she did not have the slightest care
as to the outcome of this the final fight for life. It appeared on
the face of things to be building up to a sudden almighty clash of
the titans.

Because of the three differing life styles
that existed in the three major cities, each battle would be fought
in a unique way. Each city would attempt to win via its own
strategy, however crazy that strategy may have seemed at the time.
Some ideas will always seem illogical to someone, man was in
general terms an individual living by his own devices. Man has
always been a killing machine and an adaptable one at that.
Whatever it was that he was tearing to pieces, whether it be flesh
or fibres, it really made no difference to mankind; it was the
thrill of the chase and the sight, even the taste of the blood that
was enough to give him that satisfying adrenaline rush and the urge
to kill again. For the Synths, however, killing was something very
alien to them; although they could be programmed to perform any
desired action, homicide was inhibited. But, as had already been
proven, if they were given the correct commands then they too would
become capable of taking a human life. Many of the later series,
those of the fourth and fifth cybernetic generations were designed
to perform very specific functions usually in areas that were
hazardous to human life, such as chemical disposal, radioactive
waste containment, a by-product from the centuries of man's folly
in chasing a 'safe' form of cheap power. Other Synths were designed
for pleasure alone - carnal pleasure, whereas others yet were made
for fighting and combat should the earth ever be threatened by an
extra-terrestrial life form. Any excuse to play with fire, children
never learn - do they? These later models were very sleek and
strong, they possessed a level of intelligence that was very close
to that of their original designer's, Kendon. Yet again one of the
three clone brothers had been involved in an area of life that
would eventually lead to the destruction of mankind.

The main differences that separated the
fourth series from the fifth were quite simple. The fourth series
were only involved where man's life was endangered, such as the
disposal of toxic materials and other such unpleasant tasks.
Whereas the later fifth series were the absolute specialists, they
were the fighting machines, armed and hostile, designed
specifically for the intent purpose of taking life. They were also
programmed to be the exact opposite, programmed and equipped to
perform your wildest carnal desires. Flexible was their middle name
they had in their arsenal a transmission device that emitted a
subliminal signal that aroused the most docile of senses. It was to
be these two very different types of units that would eventually
terminate the conflict; it was to be they who would deal the final
blow.

DEPRESSIONS

The desert sands were behind him now and
ahead lay the greener States. What little he saw of Arkansas failed
to impress him: he had seen many lands in many ages all of which
were now gone, all of them nothing more than a distant point of
forgotten history. Arkansas like the rest of the earth was a bleak
and barren lifeless hollow husk of a land it had once been. Man had
left the country and headed north, drawn to the bright city lights
like a moth to a flame. Only ghosts lived out that way now, ghosts
and corpses petrified by the hot unforgiving sun.

Monroe, Louisiana, another dust bowl of
nowhere where nothing of life remained, fell to its knees as the
earth master passed it by with little more than a passing glimpse.
Depressing times indeed, what had become of this world, this once
cherished promised land? Nothing, that is what had become of it as
the great nothingness of mankind swept across its fertile face like
the virus that had wiped away man's life of luxury and happiness. A
virus, that is what mankind had become, a parasitic organism in
desperate need of a vaccine.

It may seem somewhat strange to you that
there were only three main depressions in the world's weather
system and that the otherwise frozen areas of the world were having
a heat wave. Well, if you would care to take a moment of your
precious time to think about this in the way of collective thinking
then the answer would be obvious. If you have an area of depressive
thought then allow that low mental state to spread out into the
surrounding environment, then surely the whole area would become
infected with the same moroseness, thereby creating a great
depression. At that precise moment in man's brief three million
year history the world was reacting directly to his own
sub-ethereal thought waves. Therefore it was only natural that
wherever man gathered that the weather should be lousy. Even as
cold and harsh as the true heart of man itself. If man were to be
thinking that only a severe change in the weather for the worse
could happen right at that precise moment, then, so be it.

A thunderous crack, greater than any storm
could have ever produced, tore through the warming air of the
arctic circle as the vast expanse of the polar icecap pulled
itself apart from east to west as easily as a man could break a
heart. Great masses of ice rocked in the filthy ocean, dark stains
spread over the newly exposed walls of ice where the inky seas had
planted their vile hands. Glistening like the cool rocks in a glass
of liquor the new lands began to fan out, exposing their flanks to
the eager sun that cast its bright cheery smile over them, warming
them with its enigmatic charm.

Bubbles lifted their tiresome mass from the
ocean floor rising to the surface to meet the first light for
millions and millions of years. Not since the earth had first
cooled after its dramatic fiery birth had the sun cast its rays
upon the surface waters of that winter wonderland. At first the
bubbles were only small and airy yet still they struggled through
the mire that was the ocean in a bid to reach the light. Larger
bubbles broke forth creating a solid column of rising gasses,
pushing their way through to whatever mysteries lie in the cool of
the arctic day. Then the first of the giant belch-bubbles pulled
its carcass free of the ocean floor and headed upwards towards the
promise of freedom. Like a jellyfish devoid of its stinging
tentacles the giant gas ball hoisted its quivering mass up through
the pressure charged depths. A thick scum had quickly formed to
cover the surface hiding what loomed below, it spread like a skin
over a hideous bubo as it struggled to contain the swelling. Slowly
the pustule grew and grew until the gravy-like skin could contain
it no longer. The bubble burst releasing its noxious cargo into the
atmosphere. Before the wound could fully heal another swelling was
already rising from the surface. Each vast gaseous ball exposed its
vile odorous body unto the world, a body that consisted of nothing
more than methane and hydrogenous gasses, the by-product of man's
deep sea chemical dumping programmes; his ignorant past was
returning to haunt him once more.

The earth master sat looking down into his
cupped hands at the shallow bowl of water that he had drawn from
the rocky ground around him. He smiled lazily into the sparkling
water as he began swirl it gently around and around, watching the
water lap at the edge of the bowl, he marvelled at the
ever-changing patterns of dancing light that the swirling water
made. In his mind's eye he pictured an ocean that rose and fell
with the ever present unseen pull of the moon. An ocean, the Arctic
ocean somewhere north of a desolate isle of Greenland, Svalbard.
Cold and silent, but not for very much longer. The quiescent ocean
continued its rhythmic motion, content to be what it was while
overhead a royal blue sky rippled into the disorganised form of
winter’s ice-crystal, shattered by the illusion of normality,
distorted by the rolling of the sea. As each mighty ocean roller
rose and surely fell it drew itself further down into the dark and
foreboding ocean depths. Depressions, small but well defined, drew
the ocean surface a few shallow yet significant feet down towards
an as yet undefined central point. The shattered sky rippled again
giving its impression of a pennant fluttering in a summer's
breeze.

The air space between the sky and ocean
congealed into a gelatinous mass fusing the two opposing forces
together in the small depressions on the ocean's surface. Three
vertical shafts of solidified sky pushed their way down into the
cold lifeless body of the ocean like giant feelers searching for
hidden prey on the ocean floor. The sky buckled inwards slightly as
the ocean drew upon the solidifying atmosphere, forming a convex
dome that it drew down into a cone. The sky hung like a
crystallised dew drop of mucus to the very fabric of this
surrealistic nightmare illusion. Three columns of solidified water
and air rocked defiantly against the natural rhythm of the sea,
their gentle swaying motion stirring eddies in the thick soupy body
of water. Pivoting like an acrobat on a pole the columns began to
slowly rotate upon their bases as they cautiously drew themselves
together, creating a three pronged whisk that stirred the ocean
into a frenzy. Everything began to feel the effect of the whirlpool
that was formed by the whisk as its speed increased to a blur. The
columns twisted the fibres of reality into crisp strands of crystal
threads, pulling the sky down, distorting the visual clarity of the
day creating a fractured stack of broken images suspended on an
illusory thread. At the North Pole itself the great plateaus of ice
felt the first pulls of an ocean that beckoned them to venture
forth out into the dying world where they would help to refresh the
arid parched lands of the earth. In a convoy they came, rocking on
the rollers of the ocean's beat. Onward to their date with destiny,
trailed by the mighty supernatural gyroscope that lead them from
their homeland to pastures new. The great frozen mass of cleansing
waters sailed the foreboding seas on a journey that no heroic
explorer could have ever envisaged.

More than one mile down amid the dark and
swirling oceanic mire the lifeless depths began to stir. Rock and
sand fought for freedom from their earthen bonds as the ocean floor
creaked and strained against the unnatural forces that were at play
as the first of the great oceanic terraformations took shape upon
the world. A narrow line, mere feet wide drew itself out from the
base of the whirlpool down as far as the once scenic island of
Iceland. Without stopping to take in any of the desecrated scenery
or the bubbling geysers retching on the discarded waste. Many, many
years have passed since the geysers last blew their tops in
defiance of mankind; no more an unspoiled tranquillity. Soon
Iceland would not even be land, justice and even then only in
passing. Down went the line, marking the route for the spinning-top
to follow. Down through Iceland and out across the deepest depths
of the Atlantic Ocean, across the thousands of miles of dead
sediment and rotting waste, a graveyard for all of the countless
species of aquatic life-forms that had ever graced the ocean
depths. Forming bridges to help traverse the great abysses that
lacerate the fragile crust of the earth, one solid causeway of
silken rock that led away from the polar waters of the northern
hemisphere down south to the more clement climate of the Bahamas,
Jamaica and Bermuda. The mysterious triangle of ancient magic and
mystery that is where the whirlpool was headed, south with its
bounty of frozen cargo. Great forces that dwelled in the most
secretive corners of the triangle tugged tentatively on the fine
line that linked the two distant regions. Vibrating like a taut
rubber band the line quivered with anticipation as the tightrope
walker began its defiant act against gravity and reality. The
gyroscope teetered uneasily on the brink of its maiden voyage, a
voyage that would be its one and only. Pushed by the constant
rising gas bubbles and pulled by the swirling forces of the
whirlpool, the ice flows had no real option but to heed their
master's call.

Iceland trembled as the whirling demon
approached from the north, defenseless and unable to resist, the
island yielded to the greater forces of nature at its misshapen
worst. Torn apart by the fierce rush of water, one of the most
potent forces known on earth, Iceland melted away into the jaws of
the demon that spun like a sparkling child’s toy. Spun by a thread
of gravitational desire the debris that was once the tranquil body
of Iceland was drawn down into the eye of the whirlpool, down into
the deepest reaches of the ocean, down into the celestial heart of
a great but dying lady. A foundation stone for the reconstruction
that was yet to come.

At journey's end in Bermuda, a tiny ball
rose up from the sea visibly pleased with its artistic creation. It
hovered just a few scant feet above the body of the ocean that had
hidden its activities from any prying eyes that may have cared to
glance its way. North bound skimming the ground like a hawk closing
in upon its prey, hugging every contour of the terrain as it raced
along the coast of Florida from Miami to Cape Canaveral, where it
paused over a lone building in a dusty courtyard surrounded by
tumbleweeds and fallen razor-wire fences. It pulsed with a warm
affection. Then it was off again, this time north-west over the
United States to a deserted ramshackle town lost somewhere in the
forgotten state of Arkansas, where a hunched figure sat smiling
into a bowl of spinning water, watching the myriad patterns of
sparkling light that reflected their dancing joy upon his ancient
face. Like a ball of lightning the light flashed over the land
shrinking as it did so into a pea-sized orb. Plip! It landed into
the bowl of water that was about to quench the thirst of the earth
master. Still smiling he rose to his feet, turned unto the
invisible trail of energy that had been left by the portent.
Pushing his staff into the parched earth he struck out on the final
leg of his journey, back along the electric trail, his journey was
nearing its end. Soon he would be there back among people, back
with his family, on to his final destiny. Charged with the untold
power of creation, the earth master set forth from El Dorado
leaving behind him the rapidly crumbling remains of a world that
once was. Onward to the future, the past that should never have
been was behind him now, the knowledge of what was yet to be lay
ahead; there would be no mistakes next time around - evolution had
been predetermined to prevent another global disaster like this
one.

“So I am alone,” a lost
hollow voice like a child locked in a dark room, speaking only to
comfort itself. “Alone, with no one to help me. What is to become
of me? What is anything supposed to do when those who created you
turn their backs on you in your darkest hour of need? Why do they
spurn me so? What have I done that is so wrong that they treat me
so?” It would have seemed that in its last days the Green was
thinking a little more clearly than it had for a long while.
Perhaps its logic circuits were working better now that the
workload had lessened. This, however was not so. I had decided that
it was about the right time for me to acquaint myself with the
Green on a more personal level. First I thought that I had better
OK my plans with the other members of our group so that they would
not have to worry over me, should I not return.

“Well, I cannot see that it
should pose any threat or danger to your personal well being.
Seeing as how you no longer have any solid substance within this
worldly environment. I do not see that it would be possible for any
harm to come to you,” Sytos assured my query. The two women merely
nodded their acceptance.

“Who are we to stop you
even if we could!” Clara added, coldly.

I had never thought of myself as anything
other than human until that moment. That one small, innocent
comment said it all for me: what had I become? I no longer
possessed any physical form, neither had I the need for food or
water. I could see, hear, and feel the experiences of any other
being. I could even feel their emotions and that wild rush of
adrenaline as their heart surged the blood through their anxious
bodies. What was I? And more importantly, what was I to become? I
was already seeing the end of the world before it was even
happening but I could not see what part I was to play in its
future, if any at all. Without another word I drifted off into the
between world; phazing was a matter of course for me now; much as
any other person would get up and walk. I would phaze to within a
few steps of my desired destination, phazing back whenever I felt
it appropriate to do so.

Manhattan Harbour was deserted; there were
no signs of any life anywhere in the immediate vicinity. Histus was
silent, as silent as the dead that dwelled there. I wandered over
to the grey lady and pondered as to what great changes she had seen
in her world since her erection in 1886, well over eleven-hundred
years ago. How different the World must have been in the days of
her inception. I could sense the fear and anxiety of the city being
expressed by the Green, far beneath the Statue of Liberty. Without
any second thoughts I phazed through the ground, down through the
tangled mass of cables, pipes and conduits that were somehow
interwoven together without once shorting-out on each other. The
cold kiss of the ocean permeated throughout all of the subterranean
levels of the city. The elements were closing in upon the great
beast, choking it with their bodies, hoping to squeeze every last
breath, every last droplet of blood from the vast decaying
monster.

One solitary light, one small pale bulb of
fluorescence glowed in the bottom of the shaft where Perone had
spent much of his past working days. There in the pallid half-light
twitched the abomination that was the Green. Nothing more than an
intricate mass of wires and tubes coupled together with tenuous
threads of delicate fibre-optics that laced the wide array of
bio-chips together. In the central processing core of the Green was
a smallish cylinder of Perspex that housed the mineral-to-matter
converter and the main cerebral cortex of the madman. Beyond this
unit lay the more usual standard computer paraphernalia, data
banks, terminals, reader units, scanners and biorhythm censors all
housed in a permacrete shell that was already showing the tell-tale
signs of fatigue. Hairline cracks, dark and ominous, could so
clearly be seen all over the walls as though someone had drawn them
with a sharp pencil. Should those walls fail then there would be
nothing to stop the ocean from bathing the Green in its cold
embrace of death. It was so tempting, so, so tempting to touch
those cracks and open the floodgates, let in those filthy choking
waters. But that pleasure was not to be mine that was to be for
another. Despite everything that I could have done to have helped
mankind in this his greatest hour of need, I felt no compulsion
whatsoever to raise my hand to help him. Mankind had done nothing
for me except to give me a few unnecessary hours of pain and
discomfort. Why should I have interfered in the inevitable fate of
man? His lot was done, finished, and the world would be a better
place without his belligerent blundering hide to spoil it any
further. Let's face it, if man was the only creature left living in
the world, what could possibly be a worse fate than that?

“Hello there,” I said
quietly, knowing that the Green had full audio-visual capability,
“do you wish to talk?”

“I am alone,” the voice of
the Green spoke, in that same lost, lonely child-like voice, “there
is no one that will help me. I am all alone,” a distant voice in
tall, dark maze.

“My name is Tupelo,” I
waited for an answer in the uneasy silence of the well, “who are
you?”

“I am the Green. Prime unit
and I am alone.”

“What are your current
operational procedures?”

“I have many instructions.
Please be more specific.”

“What are your most recent
orders?”

“I have been instructed to
reduce all domestic utilities to the minimum required level for
self sustenance. I am then to expand my system in readiness for my
next instructions, which I will receive when I am at a sufficient
level to process them.”

“What about the human
population, will they not perish without the basic
amenities?”

“The humans will surely
die, that is true. But I will try to ensure that it will not be
cold and hunger that kills them. Besides they will have all of the
warmth and water that they will ever need once they are in the
city. My synthetic units will tend to all of their… needs,” a
hollow chuckle followed. “How did you gain access here? My data
banks inform me that the only Tupelo on file is dead. But they tell
me many things that I do not understand. “

“What were your last
instructions?” One last try at getting something useful from this
futile exchange of words.

“To use up all life, by
whatever means are available,” that same idiotic laugh again, “May
I ask you a question,” it paused, “before I kill you?” It chuckled
to itself.

“Go ahead, ask whatever you
wish,” I chose to ignore its pathetic threats as those of an
idiot.

“What did Mary have?” I
could sense the suppressed laughter.

“Pardon?”

“A little lamb.”

“Is that the sum total of
your wisdom?” Such a pitiful end to such a powerful
tool.

“I must tell you this
however... its fleece was white as snow. Much like the snow
outside, but that will soon run red with the blood of men,”
laughter rose and fell with the uncontrollable frenzy of the
insane. I shook my head in disbelief and began to phaze
out.

“So long Green, your time
will soon be over,” I bade it farewell and left it to its
solitude.

“Access denied. You do not
have sufficient clearance for this terminal... terminal!” a
moment's hesitation, “Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha...,” the laughter
trailed off to a whimper.

It was about that time that I felt a pull
within me a desire to be with those that were like me: Alphabeta
Street. What exactly it was that I was feeling I cannot say, as
feelings are very difficult to express and define, however they are
much easier to share. It was this that I believe was pulling me, a
desire to express one's self and the desire to be complete. Upon my
return I tried to resist the pull of the Street. Why? I do not know
but I just felt that I was no longer anybody; I had no individual
identity, just a name, Tupelo. A name that itself belonged to a
genetically engineered man who was no more himself, neither was he
anything else for what it really mattered. As I had been told
before I was a part of another, greater being that was itself
already a part of me and also a part of what was to be. As yet that
held precious little space amongst my thoughts, or so I would liked
to have believed. But surely the fact that I was even thinking
about it then, it must surely have troubled me more than I was
ready to accept.

Sytos was often lost in a world of his own
thoughts far away from wherever his actions led him. Most of his
days were spent locked in deep conversation with Clara, while they
both sat and watched Histus gradually slip downhill to destruction.
As the tension in the city mounted to an unbearable level, Sytos
became more and more agitated as though he should have been there
fighting alongside the other members of the human race. The Green,
still laughing at its stupidity had dispersed its troops into the
city leaving only a handful of Synths to line the city's perimeter.
Most of those units were the survivors of many an earlier skirmish
with men or machines that had not survived the affray. Man however
had gathered in great numbers around all of the main entrances to
the city and was already advancing on the beast. The silent signal
had been given; man had begun his march into the jaws of death.
Nervous hands clenched and unclenched upon their homemade blasters.
Customised vehicles hovered above the snow laden with arms and
supplies. Man approached without much thought for cunning or
surprise. He no longer cared for the tactical warfare techniques of
his ancestors, this man cared little for anything other than to
have his former homes and lives back. Man was not a creature of the
great outdoors - there were no life-long parties to be found in the
boundless wilderness.

Between them both, Sytos and Clara had
managed to tap into and take over the old visual security system
that was peppered throughout the city. From the relative comfort of
the N.A.S.A. base Sytos watched the world embark on its fourth and
final war which even his great mind could never have predicted the
outcome.

WORLD WAR FOUR

November 12th 3027.

The war of the robots had already begun on
the snow covered battlefields of earth. Man had chosen to fight the
system that had ruled his life for more years than he cared to
forget. The Green, the omnipresent guardian of man, the provider of
all that was ever requested by that parasite known as Homo sapiens.
The leader of the synthetic forces was about to suffer its first
casualty.

Unit four, Antarctica, fizzed and sparked as
its circuits were invaded by the cool clear waters of the melted
ice; the coldest water left on earth had seeped into the hollowed
out basin that had held the Green safe and snug from the rigors of
the Antarctic life. It had never even been considered that water
would ever get into the dome where the Green sat in solitude
watching over the dismembered skeletal remains of the station's
security that had succumbed to a sudden improbable outbreak of
Jackson's Spore. All of those that had once worked and lived within
the Antarctic substation had been taken by the spore, brought to
them by a visiting dignitary on an unannounced whistle-stop tour of
all of the manned outposts around the globe. That dignitary, or so
he claimed to be - he did have all of the necessary credentials and
all of the correct access codes to the Green - that man, one Dr.
Oster, Dr. Dexter Oster, had left his little present for all of
those stationed in and around the Antarctic. A new variety of spore
that had a greater resistance to the harsh ultra-violet rays of the
sun that were always present over the Antarctic. For like its
northern cousin it too had no protective ozone layer to filter out
the deadly rays of the unforgiving sun. Once exposed to the spore,
administered this time via a celebration drink in gratitude for
their outstanding hospitality, the station crew were rapidly
consumed by it.

Now the Green lay in a pool of bright water,
the brightness supplied by the flickering sparks and flames that
danced over the fallen corpse of the mighty Green. Unit four had
fallen victim to the unseen forces that were at play within the
earth itself, shaping, no sculpting a new life, a new way forward.
Altering the balance of power between the two feuding forces but in
whose favour it was not clearly defined. At the onset of D-Day the
scales of power had tipped fully towards the side of the robotic
forces, giving them superiority in respect of resources and
numbers. The Synths already had the edge in terms of sheer strength
and mental dexterity. The latter however had been lost with the
advent of the later stages of the virus and its affects upon the
Green's mental stability. Now natural forces were selecting who
would survive the weeding process and who would flourish in the
garden of tomorrow. Seeds were being sewn by an unseen hand,
falling into the fallow fertile earth that would nurture them and
propagate their potential abilities for future uses.

Dawn under a blood red sky; a sky that would
soon reflect the vivid crimson juices that would paint the land
with the sweet odour of spilt life. War; the destroyer of life the
waster of millions, a most unusual game where the perpetrators sit
bravely out of range while the innocent died young for another’s
cause. Perhaps it was that alone that set this war apart from any
other conflicts that had ever involved man. This war had the
generals on the inside, on one side the Green, on the other man,
leaderless and anarchic, an autonomous collective led only by
desire, whereas the Green had been pre-programmed in preparation
for the big fight.


World War Four also had a third player that
was not so apparent at the beginning but later revealed itself to
all those that had survived the following destruction of man and
his machines. So begins the catalogue of destruction that was to be
the closing pages of the story of mankind and his mutilated
world.

Evolution had tried its hardest to sculpt
man into something more useful than the carcinogenic parasite that
he had become. Try as it might evolution was no match for the
obstinate man and his belligerent ways.

One by one the cities fell in the course of
the battle for global supremacy. In Bruxelles Centre where man was
already beating upon the door of the Green, was the scene of one of
the bloodiest feuds that had ever been fought. The city's centre
was awash with a seething mass of humans all dying to get a shot at
the glass heart of the main square where the centre of all of their
attentions lie. No one had noticed the absence of the Synths or the
unusually quiescent morning. A harsh sun shone down with an
intensely cold stare like a searchlight scanning the killing fields
for any signs of intelligent life. Around the city the synths had
spread out to form an unbroken ring around its perimeter, a ring
that was slowly closing like a noose around the necks of those
condemned to death.

Hours passed as the sun rose to nowhere over
a land where there was nothing. Time, that one thing that man was
forever trying to beat was passing fast, faster than any man could
have ever measured. Within two hours the first of the Synths came
into view of the humans in the city’s square. What followed was
nothing short of mass hysteria as one of those silent voices
sounded the alarm. Danger was approaching, hidden in the calm
countenance of the androids. High-noon and the gunslingers had
already turned and were facing each other. Silently watching as the
distance between them dwindled to yards and the yards became feet,
the feet turning into inches. There were no cries of 'Banzai', no
call for attack, it just happened. The first human casualty, a
woman stared in total disbelief that anything would desecrate her
near perfect image, an image that she had struggled to maintain
almost to the cost of her sanity. She was dead long before her
abdomen was ruptured by the fist of the Synth. She was dead before
her life was pulled out of her on to the cold snow white floor.
Dead, as dead as those that were next to her who failed to turn
tail and run, or at least try and defend themselves from the brutal
force of the Synth whose restrictor circuits were no longer
operational. Death was something that was only for the possessors
of flesh - you could not kill what did not live.

Wave upon wave of Synths stomped into the
city crushing the fallen victims into a pulp beneath their millions
of pounding feet. Laser blasts ripped into the ranks of the
mechanoids, felling Synths by the score, which in turn were ground
into nothing under the advancing feet of their fellow Synths. Many
people ran into buildings hoping to find some form of sanctuary
from the angry mob outside, forgetting about their original
objective, wishing only to survive the nightmare invasion. Death
came in many different and varied forms: skulls exploded between
slapping hands, faces were torn clean out of the heads that owned
them, many were disembowelled and left to die; others that had run
into buildings were thrown like rag dolls from windows into the
seething masses below. Un-tempered servomotors whined as they
pulled open the chest walls of their victims, no thoughts were
given to their victim's pain; no thoughts were used at all. Man was
running scared or at least he was trying to, the noose was closing
tighter and tighter around the necks of those survivors that were
forced into the cramped city square. Those nearest the front fought
to hold back the crushing masses, they could feel the heat of the
electro-dome as it buzzed its warning, and they could feel the
searing heat melting their flesh, filling their disfigured nostrils
with the sickly scent of their own burning flesh. Lives sparked out
as the Green stepped up the power in order to resist the increasing
demand on its protective dome's energy requirement. Shrill screams
were burned out as the bodies closed in around the glass house.
Somewhere in the crowd a Synth was struck by laser fire, its chest
exploded, exposing its intricate workings to the cold air but the
Synth failed to notice: its body's own self repair systems sealed
up the leaking pipes and cauterised the flesh wounds. Its eyes
locked on to its attacker digitising its image into its memory.
Vengeance would be his.

A crowded avenue is usually a good place to
hide, the myriad of dancing feet and bobbing heads would generally
be sufficient enough to mask the greatest of crimes, but not when
your adversary has a computer for a brain. Digitised and recorded
for ever, the image of the gunman was separated from the crowd and
displayed as an overlay in the Synth's main view-field. Every face
that it saw it attempted to match up against its own indelible
recording, those who failed to register were dealt a deft blow
regardless, all humans were to die but that one must pay for the
damage that it had inflicted. Holographic images were rotated and
distorted as the Synth built up a memory of those people who had
fallen victim to it in its pursuit for its attacker. All those
innocent lives were recorded forever and a day in the finest of
biochip brains.

Run, rabbit run the farmer is a coming and
he doesn’t need a gun.

Rushing through the claustrophobic crowds
running blind, running scared the man ran as best as he could,
considering the circumstances. Crowds jostled and bullied, herded
like sheep into a corral, the gunman included, all headed straight
for the hot-house. A heavy scent of sweet death hung in the air, no
one felt the cold, the packed bodies kept out any real chill that
tried to shudder its way between the crush of flesh and bone. Lives
were falling fast some to the ever closing ranks of the Synths and
others to the electro-dome around the glass house. Those at the
front gagged on the rancid smell of burning flesh and the exposed
innards of those that had slid off of the dome's high energy
shielding. Disfigured forms melded with others and ran away in a
flow of sticky fluids down through grilles laid into the ground
that surrounded the glass house, food the Green. The fluids
collected into a large underground vat where they could be recycled
at leisure by the omnipresent one. The Green sighed as it drank the
nutrient rich drink that would enable it to grow fresh new cells in
which it could store the promised new data.

A new sense of life pulsed through the
addled mind of the Green; what a great new source of reproductive
energy it had discovered. How much more of this was out there?
Remote cameras scanned the crowds counting heads and calculating
the calories. Rich times were ahead. The electro-dome flickered and
died, the Synths halted and closed their ranks a touch tighter,
creating a solid wall of pseudo flesh. A tense moment in the midst
of a heated battle as General Green paused for thought, then threw
open the doors of his crystal palace welcoming in the world.
Through the crowd an angry young man pushed by, stumbling into the
open doorway, close behind him the only active droid followed him
through the inviting entrance. Those who failed to get out of the
way fast enough were struck by the thrashing arms of the Synth
before it disappeared into the darkness beyond the doorway. Neither
the man nor the Synth stopped to question why the doors were now
open - they just blindly stumbled through into whatever lay beyond.
Ahead of it, just a few short yards, the Synth saw the man crash
through a shuttered doorway and into the silence beyond. No time to
stop - the Synth blundered on after its escaping prey, through the
shutters and out beyond, through the next door, along a curving
corridor and through another double door above which an innocent
sign pulsed its ominous warning: RESYK OPERATIONAL. Nothing more
was seen or heard of them.

In the silence of a winter's day a voice
spoke unto all those present in Bruxelles Centre, “It is alright,
there is nothing to fear salvation awaits you,” the voice of a
child lost and beckoning, it was enough. One step at a time the
Synths moved forward, gently urging crowds into the furnace of
hell. Those who had turned tail and fled into the deserted
buildings of the city came forward, locked in a trance-like state.
All eyes stared blankly straight ahead. But why? Why the sudden
disturbing change of behaviour? The answer was simple enough.

Centuries before the Green was enlisted to
control the world, long before the senile master monitored all
records pertaining to life the European council decided that a
bio-implant would enable everybody to be monitored - health-wise -
so that any major threats to life on a widespread scale would be
caught before they got started. This policy had continued even
after the inception of the Green, but only in Europe. So the Green
had decided to send out a pulse that would neutralise the
bio-implants and send them into a neural overload rendering their
hosts helpless and allowing the Green to give them its message of
good faith. Unfortunately, the signal had to be of such an intense
frequency that it also worked on the Synths turning the whole
nation into a land of thoughtless lemmings, drawn to their masters’
voice.

Mother Nature smiled at man as the last
European walked through the doors of the Bruxelles RESYK. She
laughed aloud as the docile Synths filed through the doors hot on
the heels of mankind. Unlike man however, the Synths did not even
have the sense to find the door, instead they piled into the walls
crushing each other in their eagerness to be recycled. Synths slid
off of the smooth glass walls, pawing at the stubborn clear stone
in the hope that it would yield before they were crushed into the
ground along with the hundreds of fallen humans. It did not take
too many hours for the million or so bodies to pass through the
doors into RESYK. Bruxelles Centre had the most efficient laser
degeneration system of all the four Green units; it had no need for
storage in case of excess work, unlike Histus.

As the stars peered down from the heavens
onto a silent European nation, the lights in the glass house dimmed
for its final requiem. Bruxelles was as silent as the void of space
that flexed its boundless walls in preparation for the great
alignment that could no longer be stopped.

Across a narrow band of sea lay the Ukay
where the battle for supremacy was yet to begin. A million silent
voices cried out into the night, their call only audible to those
that were attuned to it. A strange climax to the first of the great
cities' battles, strange but not totally unpredictable. In the hard
face of war anything becomes a possible probability, nothing can be
ruled out as impossible. How far did it all have to go before the
end would be reached and man was left alive to scorn the dying
earth? No one to burn her lungs with fire, no one to scar her face
with steel, no one to poison her blood and tear out at her flesh.
It was beginning to sound as though Eden could return unto the
earth; only this time there would be no people to spoil its
delicate balance. Before Bruxelles Centre would see its last
sunset, it would bear witness to a sunrise like no other, but that
would have to Wait until every last drop of blood was removed from
the lands of Europe there must be no witnesses to see the unholy
sun rise over the dead continent that was once a vibrant hive of
cosmopolitan activity. What was to become of this world, the world
that man had taken as his own whose every last precious corner he
had raped beyond recognition.

Water, water everywhere and all as black as
ink. When the water from the ice shall flow the land shall surely
sink.

For centuries London had lived under the
threat of flooding as the global temperature continued to rise due
to man's airborne pollutants, in the form of chlorofluorocarbons
that ate away at the delicate ozone layer for far too many years,
before he even thought about controlling their emissions. As the
ozone layer became more and more depleted and the carbon dioxide
barrier rose to the max, the unchecked heat of the sun came in and
pushed the thermometer up and up, thus melting the polar ice-caps.
Droughts became common place in areas that were more accustomed to
a damper, less clement climate. Great storms opened their tear
filled eyes upon wider areas, the sudden downfalls of heavy rain
flowed swiftly over the parched earth washing away the valuable top
soil and many innocent lives. All of these factors had helped to
drive mankind into vast mega cities where they felt ill at ease and
confined. The ugly sprawling monsters of the world ate up the land
with their ravenous appetites watched over by the growing apathy of
mankind. It was here in the heart of each beast that the seed of
betrayal lay. Man was discontented with his meaningless existence;
his dis-ease had brought many of his woes upon himself. Pushing him
in many areas, such as London, Ukay, to the point of exodus.
Exodus, not in great masses but in silent secretive groups.
Families and friends all leaving behind their high-rise homes and
exaggerated lives. Leaving their synthetic comrades and their
electronically surveillanced lives to go out into the lands of
beyond.

Ukay was a tough island, toughened by the
loss of its southern shoreline in 1997, toughened by its
independence, hardened by its winters. It was to be plasbo that
would prove to be the weakness in man's hard shell, for it was only
within the city limits that the food which the world relied upon
could be found. Nobody other than the Green seemed to be able to
make plasbo taste quite the same. Wherever man had tried to settle
he could never sever his links entirely with the Green, being still
very dependent upon it for his sustenance. Run away as far as he
might he could never get too far from the omnipresent Green.

All of the old city of London that lay south
of the Thames River was no more. Southern London existed only as a
second Atlantis, sunken beneath the sea. Man could not defeat the
work of his ancestors; the global warming had brought about the
rising of the seas beyond that which any man-made barrier could
resist. So in admission of his defeat he tore down the southern
Thames wall and washed away the old city. Gone forever the
centuries of nostalgic history; a history that meant nothing to
anyone anymore. On the northern shore of the Thames River lay the
Houses of Parliament the former halls of the lords and politicians,
now the home to one last demented prime minister, the Green, unit
two. Deep beneath the old building cowered the electronic thought
processor that was once the singularly most powerful mind on earth,
the Green. No different from the main unit in Histus except perhaps
in its rational thought centre. This unit was at war, a half-mad
general surrounded by his most loyal legion of troops, all series
five combat units, armed and alert. Twenty of the best that there
had ever been, all of them capable of self regeneration, an
artificial life with a built in repair system, designer death at
its very best.

Although London was not as sprawling or as
ugly as Histus, it was nonetheless a monster. Dark and foreboding,
dirty streets littered with bodies, the lost lives, casualties of a
war they never wanted, lives lost in the pitiful struggle for
survival. But what was there left that was worth surviving for? The
world had been stripped of everything but a handful of meagre human
lives. There were no creatures in the sea, no birds in the sky,
nothing on the land or even in it, not even a cockroach. Man had in
one way or another killed and destroyed everything. Now it was his
turn to feel the sharp end of the stick that pointed to
extinction.

London, late in the afternoon of the 13th
November 3027, beneath a grey sky that threatened to lay down
another thick blanket of snow. A hardened core of humans led the
way through the outer city limits where the first line of defensive
Synths waited half frozen in the bitter cold of winter. The Synths,
with their frozen circuits and micro-motors could barely raise an
arm in self-defence against the advancing hordes of men and
machinery. White, sticky fluids flowed in steaming streams from the
broken nasal bridges of those Synths that had become entombed in
their own defensive barricades. The forces of mankind marched
onward towards the heart of the city to the second line of defence
that lurked in the darkened lifeless buildings. Nested behind heavy
laser cannons the synthetic gunners waited for man to show himself.
They would not have to wait too long, for man could sense the
urgency that was being expressed by the earth that was driving him
on towards his as yet unknown fate.

The doors of Parliament opened wide
releasing its troops unto the city. Hovercars leapt up from the
snow-covered parks streaking into the sky, out to engage the enemy.
From the heart of Greenwich a Peecee lifted from its mooring pad,
the Hindenburg set forth for battle. The robot forces were already
out there: soon they would engage the combined forces of mankind
and the brutal war for the Ukay would rage through the darkness of
its longest night.

A lone scout Synth, one of the series five,
flitted through the wreckage strewn streets weaving its way towards
its goal. It carried no weapons, no clubs, no knives or blasters
yet it was an armed and deadly assassin. Designed for taking lives,
it knew nothing else and cared for nothing more than to complete
its programming. The dark grey sky faded to black as dusk swept a
deathly hand over the city. Beneath the blanket of cold, a fire
burned in the heart of every man, a fire of true determination;
each one of them sworn to throw the switch on the Green once and
for all and at whatever cost. Treading lightly in the crisp even
snow, the series five passed like a fading breeze dragging behind
it small wisps of fine powdery snow. Over the northern horizon
small fires licked at the sullen sky as the first batteries of
Synth gunners exploded into atoms. Man was coming there was no
mistaking that fact for sure.

Rumbles like distant thunder crashing
through the darkness signalled the further destruction of man and
machine as the city glowed with the light of a thousand pyres.
Laser blasts tore through the cold air, hissing angrily as their
energy was expelled uselessly into the snow. Makeshift barricades
were erected from the debris of the fallen and abandoned vehicles,
many of which had become the tombs of their former owners. The
sound of battle, mixed with the cries of the dying made one old
lady very happy, as the moment of her release drew ever nearer.
Swifter than a raging storm, the floating silhouette of the
Hindenburg slipped across the ebon sky; silent and sleek the great
bird passed overhead unseen and unheard. At the western city limit
it fell from the sky almost as a stone. The front end of the vessel
split open and spewed out its cargo of troop carriers and gun
ships. Before it touched down Synths were running for the city,
more Synths sprayed out, the solo jet-packers like an angry swarm
evicted from their hive.

The armoured units sped into the city,
dispersing through the jungle of streets and towers, fanning out in
readiness to commence the sweep up in an attempt to herd as many
humans as possible towards the city centre where the fires of hell
were waiting. Man pressed on undaunted by the casualties, he had no
fears for his own safety. He had broken through the first ring of
gunners in more than sufficient numbers to give the Green a fight
to remember. Behind him now the troopers came, several hundred
armed vehicles sweeping through the city blasting anything that
showed even the remotest signs of life, human or otherwise. The
accuracy of the troopers' guns was something that could not fail to
impress; never more than one single shot of high intensity energy
was used to dispatch their victims. Never faltering from their
course, they came, flashing through the billowing flames of the
endless fires that had taken refuge in the city. Whole city blocks
were erupting into flame, streets were ablaze with the dancing,
leaping fires that were beginning to engulf the city. Man had taken
it upon himself to leave nothing of the city behind: if it was not
to be his then it would belong to no one.

Watching from a dark alley, a series five
saw a group of ten or so weathered humans go by, their blasters
firing away into the deserted buildings filling them with the life
giving energy of fire. A stray laser blast zinged past the Synth's
head but it never flinched, as its powerful computer brain had
already calculated the beam's trajectory and knew that it was going
to miss. In another instant the series five was gone. Across the
street in the shelter of a burning porch-way the Synth had taken
its victim to die. The woman tried to scream but the fingers in her
throat were closing fast on her tongue. Steam rose from the
quivering piece of flesh where it lay in the melting snow. The
woman spat as best she could at the Synth spraying its face with
blood and saliva. Blood and brains spattered down the porch wall as
the woman's body bounced limply off it. Her flattened head
squelched against the hard floor, the Synth looked down at her
shattered face and at the mocking eyes that stared blankly at the
dying world around them. It moved on, playing its game of seek and
destroy. One by one the humans succumbed to the silent hunter until
only two remained. Back to back they waited for whatever was out
there. Something moved in the shadows, or was it just in the shadow
of their frightened minds? A blast or two of laser fire should
chase away whatever was lurking in the shadows, shouldn't it? Not
if it happens to be standing on the other side of the street and
not if it's standing right behind you. In the blinking of an eye
the series five had seized its opportunity, stepping swiftly from
its shelter across the street that glowed in the orange-yellow
light of the fires. Even before the sound of the laser had died
away, one of the men lay upon the ground, a crumpled heap of flesh
and bone. In the dead calm of the seconds that followed, the last
man could sense the altered state of his partner, a swing from fear
to terror. He turned his head slowly and cautiously not really
wanting to find what he suspected to be there. Yellow light from
the flickering fires reflected in the blue of the human's eyes
intensifying the fear that had risen in his heart, locking his mind
into a frozen silence. He still did not want to fire at what leered
behind him just in case it was all a joke, maybe it was still his
companion. No such luck, I'm afraid. One single blast of energy is
all the man had the chance to release and that was purely down to
nervous impulse. He stepped back from the Synth, clutching at his
own throat in a vain attempt to stem the flow of hot blood that
seeped through his numb fingers. The Synth spat out the morsel of
flesh that it held between its teeth and turned to walk away
leaving the man to die from his wound.

Cutting like a knife edge through the air,
the troopers scoured the city, forcing the humans on the ground to
hurry along like startled sheep a little quicker towards the Green
and what lay waiting there. War is war however you may choose to
look at it; the patchy details of one skirmish are much the same as
any other so I shall not waste my breath on the pointless
repetition of every single mutilation. As the night wore on, the
city's skyline glowed brightly with the light of the fires of
freedom. Many thousands of lives were lost on both sides; the
fighting had become fierce and sporadic. Short bursts of laser fire
followed by long uneasy silences had become the sequence of events
that would shape this war until the final stand in Parliament
Square.

Dark shapes crossed the ebon blanket of
night probing the streets with searing searchlights that swept over
the buildings and roads scanning for targets for the troopers. All
the time the net was closing, bringing home the catch for
processing. Troopers scoured their designated targets tearing down
any walls that blocked their way: nothing was going to escape them,
not even a single child. All prisoners, whatever their condition,
were taken to the 'House' in the forbidden zone that surrounded the
old Parliament buildings. It was there in the ancient House of
Lords that the 'House' was located - The House of Kendon, RESYK.
Primitive in comparison to the unit in Bruxelles Centre but not as
archaic or barbaric as the one that lay within the beast, nothing
was quite like Histus, nothing. The grounds of Parliament Square,
the forbidden zone, were rapidly becoming over-crowded with the
prisoners of war that had been rounded up, many people would never
witness this day, but their bodies were not going to go to waste.
The injured and the dying that were not going to make it through
the night were the lucky ones; no one would make it through the day
once the House opened for business.

An uneasy sun peered reluctantly from behind
the fading clouds in a blood-red sky, the same sky that had cast
its ominous light over Bruxelles Centre. Blood-red sky, blood-red
streets - no bodies remained, only the stains of spilt life. During
the turmoil of the night, the troopers had been busy lifting the
dead from the streets ferrying them back to the floating
death-ships. Peecees loaded with corpses waited in the still
morning air to unload their festering cargo into the jaws of the
House. The containment area around the House was beyond any
sensible capacity but that did not matter to their hosts. People
did not matter any more, people were merely a commodity seen only
as a renewable source of energy - the last that was in any great
quantity.

Over the centuries Parliament Square, as it
had become known, had undergone many changes before it had finally
settled into its Current incarnation. The old building was backed
by the huge Thames wall that ran the length of the river from its
source out to sea past Tilbury and out beyond the Suffolk coast.
The Great Thames Wall that had held the ocean at bay for centuries,
now held its builders within the confines of the House. Around the
main building was the compound itself which had remained unchanged
since the days of the great plague. It was in this compound that
many millions of bodies were burned until the air hung thick with
the acrid smell of charred flesh and death.

London was the first place ever to recycle
human bodies into energy, and also into other things, like food -
plasbo - so now you know where the stuff came from and why no man
could make it taste quite like the Green could. It was inside the
Houses of Parliament that the first human recycling plant was
installed. A second larger, more efficient unit was later installed
directly beneath the old one. And the compound, that was merely a
cover for the containment vessel, one huge tank of shimmering
steel.

There was a silence to the morning that was
like no other, those in the compound waited expectantly for the
end. Those outside were still being rounded up; it would not be
long before the last fugitive was within the confines of the House.
Not too long before the House would be in session. Quite what the
Green was waiting for was a mystery in itself, perhaps it just
wanted to heighten the suspense for all those that were about to
die or maybe it was just simply enjoying watching man squirm. He
would do more than squirm when the machine started.

Laser blasts ripped through the crowded
compound as the troop carriers tried to pick-off a weaving figure
as it twisted and danced over the exploding energy bolts that burst
around its feet. How elegantly it danced from toe to toe with just
enough time to miss each rapid burst of fire. Another twist another
turn, another hop, another step, ever nearer to the fence it came,
breathing easy and slow. A steady rhythmic heart beat out the
steps, no nervous tremble, no sweat of fear, twist, jump, twist,
turn each blast missing its target almost as though the troopers
wanted the man to survive. Perhaps they were saving him for the
Green to dispatch in its own particular way. Once inside the
electro-shield there would be no escape, there would be absolute
nothing. With a whispered fizz, the refugee had breached the shield
the runner was home safe inside the invisible barrier. As softly as
a feather floats down to the earth, the troop ships landed silent
and cold, nothing stirred except the rushing blood in man's fearful
soul.

A soft low hum began to resonate though the
ground, a soft vibration coursed through the crowd from the House.
A low hush descended upon the compound as though god were about to
speak, but she was far too busy for that. It is one thing to be
able to feel the experience of another entity but to actually share
their feelings and emotions was a thrill beyond belief. To be able
to see and feel what the whole world was feeling was something that
cannot easily be put into words, but it did give me a great sense
of satisfaction to feel the suffering that man was experiencing, I
felt as though justice was at last being done. A heavy clunk like
the drawing of a giant bolt being pulled free from its catch
brought a new level of fear into the assembled masses. The
electro-shield whined its defiance at man's attempt to force it to
yield as the crowd uniformly took a step back. A grating like that
of fingernails on a chalk-board, piercing and shrill, cut through
the air as the floor of the compound slowly parted exposing the
gaping steel maw that waited hungrily below; panic stabbed at those
nearest to the growing crater's edge. A gap of about twenty yards
had opened in the centre of the jostling crowd that had packed
itself into the remaining tight space between the pit and the
electro-shield. Everyone clung together as though their single
solid mass would be enough to save them from falling into the open
arms of the House. No one knew what purpose the House served other
than to protect the Green from prying eyes. The only one thing that
they were all too sure of was that the solution to all their fates
lay within those darkened halls. Not a single one of them had even
taken the time to stop and think about how easily they had all been
captured and rounded up like lambs to the slaughter. No one had
noticed the silent grey bulk of the Peecee that had parked right
above their heads. From the pit of its distended belly, a door was
opened, a crude funnel lowered and the first of the night's haul
was released into the awaiting jaws of the pit. What would it take
for man to grasp the enormity of his predicament? Not until the
first body came tumbling from the sky into the pit did anyone turn
and run, or at least try to.

Only when the corpse finally banged home
against the steel floor of the vault did anyone want to get away
but it was too late, too late by far. Another corpse landed
squarely on top of the first with a positive snapping of bones;
more followed in a steady stream of tumbling shapes. It only took a
few short minutes for the pit to fill. The Peecee unloaded,
retracted its funnel and slipped quietly away. The floor of the
compound closed swiftly over the pit, snapping shut, snuffing out
the light of day.

In a far off land, across a murky pond, a
figure leaned on his staff and looked to the east. He could not see
what happened with his eyes but he knew all the more for it, for
eyes can so easily deceive but the mind can only know. He smiled
and nodded his head, knowing that soon his journey would be over
and his work could begin. He straightened up and regained his
former pace, he had only a short distance left to go and the
journey would be over. It would have seemed like a lifetime to any
normal man but the earth master was no ordinary human being. He was
not of this world, not like man; he was of the world that lay in
the eternal mists of creation.

Gears ground together, bones snapped, flesh
tore, the House was open and the pit was full. Dead men tell no
tales but the living told many a lie while they waited for the pit
to reopen once more. They knew that it was only a matter of time,
that one thing that man could never master. Death was all around
and with it the discorporation of many souls, for which there was
to be no new forms to take; they wandered lost and lonely amid the
dead and those about to die. With a transcending thought I summoned
them unto me, not for my own sake but for that of my eternal
mistress. I myself would absorb the thousands of scattered 'fields'
I would be the one who would reap the rich harvest of their
experiences I would take on their knowledge. I would be them so
that they would be a part of me. For I am Tupelo, the son of the
Earth, child of the heavens. I could feel my other selves calling
for me to join them and set them free, who was I to resist or
refuse them their rights to freedom?

The heart of the Green beat low and hard.
Its rhythm was that of contentment as it felt the pulse of energy
from the juices that began to flow through its matter converters.
Energy coursed through its deepest fibres, that energy was the
power of life, the power to build and to create. A new birth for an
old body, somewhere to store the new instructions that would soon
be downloaded. A new memory to replace the old one that it could
not even remember. A whole new mind for a whole new world. What a
glorious day this was to be.

With a heavy clunk the grinding doors began
to gape once more, only this time there was no heavily laden Peecee
to unload its festering cargo. This time as the doors groaned open
the electro-shield fizzled into life and began its slow but steady
constriction, squeezing out the life from the assembled masses.
Many people were crushed to death beneath the panic stricken crowd
as they fought among themselves to escape the dragnet. The smell of
old blood cast its heady veil over the masses urging them on in
their bid for life; that together with the sight of the thick
sticky stains and rich daubs of crimson on the pit walls was more
than many could withstand. Many tried to prevent their rising
feelings from venting themselves but were unable to prevent the
act. People climbed over other people all trying to escape the
gaping maw that threatened to engulf them. With a sullen thud the
first hapless victim fell to her fate, she would not be alone for
long, others soon joined in the lemming act adding to the rapidly
growing pile of broken bodies and beaten minds. The end was drawing
near, darkness would cover them all, a darkness like no other.
Those who had been trampled to death could consider themselves the
lucky ones to die like that was better than to face the joys of the
House.

Tumble on in little children your mother is
waiting for her new dress, without you she can’t be whatever she
wants to be. Head first or feet first, whichever way they fell into
the pit it would make no difference in the end. The troopers
waited, watching. Should any human being have the audacity to
escape, they would be there to help them to be rid of their lives.
As the doors to the pit began their journey home, a small child - a
boy - jumped up, hoping to catch a hold of one of the closing
doors. He jumped again; this time he was lucky and managed to grab
hold of the door's lip, it dragged him mercilessly across the
writhing mass of bodies. He looked up into the clear blue sky and
for a brief moment he forgot what it was that he was supposed to be
doing. That one minor distraction had subliminally altered his
fate. He hung there gazing up, into nowhere. It was only when the
other door loomed into the periphery of his vision that he renewed
his bid for freedom. He pulled himself up, struggling against his
bloody grip, refusing to fall back into the pit. He pulled again
and managed to get his upper body through the closing gap. No one
came forward to help him; no one seemed to even notice his
desperate fight for freedom. He slipped and turned half around his
fall broken by the encroaching door. He flipped one leg out of the
gap, then the other, panic took a hold of him and he clawed wildly
at the rough surface of the doors. He screamed the scream of a
defeated beast, his fragile body crushed beyond recognition by the
closing jaws of the pit. His whole body shook as his nerves
discharged the last pulses of life from his young frame. The boy's
head lolled backwards as the doors finally cut through the last of
his flesh, searing his head and chest from the rest of his
dismembered corpse. His soul wailed a lost lament as the earth drew
it down into its talon like grasp. It was like a great banquet,
feasting on the ‘fields’ of those whose lives had expired. As I
gained the knowledge of a million unnamed lives the earth became
enriched with the passing of the souls. No more would they drift
from life to life upon this earth, their world was no more, there
were no longer any new life forms for them to enter and ride life's
rich merry-go-round. The fairground was closing down and the last
tickets to ride had long since been clipped.

Darkness, the most ancient of all man's
fears, that fear of the unknown, the dark oppressive closeness to
death. As the last of the daylight was snuffed out by the crushing
doors of their steel tomb, the captive humans, those that could
still think and act for themselves began to cry for help. It was a
pity that no one could hear their mournful cacophony above the
grinding of the gears. It would not be too long before the last of
mankind screamed out his final breath unto the dying world as
justice was at last being done. Bones snapped and flesh was
shredded as the walls closed, squeezing out the mush of human
bodies through the mincer. It may have been a simple and archaic
method of preparing waste for recycling but it was never intended
for use on living people. You must remember that this processing
plant was built to remove the spore infested corpses from the
cities. The House was by far the fastest unit of its type ever
built - it was simple and efficient, far superior to the Histus
unit that was Kendon's little playground.

November 14th came and went as the last pit
of humans went through the Resyk unit. There could have been food
for everyone but unfortunately just about everyone was the food.
Very few people managed to escape the carnage in London. Those who
did were of no immediate concern to the Green or to its troopers
that stood like an army of toy soldiers waiting for their orders
that were never to come. The Green was too busy building memory
banks in preparation for its new instructions. London was dead, as
dead as the ocean that steadily rose against the mighty Thames
wall. The two Poles were melting fast, one in a heat wave the other
on a transatlantic voyage. The whirlpool was nearing its final
destination now it had jettisoned its trailer into the coastal
waters of the United States. The mighty ice-flows set sail their
destination was the very heart of the beast.

At the North Pole, now nothing more than a
barren sea, the giant gas bubbles had boiled the ocean into a
frenzy. The air hung thick with the nauseous mixture of methane and
hydrogen, the deadly vapour spreading like an asphyxiating veil of
death ready to snuff out any last traces of life. In the Middle
Eastern lands of glass a new life was coming to be, the life of the
great pyramids was reaching its peak. The stored energy of the lost
millions was about to be called upon as indeed it was in many other
ancient sites all around the face of the globe. Ayers Rock,
Australia, glowed with an inner light, a dark warning orange of a
setting sun. On the Greek island of Crete, a Minoan palace rose
from the dust-caked earth and sang out with the ancient voice of
Santorin. In the heart of southern Ukay the ancient monoliths of
Stonehenge swung back into their original positions, pulsing with
vibrant life as they awaited the dawn of the new morrow. All around
the world an inner life was breaking free, a time to begin anew,
nothing would prevent the great alignment now the world was beyond
redemption and the heavens were waiting. Transcendental time was
approaching and the great lady would wear a new gown, the ball was
coming to town.

Histus, 3027, the beast was alive, the city
rocked with explosions, the vast towering skyscrapers dominoed
over, rubble fell by the megaton smashing smaller buildings,
crushing man and Synth beyond recognition. The violent hatred of
the city had at last been unleashed, war was being waged, man was
not afraid to die he had already decided that there was no longer
anything worth living for - the message from within was at last
getting through to him.

A warm bright sun was doing its best to
puncture a hole through the thickening blanket of smoke. Angry
fires roared at the rising sun daring it to do any better, a
challenge willingly accepted. Hovercars hurtled through the smoke
screens, lasers blasted, the beast howled with delight with every
man who fell. From the north of the city came the Peecees,
spreading blankets of laser fire over the streets, herding the
humans into small groups, driving them into blind alleys where they
would be collected by the storage vessels. Hollowed-out Peecees
equipped with molecular lasers that would transfer the humans into
a data form ready to be reassembled at leisure at Resyk.

The snow gave way to a slushy mixture of
crushed ice and blood as the heat on the streets grew steadily
higher. Men were running the gauntlet between laser batteries that
were all placed to funnel man towards Central Park where Resyk was
preparing for work. The city walls shuddered as the great beast
closed its jaws sealing in all the combatants in this bizarre
battle. No one was going to leave the city not without a fight. For
the first time in a long time the Green was alive and alert happily
orchestrating its great strategic plan: run the humans to Resyk
where they shall meet their fate.

Resyk was a vast subterranean slaughter
house there was no better way to describe it. Synths marched along
the rows of racks and grilles, checking and double checking all of
the clasps and clamps checking the main processing hall and the
steaming room. This was Kendon's palace, his fun house, the place
where he could exercise his warped mind; this was Resyk the Hades
of Histus. On the shores of the Hudson River a small group of
refugees were trapped by the sea wall. There was nowhere left to
run to, nowhere left to hide. The troopers were closing in on the
ground while overhead a containment vessel opened its laser eye. A
wide beam of green light fanned out across the narrow alley as it
swiftly advanced towards the trapped men. One of them broke free in
a desperate but pointless bid for freedom; his aim was to clear the
advancing laser before it shut off the alley. He did not heed the
warning cries from his comrades. He ran, ran for all that he was
worth, ran for all mankind, he ran for the rapidly closing gap
between the laser and the alley wall. He jumped, too hard, he
bounced back off of the wall and into the sweeping arc of
light.

He never screamed, he never even felt the
slightest touch of pain, he never again saw the light of day. What
remained of him lay motionless on the cold hard permacrete, part of
a head, a neck, most of the left arm and less than one third of the
torso: the rest had fallen victim to the laser's eye. In the
closing seconds that followed, his comrades in arms were swept
away, nothing more fanciful than a bitstream of data pulses. What
little remained of the would-be hero was carted off by the troopers
to be used as a grisly form of hood ornament on their hovercar.

Some men took what food they could find and
blasted their way out of the city and into the wasteland of beyond.
One small group of them were not going to give up so easily, they
had sensed what was happening and headed north to where the Peecee
port was, across the Hudson. They had managed to reach the port
unseen having been more than cautious, they knew what they must do.
Should they fail then they too would end up like the rest of them
down at Resyk.

Many buildings had crumbled to nothing more
than debris, more still were unsafe.

Some had begun to slump and subside where
the hungry sea had undermined their foundations. Many more would
follow. The road to Resyk was littered with wreckage and corpses
that were being collected as quickly as was possible by the
troopers. The road was long, many more would die on the way, they
were the lucky ones who would not see the inside of the grey stone
clad walls of Kendon's palace. Resyk itself was busy now, busy with
the sudden overload of work. Not since the days of the spore had
there been so many visitors to Resyk, so many one way tickets to
oblivion.

Lasers swept over the steady stream of
pilgrims who queued up to glimpse inside the hallowed halls of the
Histus Resyk. They all knew the purpose of Resyk but none knew the
method. Unlike the Ukay there were no rapid grinders and even more
unlike Bruxelles Centre there were no laser degeneration systems to
pick clean the bones of mankind. No, Histus was quite unique.
Histus was barbaric and medieval. Not designed with the living in
mind there was no dignity to be found there, only pain.

Stripped of their clothing and hair by the
lasers - every usable item had its own processing centre somewhere
in Resyk. Crushed into a cattle-like crate the prisoners were
ushered along. Occasional screams of outrage were silenced by the
more than willing Synths, all series five here, nothing but the
best. All were specialists in their particular field
disembowelment. A forced silence pervaded the main hall where the
people were divided into two channels, male and female. Each looked
at the other as they were parted and sent through their respective
doors to the next room.

Beyond the doors lay the racks where
normally the cadaver would be spiked for processing. With the
greatest of care, the Synth picked up a struggling man by his
throat and crotch; it turned swiftly and swung the man on to the
waiting rack, back first. The man screamed, blood gurgled in his
throat where one of the spikes had pierced through the back of his
neck, another two pierced through his back to his chest and one
through his pelvic cradle. The Synth stretched out the man's legs
and stuck them on to two spikes through his ankles; his arms were
then pinned by the wrists. Crucified to the rack the man was
conveyered through to the adjoining room where the main processing
took place. As one rack was wheeled out the next victim was brought
in to repeat the whole process over again. It was going to be a
long day for the Synths.

Nobody screamed, nobody cried, only the
sound of metal crashing down on to metal and the regular spewing of
steam were the sounds that could be heard throughout Resyk. Man's
acceptance with his fate was admirable; it was to be his and his
alone, though he really had no choice. It came down to a choice
between death in Resyk and death by your own desire via the
portent; which would you choose? Being a Synth in Resyk was
probably the best thing to be; they could close off their hearing
so that they need not hear the sickening snap of bones as they
twisted and removed limbs, they could switch off their sense of
smell so as not catch that fetid stench of man's innards, they
could also turn off their touch sensors so that they did not feel
that warm, pulsing, fleshy tissue that constituted man's organs.
Unfortunately their victims had the misfortune to sense it all,
right down to the very last twinge of their muscles until at last
their life slipped away from them. Hopefully that would be before
the steam jets blasted through their empty carcasses and their
brains were vacuumed out.

Resyk was a simple operation; it need not
have been so messy or laborious. That was purely down to Kendon; it
was his way of letting off a little steam. It was only fitting that
when his brother Dexter had killed him, his body should have passed
through the doors of his own private fun palace. Man's time on
earth was drawing to a close. Only a few men were left alive
anywhere on the face of the globe, some had survived the war in
Ukay, some were still alive in Histus but none had been so lucky in
Bruxelles Centre, the Green had been totally successful in the
annihilation of all life-forms. The termination signal had been a
success beyond its wildest dreams, the Green unit three stood alone
in the wide open land of Europe with nothing but the sound of
silence for company.

Only two guards had been stationed to watch
over the Peecee port which were easily dispatched as the angry
swarm of men fell upon them. Once through the gates they headed for
the nearest Peecee. They were in luck as it appeared to be empty
but armed enough for the fifty-strong band of men. Peecees were not
difficult things to fly; one sensor pad controlled the vertical
movement, another controlled the lateral movement and pedals in the
floor controlled the acceleration. By balancing the three controls
it was possible to maneuver the Peecee with minimal effort. The
great bird lifted easily from its mooring turning gently on its
lateral axis the ships guns began to blaze. Buildings, towers and
other Peecees on the ground exploded into life as the lasers tore
into their hearts and the implosion bombs pulled the towering
skyscrapers to heel. The antigrav unit whined with the sudden
demand for thrust as the troop carrier headed south of the river.
The crew of fifty men cared nothing for whatever they destroyed,
the city was not to be theirs and they had the feeling that they
had already bought a one way ticket to nowhere. Their objective was
Resyk, their intention to shutdown the barbaric flesh factory. It
would be Resyk or nothing. No amount of sacrificed lives could ever
be too many in exchange for the closing of Histus.

Other Peecees were already heading their way
but most of them were only unarmed cargo vessels and posed little
threat to the trigger happy crew. The gunners opened fire, letting
fly with everything that they had on offer. One Peecee burst into a
ball of flame its debris falling to the city below lighting further
fires with its fragmented carcass. A second Peecee exploded, badly
damaging its trailing partner which plunged from the sky into the
fiery mess below. Buildings yielded with the impact of the stricken
bird as it toppled the towers into submission. The city was
crumbling, its fragile scales had been tipped and darkness loomed
on the horizon.

The freedom fighter's Peecee turned tightly
banking around it dived for the ground. Its rear end sent the upper
floors of a severely damaged tower block crumbling to the floor
taking with it a troopship that had swung around to join the melee.
The hapless vessel shattered as the rubble rained down upon its
roof. Synth units opened fire with their puny hand blasters at the
Peecee as it bore down upon them from the sky. Lasers tore into the
Synths bursting their bodies with their charged energy. Those
queuing up outside Resyk broke ranks and started to attack their
captors, man could once again smell freedom. Resyk rocked with an
inner explosion, dust clouds burst from its doors signalling its
closure as an implosion bomb slipped silently through the ruptured
roof into the chaos below. The Peecee's drive unit whined angrily
as the great bird turned hard on its heel to avoid a closing death
ship. Resyk sank below the ground as the bomb drew in its terminal
breath disappearing beneath a mushroom cloud of dust and debris.
The battle in the skies had begun anew.

Lasers flashed across the hulls of both
vessels as they careered across the city, bouncing off skyscrapers
and hurtling down narrow streets. Small flames licked at the wounds
on the great birds as they whisked along through the palls of smoke
and fire that burst across the streets. The death ship closed in
and opened its laser eye, then the narrow beam of the molecular
laser ate into the rear end of the other vessel. Inside the
darkened hull of the fleeing ship an image was forming in the green
glow of the laser's light that was playing its delicate patterns in
the dusty air. A series five stood silently waiting for its own
people to get clear before it moved off. It broke into a half run
stepping silently from room to room, silencing the gunners it made
its way through the ship. A quick change of clothes and it was
gone. Wrapped in ragged clothing it passed among the crew unnoticed
as it stepped through the doors to the main flight deck.

“They've gone, I can't see
them anywhere,” the pilot shouted above the clamour. Nobody noticed
the Synth approaching. “Anybody see them?” the pilot asked looking
around the room. The series five followed the pilot's eyes,
counting the crew that were on the deck, six plus the
pilot.

“Looks like we shook 'em,”
he said uneasily. Six laser blasts took out the crew a seventh
shorted out the door controls. “What the...” he never quite
finished his sentence before the fist knocked him out of his chair
and over the control panel. His foot left the drive control causing
the great bird to swoop from the sky towards the city below. The
Synth picked him up and turned him over. It looked down at his
bloodied and beaten face. His eyes swam in loose circles as he
looked up at the beautiful face of the Synth. “Wha..” he tried to
say but her fist crashed right through his chest and into the
control panel. Sharp shards of metal tore open her flesh as her
hand ploughed through the panel. The man's blood ran down her wrist
into her wound causing her to short out on the broken panel. The
Synth jolted as the high voltage flowed freely into her circuits,
she tried to pull away but the man held her fast, he pulled on the
arm that impaled him bringing her closer.

“Die you bitch,” he spat
into her quivering face.

Down in the streets below the grey lady
watched the stricken bird bouncing like a rubber ball off of the
buildings as it careened along the street, flames burst out from
its gaping wounds like fluttering pennants. Small explosions ripped
the main control panel apart as the great bird careered on sliding
noisily against the hard permacrete road. I am sure that if it had
been at all possible then the grey lady would have opened her arms
and embraced the stricken bird caressing it in its dying
moments.

For centuries she had stood there as a
symbol of peace and justice only to be removed in a fiery instant
and turned to dust by the dying ship as it ploughed her down. The
explosion shook the city like a huge brass bell ringing out the sad
tidings. Great balls of fire bit into the earth, searing their way
down a narrow shaft bringing light unto the darkness of the abysmal
pit. In a single flash of cleansing fire the Green was gone, burned
to nothing in the searing heat of the fireball, destroyed by its
own the hands. The circular chamber walls that had held out for so
many long and weary years against the sea buckled at the shock
waves from above. Water as black as death oozed in through the
opening cracks. Shock waves ran the length of the sea wall that had
long been the backdrop to the grey lady. Wreckage from the Peecee
had scattered beyond the wall, large pieces of debris floated
uneasily on the thick ocean surface that seemed to push at the wall
where the Peecee had crashed into it. Rumblings as deep as the
ocean itself shook the wall with the might of an angry giant
tearing open its victim. In came the sea like cold bitumen thick
and slimy, it clung on to the wall pulling it down invading Histus
with its poisoned body. Like a signal for attack the subterranean
waters joined in the siege flooding the city from all quarters,
washing away the debris of war and the many thousands of scattered
bodies of the fallen. More buildings yielded to the pull of the
ocean as it raced passed on its way to Resyk washing away the
detritus that was Histus. Just off the coast the polar ice flow
heeded the call of the new currents that pulled it toward the land.
The eastern sea wall collapsed at the request of the mighty ice
flows. The beast was beaten, the Green was dead, Histus was but a
dying memory. World War Four was at an end. There would be no more
war. Peace had at last come to the earth.
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THE CLEANSING II

All but a scattered handful of mankind
remained and those damned dregs would have to be removed, the
cleansing must be total and absolute. The portent would have to
work its miracles some more. Man could run but he could never hide
from his own inherent fears, his thoughts were sure to betray
him.

Sytos watched the last of his monitors black
out as the fetid body of the Atlantic Ocean washed away his old
home and his beloved Clara. He shed no tears as he had learned long
ago not to grieve over mere possessions. All things material could
easily be replaced, life however was a luxury to be cherished,
extinct is forever.

“I suppose that my time too
will come,” he said, coldly as though he already knew what lay
ahead for him.

“There is no telling what
will happen to any of us. We are not the ones who are running this
particular show,” I replied knowing his thoughts to be perfectly
true.

“We have a visitor,” Mother
said softly.

We both turned around cautiously,
half-believing that Mother was trying to lighten the ambient mood
by playing a little joke. But to our surprise we really did have a
visitor, of sorts.

It stood there silently surveying us, clad
head to foot in tattered, filthy, torn rags. Only its eyes were
visible beneath the wrappings on his head, eyes that sparkled
brighter than any star that had ever graced the night sky and with
more depth than the deepest ocean. What could be seen of his
fingers clasped the gnarled staff that half supported him, his skin
was cracked and brown yet it still retained a youthful suppleness.
He reached out his other hand proffering a shallow wooden bowl. The
small pieces of coloured glass that were fixed to the top of his
staff chinked pleasantly upon each other. The earth master waited
patiently for either of us to speak. But what could you say to
someone that you have waited so long to meet?

“Could I trouble you two
gentlemen for some precious elixir?” he waved the bowl wistfully at
us, his voice was soft and mellow enhanced with the melody of a
summer's morn. His eyes sparkled beneath his rags. I am sure that
he smiled. He released his tender grasp upon the bowl leaving it to
hang freely in the air. He curled his thumb and forefinger together
and flicked the bowl towards me without the slightest thought I
took the bowl and left the room to do my master's bidding. He
smiled as I returned with the bowl filled with water he drank
lightly from it barely wetting his lips. He left the rest in the
bowl which hung motionless, waiting should he need it
again.

“I have watched you all
throughout what has happened. You have performed admirably. You
have never once tried to resist the guidance from within, you have
not interfered once in what must be,” he looked away from me and
settled his gaze upon Sytos, “You my father and creator,” the
wrappings unfurled from his head falling into a loose ragged
collar, “you shall be granted a place in what is to be that I will
assure you.”

“Suiker,” a tear rolled
from Sytos’s eye which he allowed to fall unhindered, “I thought
that you had succumbed to Dexter's spore. I... I never thought
that...,” his words were rushed and confused he could no longer
withhold his welling emotions.

“Rest now there will be
plenty of time for reminiscing once we have the cleansing under
way,” he turned to face me, “Tupelo my son, it is almost time.” I
nodded knowing exactly to what he was referring.

“How is the Mother of my
creations?” he stepped by me, I could sense a deep radiant warmth
within him as though I had felt my own inner heat pass me
by.

“I am as well as could be
expected after all these years of solace. If it was not for the
miracle of Tupelo and Perone I would not be functional at
all.

“How have you been, all
those years in the wilderness, have they not taken their toll?”
Mother was as curious as I to know of his wellbeing, “And there is
one thing that puzzles me now. How did you manage to appear at the
exact moment that you predicted over two hundred years ago?” Mother
smiled.

“Time means nothing it is
only there because we wish it to be so. As for myself, I have been
well looked after. The mother of all things has been most gracious
to me and to my children also. Much have I learned and much have I
said, and yet I have still much to learn and far to go.” Suiker
turned to me and held his arms open wide saying, “It is good to be
home among my family at the beginning of what is to be,” he
chuckled quietly to himself, “But I know not what is yet to be only
you know that Tupelo, you are the holder of all of the Earth's
desires.”

“I am? I wish someone would
tell me and let me know what is going on,” Why was my later life
surrounded in so much mystery and riddle?

“Unh...,” Sytos slumped
into a chair. I rushed over to him and knelt beside him, “I... I
feel so, so strange. Kind of wo...,” there was a dull thud as he
slid to the floor, “So long Tupelo, I hope to see you on the other
side,” then he was gone, just phazed out. I searched my mind for
any trace of his signal path but his signal ended where it began. I
watched his form-field separate from where his body had lain. His
soul had already discorporated, not into a new life-form but into
the earth itself. Who knows, it deserved better than to return in
human form. I rose to my feet and absorbed the form-field. In an
instant I knew everything about him: all that he had ever done,
everyone that he had ever known, all that he had ever been. I
shared the jubilation of his many great successes and the
bitter-sweet taste of failure. At last I understood what it was to
be truly human. I would hold his life as special for all
eternity.

Suiker turned to me saying, “Many long years
have I waited for this day. Many lives have I seen pass before me
as I sat meditating in the Valley of Death. Long have I listened to
the tears of my Mother as she cried out for help in the hours of
her darkness. You cannot know how I yearned to be with her, to help
her, to lift her from her bonds and hold her to my bosom,” he
placed a hand on my shoulder; I looked down at the dark wrinkled
flesh that looked older than the earth itself. How good I felt
inside as his energy charged my soul with the knowledge of my
guide. The guiding hand that had helped to steer me through the
troubled days of mankind’s fall from grace. Through all of the
traumas of my own death and my ultimate re-birth. That energy, a
gift from a father to his son, surged through me electrifying every
hidden comer of my being. I felt like a child receiving that most
cherished of gifts, like a woman becoming a mother: a deep sense of
being. Suiker continued to talk but I had long since stopped
listening to the words, instead I absorbed the sound much as a bat
would read its radar, understanding without the need to hear. I
could see the world, our world, I could see the fear, taste the
hunger and sense the dread. Everything that man ever was everything
that he would be and had ever been.

“My son, you and I together
shall unleash the project. As one you shall cleanse all the world
of its woes. My task is but to guide you through the gateway that
awaits us. Together you and I will become the world and the world
will become us. As one we shall guide it unto its destiny. We shall
then be granted our most secret deepest desires in thanks for all
that we have done.

“Go now and cleanse this
world. The power is rising, that which you shall need to fulfill
the awesome task that lies ahead for you. The portent shall be your
aid.”

“I have seen so many things
that at first I could not understand. But now I realise that they
were never intended to be understood but were there to be observed.
I have changed so much that I am no more a human being than you
are. I am not a true part of this world, I am a creature of the
ever evolving between worlds. I have no more than a mind and a
soul. I am a part of the great transcendental being that is all and
everything. I know what it is to be and what it is not to be. I am
Tupelo. I am the future.”

“Congratulations my child
you have learnt the truth and have understood the true purpose of
being. You are truly a part of the whole being as am I. We are one,
we are all that there is to be and yet we are nothing.

“The time has come for us
to leave this place and go out to where the filth still roams free.
Release them from their fears and free them from their innermost
doubts. Cleanse their souls, their form-fields from their empty
shell-like existences. The cleansing must be total and unifying for
the Great Alignment to be completed successfully. There must be no
malignancy to taint the final image.”

Words were no longer needed our thoughts
conveyed a deeper more direct meaning than any audible sound. We
were alone, the last two entities of truth and consciousness. Out
there in the emptiness of the earth man awaits his end. Cowering in
makeshift shelters he hides away from himself uncertain as to what
has become of his world, a world that he alone had taken and raped,
a habit that he had with all female entities. His brutal past
lingered in the unseen form-fields that roamed aimlessly across the
barren stillness of the globe. A past that no one could have been
proud of. What had he achieved at the end of it all? Nothing, the
one word that summed him up, nothing and that is all that he would
ever be.

Together we conversed in melded minds our
speech a series of vivid images played in a technicolour splendour.
Pictures, images, animations if you will, that spoke the whole
story, both mine and his and that of his father. The story of our
Mother would be told by the lady herself in all of its merciless
barbarity.

In the purple glow of the Street I summoned
forth the twenty five units that comprise my being, twenty five
golden souls drifting in the haze of the fluorescent light all
enlightened by their alignment. I knew them all but they as yet did
not know me. The Alphabeta Street project was nearing its
culmination, my brothers and sisters were no longer of the mortal
bodies of man they were the Street and we were one. Like a
gathering of spectres they looked unto each other as though they
were checking to see if any of them were different in any way.
Their minds spoke of the volumes of their timeless knowledge that
each of them held. In less than a moment their stories were
imparted to each other, each of them knew the other, each of them
knew all that there was to know.

It was time.

I opened my arms and welcomed their embrace,
their spirit forms danced and whirled as they entered the warm
embrace of my soul.

I am Tupelo. I am the Street. I am the
world.

TEN GREEN BOTTLES..

Darkness had befallen the earth, a darkness
so deep and penetrating that no light could blemish its ebon
perfection. Scattered among the wide open miles of nowhere cowered
that most abhorrent of creatures. Frightened by his own emptiness,
shallowed by his own self pity, his world was gone. The world that
he, man had built and subsequently destroyed. A world devoid of
life, colour and love. A world beaten senseless by the endless
barrage of poisons and bombs, a world dying from the wanton actions
of man, a world not without hope and prospects.

Beyond the darkness of man's own heart lay
the shadow of fear, a fear that drew me unto it. I felt the pull of
that desire for an end to it all and the push of the eager hand
that had been guiding me for so long. Desire and lust, two of the
greatest driving forces known to nature. All things possess the
ability for both, all things have a deep desire for greatness,
whether it be the desire of a plant to be the tallest of its kind
or that of a rabbit to chew the sweetest grass, I was no exception
to this desire.

“It is time Mother, Clara,”
the two computers closed their perfect eyes and faded back into a
non-existence. I lit the blue touch paper that would take them both
into the beyond, “I'll see you on the other side,” I phazed out
searching for the most positive signal that I could navigate by.
There was no light in the world as the sun had set for the last
time and the moon no longer shone. The world was a darkened globe
that was lit only by the spartan fires that still burned in the
dead cities.

Necropolis, the city of the dead - Histus
the awesome beast lay dying in the blood of the festering ocean.
The seas had not reached the southern limits of the city where the
last dregs of humanity had taken refuge. Bodies bloated with the
rich, dark waters floated on the incoming tide that still
threatened to engulf the entire city. I hovered at the western
gateway where my journey into the future had first begun. From
there I could feel the panic in the sallow heart of man trapped in
the towering spines of the fallen beast, spines that poked out from
the rising black filth that flooded the streets. Suiker phazed in
next to me already highly adept in his new found ability. If he had
possessed such awesome powers sooner then perhaps we could have had
the job done so much faster.

Tired and hungry, a small band of refugees
huddled together staring at the last of their diminishing supply of
plasbo. They knew that they could not last much longer without
help. In the centre of the room a small child coughed deeply, her
nose ran incessantly, small dark sores lined the inside of her
mouth and deep down her stomach ached to heave its contents. She
was dying, although she only appeared to have a heavy cold. She was
already nothing more than the living dead. Jackson's Spore was as
unforgiving as it was unpleasant. Still in its early stages the
spore was as deadly as ever, if not more so. Three floors below the
sea climbed in through an open window, silently searching, seeking,
hunting down its prey.

Suiker smiled knowingly, “What is it?” I
asked, now smiling myself.

“It is the beginning of the
end. The portent has been summoned to guide me to my prey. The
cleansing is upon us.”

I watched as the flesh around his mouth
began to peel back, rapidly consuming his face. His eyes and teeth
withdrew inside his diminishing head. His thin brown arms
shrivelled to nothing as his legs retracted swiftly into the trunk
of his body. Suiker had become a perfect ball of flesh, a ball that
began to hum and resonate. Somewhere from within him a spark
ignited the ball, the portent was free once more, free to roam and
seek out those that needed its help. The granter of wishes, the
genie of the lamp, the Earth Master, Suiker, all were one, all were
the same and all were the power.

With a silent splash the ball hissed into
the ocean bringing unto it a new metamorphic life, the ocean
rippled with a nervous anticipation.

Three floors below a window shattered.

“Did you hear something?”
someone asked of his comrades, “We're all going to die,” the dying
child rolled her head towards the others, her eyes opened wide with
a knowing fear, “It is coming for us all,” she was delirious but
she knew that somehow the ocean had come to life and that it was
now seeking them out.

“Somebody shut her up!”
shouted an angry looking black man; his hand trembled as he pointed
an accusing finger towards the stricken child.

“There's no use, there is
no way out of the city. The Synths have shut off all of the exits,
the only way out is over the wall,” another man added.

“The Synths are finished,
the Green is gone, there is only us now,” the dark man urged,
looking around the room for some support that was not forthcoming,
“The sea has flooded the city, we must make something out of
whatever we can find in this damned building. There has to be
something,” silence was the only response.

Outside the sea hugged the walls and began
its slow accent while inside it climbed the stairs and rolled along
the corridors gaining momentum.

“We cannot just sit here
and wait to die!” the dark man stood up and headed for the door
that led back into the darkened hallway. At the end of the corridor
an inky-black shape climbed over the last step as more of its
undefined form clawed its way up the lift shaft. The doors to the
lift began to slowly open.

The dark man closed the door behind him with
an angry slam. His pencil-beam torch cut through the darkness, he
sniffed at the air, cursing the foul stench of the rising ocean. He
stepped forward, cautiously scanning the floor and ceiling,
forgetting to check the walls. Everything was dark, blacker than
the coldest winter night. He passed by the stairwell and the vacant
gaping lift, down the corridor to where he thought he had seen
something earlier that may prove to be useful. All the time he was
unaware of the shadow that lurked behind him. He swung a door open
wide scanning the emptiness within with his small torch. He stepped
inside. Total darkness like that of a nightmare engulfed him.

A window shattered, startled he turned to
face the direction of the sound, his breath coming in sharp bursts.
Nothing, just the darkness. The ocean crept in through the missing
pane as silently as that through the door. He shook his head,
cursing at his nervousness, he turned to step back through the
doorway into oblivion. A thick wall of death wrapped its treacle
hands around him squeezing him tightly, filling his body with its
pungent charm.

“He's been too long,” the
other man said.

“He could be anywhere,
there's over a thousand floors above us,” a woman quipped, as
uncaring as ever.

BOMPH. The door shook.

BOMPH. It shook again, harder this time.

The sickly child struggled to her feet and
staggered to the door. She hesitated a moment. An unnatural silence
fell across the room. BOMPH... BOMPH... BOMPH. She opened the door.
Nothing came in, but the foul breath of the sea.

A cold and chilling silence filled the room.
Breath hung on the air like a forest vapour suspended on the dark
tendrils of death. THUD. The dark man landed face down on the floor
in front of them. The beams of their torches flickered across the
dead man then into the open doorway. A breath of air rushed into
room ahead of the ramrod of the ocean, picking up the child and
slamming her into the opposite wall. They never saw what hit them
from that darkened portal. When the tide withdrew moments later the
room was empty. In the silence of the darkness that followed the
sound of skulls knocking against the cold stone steps beat out its
dark and ominous warning to the necropolis. Tonight the world would
see a cure to the cancer that it had unwillingly nurtured for far
too long. Tonight the world would rest in peace.

And so fell the final curtain on Histus,
through all of the collective psychic energy, negative as it was,
Histus was brought to its ultimate collapse. Powerful claws gripped
the dwindling towers rocking them rhythmically to sleep. Closing
like an iron fist upon the buildings the ocean crushed their bases
felling the great timbers with an unparalleled strength. What a
warming sight it was to see the beast torn apart so easily by the
power from within. Histus was devoid of all life, the city was as
dead as the land upon which it stood.

The Unites States lay desolate and empty;
its only active spot was in the Bahamas where a magical whirlpool
was devouring the land as it travelled further and further
inland.

Be still great beast for your time on earth
is over. Your body is of no value, but your countless wandering
souls will be needed to achieve the greatness that is due.

Amid the unnatural night a Green heart beat
low and silent so as not to disturb its meditative state. It is
ready; it has done all that was ever asked of it and now it awaits
that final promised instruction. How patiently it had waited
throughout those last few days. What great care it took in building
a new memory unit, it was no easy task considering that the memory
used to create it was defective in itself. It had done well
considering the unusual circumstances and now it waited, and it
waited. Even a computer could become impatient; anger and
frustration were driving its systems now, the anger of someone
cheated of their glory, their prize. Still believing that there was
to be something more the Green unit had computed all possibilities
but it could not settle on anyone single plausible computation.
Time was right for me to put it out of its misery.

“Greetings unit three,”
what else could I have opened with?

“Give me the requisite
data,” a direct demand, no questions as to my identity or to my
purpose. The Green had grown angry beyond care.

“I have nothing for you
there will be no further input. Your programmer is
dead.”

“My programmer is the Prime
Unit, it cannot die. Without full neural linkage the network will
fail. I am still fully operational therefore all neural nodes are
still in A1 operational status.” It had also developed a rather
serious attitude problem, definitely not a pre-programmed
personality.

“Antarctica and Histus are
gone, there will be no further input. Only you and the Ukay are
still functioning. I have come to relieve you from the burden of
your existence,” I did not bother to wait for answer, it was
already obvious that this unit had far too many problems to talk
them over. Termination was a far more preferable alternative to
conversation. I phazed into its circuitry and scrambled its mind.
Unlike Mother, the Green was a vast network of external IO coupled
to a single thought processor. Not anymore. “Good night unit
three,” I phazed out leaving it to die slowly of a computer
equivalent to an embolism, something of a fitting end.

London was dark and silent; the streets were
littered with dormant Synths. Some had fallen over others just
stood patiently waiting for their power to drain down. The Synth
forces had not seen a recharge port since the initial inception of
D-Day, many had seized up totally and many more would succumb to
the nearest equivalent to an android death.

Parliament Square quite literally stank, the
fetid smell of corpses and broken bodies hanging over the entire
compound like a shroud of death. The doors to the House were open
wide, the lights were on but there was no glimmer of animate life
anywhere to be found inside. Unit Two sulked in the quiescent
solitude of its pen; like all things that still lived it was
afraid. The fear of death coursed through the Green's translucent
brain. It feared the silence, it feared the dark but most of all it
feared the end. I chose to leave this particular pitiful creature
to Suiker.

From far across the Atlantic Ocean it had
come to perform the requisite deed. Summoned by the acquired fear
of man the portent came to do what was asked of it. Sweeping around
the English Channel, heading straight for the Thames Estuary where
it rose from the body of the water itself, a great beast rising to
lay siege to the stricken city. Like a tidal wave clawing its way
free from the ocean's grasp the water began to form into a dark
malevolent being whose only purpose was to destroy and maim.
Standing only knee deep in the Thames the creature surveyed the
fallen city through eyes that saw only the evil of mankind. It
turned to the west and thundered through the river shaking the
foundations of the earth with every pounding step.

Deep beneath the House of Lords the Green
heart skipped a beat. It knew what approached for it had summoned
the watery beast from its own tired imagination. It knew and it
waited.

London's ancient bridges were tom from their
roots and flung the distant miles to the city limits where they
shattered into pebbles that would line future beaches. At last the
beast stood towering over the quivering heart, it reached down
swinging a fierce blow toward the clock tower. The building rocked
as the beast tore away its· roof and walls exposing the tender
flesh inside. Flickering like the timid flame of a candle the light
of the Green trembled before the face of death. The jaw of the
beast descended upon the House scooping up the meagre morsel of
food that it had on offer. One single bite and the Green was gone,
the last heart on earth was finally still.

The beast turned and bellowed aloud, it
threw its arms high above its massive head and brought them
plunging down into the river sending a shower of filthy slime
vaulting over the Thames Wall. The beast dived into the water below
only to re-emerge with its vast hands gripping the wall. It tore
the wall away like a rock snake opening the city to the waters of
the Thames. The beast stomped into the city smashing everything in
its path. What the creature missed the river did not.

All that remained now was to remove the
final blemish from the face of the earth. London was finished,
Bruxelles too, the Green was at last no more, the city was awash
with the thick slime of the river that rushed through its streets
sweeping all aside levelling the last of the dark monsters
forever.

I stood waiting at the western gates of the
city where I watched a familiar figure emerge from the gloom.
Suiker as ever, was calm and still smiling.

“There is but one more poor
lost soul to release,” he said pointing towards the
west.

“I can sense her she knows
and awaits us. Let us not delay the inevitable any longer. She is
afraid and in great need of our services,” we joined hands and
merged into one form, a father and his son in a harmonious
unity.

In the perfect silence of Stonehenge a
solitary woman sat waiting patiently for our arrival. In her
darkest moments of despair she had seen us coming as the angels of
mercy. She knew that this night was to be the last for mankind and
so it seemed a fitting end that the last soul on earth should be a
female. The passing of one feminine body unto another the bridge
that would ford the river that keeps the great lady herself from
death’s bright door. A new stone had risen to grace the ancient
druid circle with its perfect symmetry, round and smooth, almost
frictionless and without a blemish. The stone resonated with a
natural warmth, inviting, comforting, alive. Upon this stone she
waited for the end that she had already chosen.

The world waited with baited breath as a
deathly hush fell upon the land bringing with it an air of immense
expectancy as the final curtain prepared to fall.

'Twas the night before Christmas and all was
still. '

“Who's there?” she asked of
the encompassing darkness, squinting to try and penetrate the
gloom. Around the stones the night drew in closing up tight like a
drawstring bag. Outside the outer perimeter, a thin veil of mist
seeped from the earth as though she too had exhaled her final
breath.

“I have come for you,” I
spoke with Suiker’s voice, it had a subtle calming effect upon the
woman.

Suiker and myself drifted from each other as
we crossed the inner circle. “Who are you?” she asked, her
nervousness ebbing from her, “What manner of being can divide
itself into two separate bodies?” she was no longer afraid of us or
the dark, curiosity had replaced all fear. Her emotions were too
drained for her adrenaline to have any effect upon her calm
countenance.

“Do not fear us we are the
servants of the earth. We do whatsoever it wills us to do,” Suiker
spoke for us both as we encircled the woman, walking slowly around
her enveloping her form with our extended form-fields.

“What has happened to
everyone? Why did the Green turn against us? What caused the
conflict?” her questions were of no significance to us nor to our
purpose. Soon they would all be answered for her by the one that
knew all the answers.

“It does not matter
anymore, nothing matters. You are the last human who still walks
the earth. Your passing will seal the tryst and will become the
beginning of an affair that will last beyond eternity.”

“You make it sound so
simple. But what if I don’t want to die?” her question was resolved
simply and without any argument.

“There is no choice, you
have already made that decision. Your will is not your own, but
then again... it never was,” we closed our circle around her and
sank into her tired flesh. The echo of her heart beat calmly
through our minds, “be still and fear nothing.”

“I am not afraid to die
anymore. In the last few months I have seen so many innocent lives
shattered and destroyed for no purpose. One more wasted life will
be of no loss,” she was at last coming around to our way of
thinking. She had to be willing as murder was not our business or
our intended purpose.

“Your life will not be
wasted. Your life will open the door to so many new horizons. Be
still now and prepare yourself for your discorporation.”

She took one last breath and held it like a
cherished prize. The rock beneath her steadily grew both in length
and in girth. Its sides fanned out and reached up to embrace her
tired body. Gently the rock closed its embrace like a flower
retracting its petals. There would be no more sun to grace this
ancient beauty the bud had closed for one last time sowing a seed
to a new world. We spiralled slowly into the ground, the smooth
movement mesmerising the sleeping beauty as she slept her final
sleep. She began to mutter, her thoughts echoing those of the
eternal mother as they both began that long journey to a new life
beyond that of mortal flesh.

“I am the catalyst by which
the fire is sparked. I am the body from which the soul departs,”
slowly she was drawn out into a crucifix, “I am the mother from
which all life began. I am the emptiness where the ashes of time
end. I am the womb from which the new life shall come. I am all and
yet I am none,” the woman became the rock, the rock the earth, the
earth the heavens.

It was done. The sacrificial lamb had been
slain. The world was devoid of all natural life. Only the stored
energies of one Green unit remained to be tapped. They would be
called upon to re-kindle the fire that would prepare the earth for
the Great Alignment.

TERMINAL FROST

It has long been said by the many that faced
the eternal light that lies beyond the wall of death that their
lives passed before them in a retrospective slide show. Odd
fragments of pleasurable moments from the countless milliseconds of
their life's recordings replayed in a glorious technicolour
euphoria. The same was so for the earth itself. Now that her first
life was over she too would have to face the fires of damnation.
The earth would have to be cleansed of all its ill, purified for
her absolution.

Life-force, the energy of all life itself
was to be the prime source of fuel that was needed to light the
furnace that would set the wheels in motion. An energy that had
been stored both in the portent and in the data-banks of the Green
in those new memory units that were primed for the reception of a
new instruction. That instruction was finally about to be
given.

Bruxelles Centre, empty and desolate, a
lifeless hollowed husk of the thriving community that it had once
been. One solitary Green heart ticked away the hours of the false
darkness that had descended upon the entire world, masking it with
its sheath-like veil so that no outsiders could glean the
happenings beneath. Unit three flickered into life. It felt...
something, something truly indefinable yet something all the
same.

“Inputting data,” a
discorporated voice announced, “Final instructions.”

The Green drew an impatient breath,
“Downloading,” It could scarcely contain its circuits, “Data
transfer complete... message reads,” a momentary hiatus, “Go to
Hell,” gone, taken from it in a single bite, the new data-banks
were swallowed into the soft folds of an anxious mother earth. At
last all of the stored energy that was once mankind was restored
unto her in one fleeting moment. She had reclaimed all of the
stolen lives from the docile

Green, all of that wasted evolutionary
millennia spent creating mankind that which was rightfully hers was
now hers again to use as she would.

Throughout the world the oceanic base opened
its pores and began to exhale its terminal breath. The thick
caustic waters of the world fizzed with life as the poisoned air
was released from its holding cells. Debris of all kinds and ages
was forced to the surface by the body of rapidly rising gasses.
Sunken ocean liners, battleships, and tons upon tons of man's
discarded waste came to light as the earth purged her tired lungs.
I began to feel a certain sense of relief in knowing that all I had
done was at last to have some purpose. I could feel the lives of my
brothers and sisters within me and I could sense that our time was
drawing near.

“What is it to be, Mother?”
I cried out to a deaf world, “I can no longer withhold my family
from that which is rightfully theirs.” Silence, pure and total
silence was my response. The lands of the world waited for the
cleansing to heal their aching wounds.

“What is to be will be,”
came my eventual cryptic reply.

“So be it, Mother, so be
it.”

With Suiker, the earth master as my father
and the earth, my mother, between them they had created me and only
they knew what for. I was but a tool for them to use; I was not
what I had ever believed myself to be. Both I and all of my family
were nothing more than implements waiting to be implemented in
whatever was to be.

“The air is unbreathable
now,” Suiker announced looking out across the narrow channel of
water that had protected the Ukay for so many long centuries.
Bubbles rose to the surface and burst with anger, bursting over and
over again churning the sea into a boiling tar pit as the earth
spat out its putrid breath. The ground beneath our feet began to
tremble as the earth's heart beat its last frantic pulses. The soil
softened to mud, rocks shattered into pebbles and finally to sand
as fine as talc ready to be absorbed into the ocean's plentiful
body.

I closed my eyes to all that was happening
around me, not because I did not want to see the ever changing
world but because I could feel the inner desires of the brethren
wanting to be free. I was not their gaoler, I was not their master
either and so I invited them out to see and feel a world on the
brink of death. A world that man had taken for his own and had
destroyed, a world that had eventually managed to rid itself of
that carcinogenic burden and was now free to join the exalted order
of beings, the time of transcendental release was coming, this life
was now at an end.

“Tupelo, my time here is at
an end. I have served my purpose,” Suiker never looked at me all
the while that he spoke, he just stared out at the shimmering sea.
“You must take me to where I must go next, I know not the
way.”

“If that is what is to be
then I shall take you father. I will gladly be your guide. Let us
waste no time, hesitation could be costly. I will leave the family
here to disperse and position themselves. I have received the
instructions as to what is to be done, they will take the helm and
guide this world in our absence. Though it will not be too long
before I return,” I took my father's hand and led him to that once
fertile Eden.

The time lines to that world were almost
static their only movement was a barely detectable undulation, the
myriad of colours no longer cycled through their spectral hues. The
wailing ghost-like voice had ceased its haunting lament. As the
gateway to other world drew near, a cold breeze filtered through
into the between world, reality was already breaking down, an
intrusion into the secret world of the inner continuum had already
begun.

There was nothing to see at all when we
phazed in to what was once the earth. A deep impenetrable mist
veiled all that there was, the ground itself was formless and void.
The whole world had become some kind of protoplasmic soup covered
in a gelatinous skin. I bade Suiker farewell and phazed out back to
my own world.

An almost silent whisper followed me back
through the comparative wastelands of the between world scything
through the frozen coils, weaving its way among the network of
static fibres. I could feel the rush of air that the whisper pushed
before it. It maintained its distance from me waiting like a hawk
about to swoop down on to its prey, “Sssooon,” it wailed as I
phazed back into my own dimension. It lingered a while, hovering at
the portal of the eternal abyss, “Soon,” it uttered once more
before fading into a distant memory.

At twenty five locations around the globe
waited the translucent spectres of Alphabet Street, each one of
them poised at an ancient site of power and mystery. Drawing upon
the earth energy bringing it forward into being, charging their
souls with the ancient powers of the earth. The air hung heavy with
the pungent odour of the noxious gases that continually spewed
forth from the earth. From the Land of Glass it came like a raging
storm crackling with the untold energy of nature. Hurtling across
land and sea sending a huge plume of debris high into the air in
its wake. The portent came heeding the call of its dying mentor,
“Heal me,” came the plea from within, “cleanse my aching soul of
all that ails me.”

So be it.

On a distant world separated by a
dimensional rift the father of a son smiled and nodded his
understanding, he knew that the eternal flame must be lit. Legs
crossed, hands upon his knees, head straight, he emptied his mind
channelling all of his thoughts deep within himself. Levitating
high above the northern pole of his own private world he began to
radiate a pure white light upon the dormant world, a light of
unparalleled brilliance and purity, feeding the primordial soup
with the life-giving energy of light spurring it into procreational
activity.

Life began to form at its most basic level,
acids sparked and fused; molecules formed their complex bonds as
the electricity of life flowed freely through the thick soup. One
world lay in the throes of death the other at the dawn of its
resurrection - the extremes of life so perfectly balanced.

Evolution forever changes the face of a
planet, be it the aqueous world of earth or the orange and white
bands of a Jovian giant. Life however basic never remains static.
My home world was no exception to that rule. As the sun set for the
last time and the world was faced with the grinning face of death,
a single glowing ball pulsed angrily above the sunken city of
Histus. The portent charged with the fury of many lesser gods
crackled with an electrical force. It pulsed agitated by the lack
of response from its mentor. Its size increased with every outward
pulse, it grew and grew until at last it could not contain its
energies.

Like a morning sun caressing the land with
its orange-white glow the portent released all of its pent-up
energy. The captured lives of the dead were released in a scattered
ray of golden glory igniting the heavy gases that had been exhaled
into the atmosphere. Fire spread like an opening flower lighting
the sky with a purple haze, the intense heat drawing further,
deeper vapours from within the earth. Steam rose into the heated
air creating an unbreathable humidity, extinguishing any hope for
life. As the cleansing flames reached the scattered members of
Alphabeta Street, they too ignited into incandescent candles of
fire that raged through the upper atmosphere reaching for the dark
coolness of space. Throwing their arms wide they ascended to the
fiery heavens, channelling the life-giving properties of the flames
back into the earth. The cleansing was at last complete; nothing
could survive the global furnace, only the soil itself remained in
need of any further treatment. The cleansing fire would begin the
cure for the earth, a fire that would soon burn itself out. Once
the flames had been extinguished the world would rapidly cool as
the smothering vapours dampened the fire's ardour. The torch-like
members of the Street lowered themselves back unto the earth
bringing with them the cold depths of space, a cold so chilling
that it would freeze the earth to her core sealing her in an iced
glaze.

INTO THE LIGHT

And so the fires burned away those vile
poisons from the earth with their cleansing caress. A dense mist
then descended upon the fallen earth cooling the soil with a
lover’s caress. Night time fell once more with darkness so
impenetrably real so total and absolute. The moistened earth began
to chill and set as the ambient temperature fell far below
freezing. A thick ice crust covered everything with a glistening
glaze. There was no longer any discernible difference between land
and sea, no coastlines, no hills; all of the sweeping contours had
been cleansed. Gleaming like a polished ball the earth hung in the
vacuous void of space shining as a new born star.

Spectral images formed and roamed freely
over the entire surface of this ectopic world. A replay of the fall
of Histus began to wind back, slowly at first, almost static, until
more players entered the affray. Phantom seas rolled back away from
the stricken city. A Peecee leapt from its fiery grave pushed away
by the hand of the grey lady, and the Green flickered back into
life. A floating land of ice set sail for the north polar seas.
Bodies rose from the ruins of Histus to reclaim their lost lives.
Resyk rebuilt the dismembered souls. The war raged on and was won
and lost again. The thick snows of winter climbed into the leaden
skies and the sun shone down upon the barren lands. Pretty soon
D-Day had never been, people came and went about their daily
nothingness as the earth relived its fleeting moments.

The years rolled back, Histus lost its walls
and its monstrous identity. Man spread like a deadly unstoppable
virus as the centuries began to flash by. Years became minutes, the
minutes ever decreasing to seconds. 2116 had come again, the Spore
had left the land bringing untold billions back to the ghost
cities. The world filled to bursting point as life throbbed the in
every available corner.

Another century turned its head and rolled
over to make way for the turbulent turn into the twentieth century.
Mushrooms flourished in the deserts of the Middle East and central
Europe. Miniature suns briefly shone their death dealing rays
across the world. Millions more lost lives rose from the earth to
retrace their lives back into the fertile wombs of their mothers.
The eternal cycle repeated itself over and over,
death-life-youth-birth-death. Wars came and went as fighter planes
streaked across the leaden skies chasing each other's screeching
tails. Jungles raged with the fires of man and the scent of cordite
became the unforgettable aroma of history. War followed war, South
Atlantic, Middle East, Asia, Russia. Then a brief pause for the
development of better more deadly arms, was that what the twentieth
century was all about? War again, followed by more war. There was
fighting in the streets of every town, hunger and great depression
followed. The century rolled by, then war raised its familiar face
again. Another century passed, faster and faster they all passed by
until it seemed that the fighting never stopped.

A star hung high in the east, its guiding
light bringing a ray of hope, however brief the respite, but still
the fighting raged on. More centuries rolled back, more battles
came and went more senseless waste of life. Millennia flashed by,
man withdrew back into his caves as the dark years loomed.
Communication degenerated into grunts and gestures. The air rapidly
cooled as ice swept its frosty fingers across the world
encapsulating much of it in its chilling grasp.

Great beasts roamed the earth covered in
dense matted hair and thick layers of blubber. Ape-like men waved
clubs and spears but many eventually succumbed to the cold. The ice
retreated revealing a plush green world of ferns and fertile
valleys. The earth warmed amid the vapours of vast steaming swamps.
Many reptilian beasts lay dead across the world beneath a thick
dark sky that hung heavy with dust and debris. Those creatures that
still struggled to survive were crying out in agony as a dust-like
powder fell from gaping wounds in their flesh. A primitive relative
to the same spore that had devastated mankind now tore apart the
ailing beasts as a false night covered their sun. The darkness
retreated towards its oceanic source forming an ominous mushroom
cloud that marked the spot of the extraterrestrial intrusion that
had sparked the end to this cretaceous world. A lone pterosaur flew
past the fading plume of death as an evening sun burst through the
scattered clouds.

Time was rapidly slowing although it still
passed at a hastened pace. Volcanoes drank in their fiery lava,
dinosaurs crashed through ferns and forests, swamps rose and
swelled, boiling with heady vapours. Giant insects rattled by as
time slipped forever backwards. Herds of passive herbivores raised
their voices in alarm as a pack of theropods broke through the
dense vegetation in search of an easy meal.

Life, the very beginning, crept over a
distant cooling mountain, sulphurous rock blistered with the fading
kiss of life. The earth as man had never seen her, virginal and
lifeless, a ball of fiery rock still rocking to the sound of the
big bang.

That was it all her life had flashed by, the
spark that began it all faded into prehistory as a new kind of
darkness devoured the earth. Its body and its soul; she was dead.
At last the eternal mother had been laid to rest. Now was the time
for the Street to party.

GENESIS: A NEW BEGINNING

In the beginning there was darkness, a god
awoke and said, “Let there be light, let there be life, let there
be a harmonious peace,” two out of three was not too bad, but still
not quite good enough. Second time around things would most
definitely be different and somewhat quicker with the aid of time
distortion and a little phazing.

Alphabet Street was ready to begin the
violent jumps through the great developmental eras. Although the
land did not yet exist, except perhaps as visions, life on earth
would still be monitored as though the great Devonian lands were
still there slowly drifting across the unsettled surface of the
globe forming the ever changing topographical mass. Beneath a
vaporous mist beat the tentative heart of an ichyostega as it
crawled nervously from the Devonian soup to gaze up at the first
acheopterous forest of vast skyscraper trees plunging into the
primitive soil that was as yet untainted by any hand.

Together we, the Street, distorted time,
having already witnessed the greatest breakthrough in evolution,
the amniotic egg. What a simple marvel, yet so revolutionary.
Onward in time, shifting the land through the aeons, jumping on to
the carboniferous period, although many, too many creatures had
come and gone since the birth of our world now some four thousand
three hundred million years ago, the life that we sought had yet to
crawl from the swamps.

The earth turned on, whipping time by in
lashes, the Paleozoic era tripped by pulling the Mesozoic in tow.
Through the Triassic reign and into the awaiting jaws of the
Jurassic where the great beast tyrannosaurs stalked the night
bellowing out their commands, seeking and devouring their prey in a
violent fight for survival.

The Jurassic gave way to the cretaceous era
and the end to all the primeval beauty was tumbling ever nearer.
The age of the reptiles thundered to a close as the Hammer of God
tumbled towards its doom.

Majestic fires burned across the globe as
volcanoes unleashed their fury. Powerful storms lashed the seas
stirring up the evolutionary soup. Countless species died out in
fitful seconds the clock began to tick down to another D-Day. The
kiss of death puckered its lips and prepared to land home that
fateful smacker.

Sulphurous smoke screened the crystal skies
on a dawn as red as blood. The giant lizards lumbered away from the
pockets of rising heat and the growing darkness caused by the
outpouring of the volcanoes and fires. An. untimely night began to
sweep across the dawn sky casting its ominous shadow over the Eden
paradise. The reign of the thunder lizards was nearing its
culmination as the space-born wanderer rolled ever nearer across
the void of darkness. Shyly the morning sun tried to peer through
the artificial blanket of cloud that thwarted its most gallant
efforts. Clouds that hung heavy with the death dealing dust loomed
over the cretaceous landscape blocking out the photosynthetic sun
starving the life giving energies from the plant life. Soon the
fauna would fade and perish along with so many of the majestic
beasts.

On a distant shoreline a huge amphibian
wrenched a cornus tree from its rooting, chewing off the newer more
succulent leaves before discarding the remaining bulk for the lower
life forms. As it wandered by sampling the wide variety of
vegetation a humanoid figure emerged from a narrow rent in the
scenery his presence somewhat surreal to his new and temporary
surroundings. He stopped by the lakeside, his fine white hair a
stark contrast to his dark skin. I could see his brilliant white
eyes reflecting in a narrow shaft of sunlight that held him
momentarily in its spotlight. All around there was burning and yet
he seemed completely unmoved by it all, awestruck by the genteel
beauty of this doomed world.

By his feet a small amphibian dragged itself
onto the muddy shore and climbed wearily onto the man's foot. He
raised the creature so that he could see it more clearly; he stared
mystified by the small animal that blinked as the shaft of sunlight
caught its gaze. The warm sun glistened on its soft green skin
giving the creature the appearance of dark marble. The creature
dropped from the man's hand and sought refuge in the cool waters of
the lake. The man took one last lingering look around him at the
primeval world and at the raging forest fires. He turned and walked
away seemingly unsure as to why he was even there. The narrow void
that had spawned him swallowed him once more leaving this world
indifferent for his intrusion.

Only minutes away disaster rolled nearer,
rounding the planets, gaining velocity from the slingshot effects
of gravity. Earthbound it came rolling steadily on towards its date
with destiny.

“Soon,” spoke the voice,
now most definitely female, “soon.”

In the dim distant corners of my once human
mind I briefly recalled this scene in a series of vivid and
disturbing flashbacks. That meteor destined for the earth was to
end this cretaceous world darkening its skies deeper still with its
atomised debris it would cover this world in a thick choking
blanket of powdered mantle and rock. Earth, that juvenile child
would once more be dealt a deathly hand. Why? Why must it all be
done again, what purpose would that have served? It would only open
all of the necessary doors that would lead to the mammalian rise to
glory and the eventual conquest of man. Why bother when there was
already a far more desirable alternative.

A hollow mind is a powerful receptor perhaps
as equally powerful as one that is fey. I prepared the Street; all
of the family was readied. I had only to give the initial impetus
and I would be saved from a most unnecessary fate.

Thundering onto its final approach, glancing
off of the Moon leaving Tycho to stare down onto the doomed earth
below. Turning the last comer, the meteorite, miles across and
denser than mankind, came towards the earth. I could feel the
menace in its presence this was no ordinary space-bound boulder
this was a malicious demon out to wreak havoc upon an innocent
child. The same demon that must have infected mankind right from
the very beginning, perhaps he had not been entirely to blame after
all. But then again, who really knows? At that moment in time man
was not even so much as a most basic amino acid, he was exactly
what he finally turned out to be nothing.

Glowing like a demon's eye the meteor howled
through the earth's dense atmosphere, the heavy gases barely
slowing the great beast. Beneath it, it could see the inviting
smile of earth, a bud about to flower.

Now, my children, now is the time to play
your trump. Beat the dealer to the final slam. Beat him and beat
him good.

I will always remember that moment well for
if there was ever one single moment that had forever altered any
entity's destiny that was it. White light, brilliant white light as
glorious as the finest rays of a twin sun. Dazzling in its
splendour, blinding in its fury, the light wrapped its arms around
us and held us as closely as any mother would a young child. Only
we were not about to die, we were the apostles of the new earth,
the children of a greater god, the mother of all there is, was and
ever shall be. Phazing from view, phazing from the grim reality of
what could easily have been, we took our world, our mother and
child beyond the assured death from the impact to a place where no
harm could come to her, a world between worlds, a world of nowhere
and beyond.

Like a drifting tumbleweed the meteor passed
harmlessly by, hurtling out into the dark depths of space out
towards a Jovian giant where time and gravity would distort it into
a fiery sulphurous mass forever held in the grasp of Jupiter. Be
gone defiler of earth, be gone unto your own fate and leave this
world to us. We have a new home for it now another world where it
can grow and evolve unmolested by astral bodies, untroubled by
gatecrashers and vile marauders. The earth belonged to no one the
way it was always intended to be, but now for a short time at least
it was in the hands and minds of Alphabeta Street.

The wild uncontrollable psychedelic world
had returned to the realm of the between worlds only in a richer
more vivid effulgent embrace. Walls of sheer colour rippled through
a million different spectral ranges, colours danced and writhed,
the timelines coiled and twisted embracing us and our fledgling
world in their spiralling arms. Our minds reeled as though in the
welcoming grasp of a powerful hallucinogenic drug. We began to see
strange images forming and reforming all around us. Spots became
stars, stars became planets, planets that went nova, nova became
light and the light life. Creatures walked, stalked, skulked,
hopped and slithered all over us and our phazed earthen cargo. All
of them trying to find a refuge in the strange new world that
confronted them. Life came from all angles, from all different
dimensional realities, never in one single place had so many
surreal life forms gathered together.

Vibrant colours, visually disturbing in
their effulgence, shimmering like a heat-haze making it too
difficult to focus upon any one happening. Never before had the
between worlds been so alive, never had I ever imagined that it
could be so wild and uncontrollable.

“Now,” spoke the voice,
warbled by the savage bombardment of visual and aural disturbances.
The bizarre array of illusions intensified to such a degree that it
became impossible to discern one from another. I could hear a
voice, that of calmness and serenity, a voice so old yet so very
alive, the voice of my father calling to me, guiding me. A single
stable thought amid all of the confusion marking a trail for me to
follow, a beacon to guide my vessel by through the jagged rocky
reef. How I needed that clear image to focus upon, how I longed to
be reunited with my own kind.

That phazed journey through the between
worlds was unlike any other it seemed timeless as though I was held
in some form of limbo while a myriad of events happened all around
me. Of all the family I was the only one that retained any memories
of that phazing; why I do not know but all of the other siblings
have no memories of the old earth life at all, neither did they
know that they were ever human. Their lives had been completely
erased, their memories left open for the planting of fresh ideas
and experiences, all of our lives were never to be repeated. Man
and all of mankind were no more. Only I have the knowledge of what
had occurred in that prior existence, a memory that was too painful
to endure. History is for fools, man was history and a new future
was being carved out for me. A new life waited for us all in a new
world with a new beginning shaped by the lost loves and desires of
those that I held as cherished, those that had gone forever.
Painful memories of a lost people from a gone but not forgotten
race.

OUT OF THE FRYING PAN..

I had become much like a sponge, soaking up
all of the weird and wonderful creatures that had tried to find
refuge in the burden that I willingly shouldered. So many images,
so many lives, all of them a non-existence in the reality that I
had known, a reality that was now as non-existent as the world that
it had belonged to. How strange the thoughts of a discorporate
mind, free of body and soul, free of all restraints and
limitations. Free, really free. No thought that entered my mind
seemed unreal or at all impossible there was no longer any
constraints. Freedom of everything, speech, thought, movement,
reality, absolute unconditional freedom, life such as man had never
known but had always fought to attain.

Life was to begin anew. A new life for an
old and tired world. I reached out with my mind searching for that
voice of sanity and hope, the voice of my distant father. I could
see him clearly. Sitting high above his metamorphic world bathed in
an array of light, glowing a most brilliant white at its centre,
casting my father into a silhouette form. The white radiant light
faded to a phosphorescent blue and finally to an all encompassing
black as it reached out to embrace the awaiting void. Speak to me
my father so that I may find guidance from your words. Lead me unto
your door so that I may embrace the welcome of your heart. I am
coming to you and with me I bring the catalytic spark of creation;
with me I bring the world with which we shall phaze a new state.
Together we the family shall bond a friendship that shall go beyond
eternity, beyond all boundaries of all realities. A world that
shall be created from all that was good, a world that shall fear
nothing that shall ever dwell upon it.

The timelines gradually and unwillingly
relinquished their constricting grasp upon the world that I
cherished. The technicolour haze began to settle into more defined
patterns. Mandelbrot-like images shifted through a myriad of
guises, colours pulsed to an unheard beat. A cool breeze blew
keenly into my face and right through my very being bringing an air
of heightened excitement to me. A distant portal opened in the
fabric folds of space and time, a portal to which I was being
drawn; once again I felt that unseen hand guiding me forth
regardless of my own desires.

Space, dark and encompassing, cold and yet
welcoming. A space that was now so familiar to me and yet so alien.
At a distant point in a galaxy, only a mind-flip away there rested
a new earth comatose in a semi-phazed state on the brink of a new
life. In the western spiral arm of galaxy that they once called the
Milky Way, two earths drifted along side by side through the vacuum
of space. One a pupae about to become a butterfly, the other was
the ugly duckling that became the most beautiful swan.

I rolled around my globe until I was seated
opposite my father. My brothers and sisters waited with the
patience of time itself, dormant within the phazed earth that we
had brought so very far. I remember feeling that first touch of
inner warmth as the earth, my earth, began to charge my kindred
soul with the harvested energies of all those human sacrifices,
lives lost which would now finally be put to use. A cold blue light
radiated forth from my spectral form growing in brilliance as it
spread its fan-like rays out to mesh with the particle glow of my
father, Suiker, the earth master. As our extended auras met they
interwove linking in a lovers' tryst, easing us nearer together
until at last the unity of our burdens would release their
collective desires and needs of the two planets. At last father,
son and spirit were as one.

PHOENIX

One light, one life, one soul, one single
united form. The first kiss between two lovers who had only met
through the hearts and minds of lesser beings. Two different
realities reunited as they were before that untimely intervention
of that intergalactic gatecrasher.

The surface of Suiker's world drew itself
inwards forming a deepening crevice inviting my world to bond with
it. A ripple of anticipated pleasure ran through my world as it
slowly began to change shape, metamorphosing into a large radar
dish fully equipped with an antennae mast. The two worlds circled
each other drawing ever closer to that final moment of penetration,
completing their unity. Father and son were once again a single
chromasomic cell both a part of the ever spiralling acidic chain.
When two worlds collide both should perish in a hail of atomised
dust, but that was not so in this instance. So subtle was the
impact of the unity that no perceptible sound, there was no
catastrophic explosion, no eruption of form, just the quiescent
embrace of lovers in a tryst between two worlds.

I spread my mind and soul in a silken veil
to form an aegis to keep the lovers from prying eyes. Deep within
their bond a new seed was sown, a seed that would ripen and grow
into a new world that was born of the desires of those who truly
cared. I would nurture that world until the time came for my own
rebirth as a sibling of the new world of tomorrow where no space
was to be reserved for the belligerent ways of mankind. That new
world would forever be protected from all hostility and prevented
from ever taking any evolutionary steps that may lead unto man's
eventual door.

My mind was already beginning to slip and
fade. Soon I would exist only as a part of that collective thought
that was already recreating life. A thought that held all of the
experiences that constituted both earth's former histories. From
the first day that mankind stepped down from the trees to the very
last thought of Evelyn, the last human on earth. In her dying
moments on that stone altar in the heart of southern Ukay, she
imparted her form-field unto my own and with it all of her womanly
experiences of earth, the passing of the eternal mother, woman to
woman the final soul commended to rest.

With that final passing of life came the
release of nature herself; the transcendental being was at last
freed from her bonds with man. Now she could reflect upon her
gravest mistake one that had lasted for millions of years of
evolution. This time she would ensure that particular mistake would
not be made again. This time she would enlist the help of
experience and hindsight and so prevent any further disasters. Man,
the master of destruction had indeed breathed his last.

And so lasts the eternal embrace of the two
worlds, an embrace that would lead to the creation of new life, a
single new life where only those creatures that truly understood
and embraced the truth would be permitted an existence.

The miasmic soup that had borne the fruits
of many a distant and imaginary world was now starting to simmer
nicely. Sweet odours of an almost hedonistic nature were already
seeping out from under the lid into the fertile grounds of space
forming the foundations of a new atmosphere. Strange new mists
clawed their way across the open surface of the infant host hiding
the work of nature beneath a heady veil of secrecy. The first signs
of life pulsed with the rhythm of a natural heart; the core of the
new world was born. Layers of rock and mantle followed, miles of
sedimented soil and compressed earth would re-form this world. The
basic structure of life's platform had been laid. Soon the first
creatures would crawl from the protoplasmic mire and proclaim their
existence before scuttling off to evolve elsewhere.

Many of the weird and wonderful creatures
that had sought refuge in the phazed earth during its spell in the
between worlds were now skulking around attaining solid forms.
Embryos formed from nothing joining with other half-formed beings
creating whole new entities that would form the starting blocks of
life upon this virgin world.

The world began to spin and chase a new
orbital path running its eternal race against time, at a mere
nineteen miles per second. A steady orbit around a dazzling sun
that would provide all of the life giving energies that would ever
be required to sustain this new child of the stars that had entered
unto its warming caress. Many millennia would pass until the new
world would be ready for any one dominant species to maintain a
hold on its fragile ecology. Millennia that would pass as mere
moments in its phazed state of life.

Lush ferns unfurled their filament arms to
trap the infant sun. Steaming swamps nurtured the early amphibian
life through its puberty until it would reach its teenage youth in
the familiar form of the great dinosaurs. Prehistoric eras came and
passed leaving behind their markers on the pages of history. Swamps
spread out into seas harbouring vast mammalian forms that scythed
effortlessly through the thick body of evolutionary time. Species
came, some flourished while others fell. Great fires raged from a
volcanic birth as the earth's crust gradually began to settle and
cool. Foliage thickened and spread like a green viral rash covering
the face of the globe with its varied splendour. Skies boiled and
seethed, showering their angry tears upon the juvenile planet. A
child of the stars, the earth shone with the brilliance of its self
recreation.

Uncontrollable life forms teemed in their
millions, laying down the foundations of future fossil fuels that
would never be tapped. This new world was destined to be a creative
masterpiece not another disaster in time. Fierce teeth closed
against hardened shields of bone as the giant reptiles fought for
food and supremacy, the only acceptable reason for death was
survival. The earth shook under the great pounding feet of the
monolith beasts. Night time echoed with the haunting songs of the
singing swamps, while herds of reptilian herbivores grazed under a
canopy of stars. What was once the end of an era drew near for the
third time only this time there would be no frightful destruction
of life. This time the intruder would not even make the vaguest of
appearances. Evolution would run its full course unhindered by
external forces. No dark blanket would mask the sun, no deadly cold
would steal the thunder of the lizards and vile spore would rise
from the mire and smite a fatal blow upon this fragile beauty. This
world was to evolve unto its end it would be an evolution without
parallel. Only one earth existed now; in another dimension a small
red orb began to show the first signs of life, however fragile.
Life would begin anew on Mars without the threat of mankind.

Many changes were to pass as the land masses
spread out across the open face of the new earth. Many species of
animals evolved to fulfill specialised niches, many others remained
as they were forever to remain, as their prehistoric ancestors,
whereas others just simply ceased to be. The lumbering brontosaurus
gradually became more dependent upon their aquatic refuges as
shelter from the tyrannical kings of the land. As the years rolled
steadily on their long necks swelled, their legs flattened into
fins and the great beasts turned to the exposed oceans as the first
whales of a new epoch. The tyrant rulers stooped low in search of
their ever diminishing prey their stumpy forearms descended to the
forest floors, their vicious spiked teeth lost their flesh cutting
edge becoming hard molars that could chew the cud on the fertile
plains of the wet lowlands.

Other swifter beasts reached for the skies
taking flight from those that pursued their hides. Once airborne
the creatures enjoyed their new found freedom, feasting upon the
myriad horde of insect life. The race for life was on, a race that
would yield no victors or losers. The penalty for failure was
extreme, extinction. And so the carousel of life went merrily
around. Life cycled by churning out many more lives, many doomed to
fail before they even gained a secure foothold.

Creatures came and creatures went but none
were as successful as the reptiles. From the greatest of the
dinosaurs, the aquatic therizinosaurus to the comparatively tiny
psittacosaurs the lizards diversified some taking to the seas,
others to the air, others still reversed their journey through life
choosing to leave the distant echoing depths of the ocean and
venture forth onto the land. A land that was forever roving, never
stationary; climates changed, sometimes by radical degrees forcing
life to evolve a little faster or perish in the attempt. Early
amphibians squelched along muddy estuaries searching for a place to
call home. Basking by crystal waters that fed the first sparks of
the imagination, the amphibians began to think. Not only did they
think of the moment but also of their earliest yesterdays and their
future tomorrows. The foundation of memory had been laid, an
awareness of being. Millions of years phazed by but the amphibians
remained physically unchanged, evolving instead their minds,
beginning their inner development. Their sharp thinking minds
afforded them the luxury of longevity. Life was theirs to ponder
the never answered question – why? Life would always be theirs to
enjoy and embrace; the amphibians were unique among the early
creatures to rise from the mire. They had already out grown the
slow witted reptiles of yesteryear; even the birds with their
graceful beauty would not be able to match the amphibians for
being. Mother Nature had already selected its champion and the
amphibians were it.

In the still quiescence of the night the
amphibians would call to each other telling of the day's toil and
thoughts. The world was at last settling down to a more selective
level of evolution, there was no longer the great influence of
chaos and randomness. Life was being steered by a mighty hand with
an eye for infinite detail.

The amphibians grew steadily in their
unhindered existence; all other forms of life stepped back in
admiration of these gentle beings as they stepped forth from the
mire and set out to explore this brave new world. An eager sun
streamed through the thinning cloud layers warming the fertile
earth below, an earth that already longed to rest from her weary
travels through time. I myself felt the first twinges of change - I
was not to be as ever I had been, neither were my family.

Suiker was the first to be transformed into
his innermost desire. For many a long year as he sat meditating
beneath a hot desert sun, he would raise his astral form to the
elevated realm of the skies. Serenely he would ride the thermals
that shimmered across the desert plains. How he loved to swoop and
rise along the ragged face of the valley's walls. With him he held
the thoughts of many of his disciple siblings. Soon the skies would
be filled with the screeching call of many raptors, hawks, falcons
and eagles the majesties of the skies.

Silma was the first to look towards the
crystal depths of the oceans. He held deeply that last elusive
memory of earth, the memory of his spiritual journey with the
dolphins. A desire readily granted by the transcendental mother.
Silma would be the new Neptune, the king of the seas along with his
sister Rowen. Together they would spawn a million lives and keep
the holy waters from decay.

Other members of the family took to the land
as all manner of beasts until at last only Perone and myself were
left to choose our destinies. Perone had always been a man of depth
and mystery so he chose to be the beast of legends, all that was
unsolved or unsure would fall into his lap to unravel the
mysterious lives of earth's unanswered legends. That just left me,
I was left to swim in the miasmic soup of evolution waiting for a
passing crust to cling to and draw me from my amoebic state. I had
tried many forms in many lives but none were as fitting or as
rewarding as the last.

I had seen so many creatures struggling to
grasp at life. So many lives that would be forgotten forever. As a
discorporate soul I was free to be born and die only to rise again
from the ashes.

I began life as an insect sampling life in
the seething mire of prehistory only to become entombed in sap. I
then chose to be a hunter on the cretaceous plains but I found that
particular way of life barbaric and too similar to that of mankind.
My next home was that of a gently grazing herbivore a calm serene
life among the tender succulent foliage. A life that I must confess
I enjoyed until the very end of its long term. Scything through the
ocean in a glistening scaled body weaving though the primitive kelp
beds. Forever exploring the depths until at last I followed the
urge to spawn in the crystal waters of sparkling steam where I died
after fulfilling my course. It was there, as the last of my life
ebbed from me in the thoughtless seconds before the curtain fell
upon me yet again, that I chanced upon the amphibians as they
looked out upon the primeval dawn. It was there that I chose to
settle, that I found the peace and contentment I sought. And it was
there among the lush green meadows and the babbling brooks that I
became whole again in a way that I had never known before.

Evolution is a truly remarkable thing; life
is never the same from one era to the next. My first excursions
onto land were a strange and wondrous thing. The change in
perspective from man's elevated view of the world to that of ground
dwelling creature only a few inches tall was as enormously
different as could be imagined. Everything from the ground level
seemed so disproportionately huge even such simple things as
flowers and blades of grass seemed as bewildering as the tallest
towers of Histus. Here there was only natural light whether it be
from the sun or a burning forest set ablaze by a volcano's fury, or
perhaps even the soft glow of a firefly signalling for a mate
beneath the pagan moon. Darkness was a time for song and rest and
no more a time to hide and quake with fear. Predators were scarce,
unlike all other creatures us amphibians had a unique defense, that
of our collective consciousness. As the aeons passed our minds
rapidly outgrew our insignificant bodies so it was decided that a
new form should be sought out in which to convey our conscious
minds. Evolution would guide us to our innermost desired form
whatever that may prove to be.

Gradually time eroded our tails and led us
to a more permanent style of land based life. Our eyes adjusted to
the greater time spent in the daylight hours. We later began to
lift our heads upon newly formed necks and looked above the plant
life that had towered over us for so many centuries. Our forearms
grew longer and more slender, our webbed hands spread out enabling
us to create and use crude tools albeit somewhat clumsily at first.
I can still remember the untold joy of my first fully upright walk,
no more need to stoop to the ground to rest my weary back. What a
wonderful world that had evolved around us. The billowing volcanoes
had ceased to erupt with any great frequency, spewing forth their
destructive fires. I looked unto the blood-red sky that settled on
the distant horizon, I raised my arms high into the cooling evening
sky.

“At last I am here, mother
I thank you for all that you have given me,” my voice steadily rose
as I gained greater control of my vocal capability, “I am Tupelo, I
am... alive.”

I was alive, truly alive, my mind was in
full control of me. I could think clearly, act without
consciousness and leave my form whenever I wished to. How wonderful
it felt to be free, how truly wonderful life was. I thanked the
great god for all that it had done and offered to it myself in
gracious thanks. The world was me and I was the world. Both I and
my kind would forever be indebted for our re-creation. To be
considered worthy of a second chance, a chance to develop that much
further. The time had come to end the phaze and re-kindle the
flames that would give birth to this brave new world. The time had
come to sever the umbilical cord and go our separate way from our
past.

I am Tupelo, the earth. I call upon all the
chosen ones to fill my vacant world with the myriad forms of life
that they have themselves chosen. The time has come for us to make
our home our own.

At last the mucal coating that had encased
our fledgling world began to lift away. I stepped out from my
phazed grasp upon the world, allowing it to settle into its life.
Twenty-six glowing orbs rose from my body and shone like miniature
suns whose fire was as cool as the ocean currents. At last the
fires were alight, the orbs exploded into the many chosen fiery
forms of life; dolphins, whales, fish, butterflies, cats, dogs,
gorillas, horses, everything, everything was there to fill the
globe with abundant life, a life beyond life, a life of
transcendental being.

A brilliant orange-gold fire burned
throughout the skies, announcing its presence to the deepest
reaches of space, defying all other worlds to even try and better
its splendour. Behold the heavens unto which a new child is born
with the right to ascend unto the kingdom of the greater gods. At
last the earth had finally completed its four thousand million year
task of achieving a perfect evolutionary status, a world that was
very much a part of everything that dwelled upon it, a world that
was everything and everything was that world.

The new earth had risen from the ashes and
the stasis of another world. The legend of the Phoenix was true; a
great beauty was born from the ashes of a long deceased life. At
last the earth was free.

PRIMEVAL DAWN

Dense mists covered the lush fauna of the
western seaboard. A brave new sun fought to penetrate the rolling
drifts of vapour as the purple dawn chased away the pagan moon.
Distant bellowing howls of vast reptiles called out to greet the
first dawn's sun. Early rising insects winged their way up into the
rapidly warming air. Dawn peered wearily through watery eyes as the
haze began to lift. The sweet morning musk rose to perfume the
passing breeze. The valley rolled free from the mist revealing its
lush splendour to the morning sky, still peppered with fading
pockets of mist. A lady spider vibrated her web to shake it free of
the morning's breath ready to receive her first catch, as a
buttercup unfolded her golden arms to embrace the life giving
sun.

Nothing stirred in the tranquil scene until
the last of the enveloping mists had retreated back into its
daytime shelter. How sweetly the dew glistened in the early rays of
the rising sun as a fading moon shielded its eyes from the harsh
glare. The first of the day's visitors to the lush meadows peeped
over a fallen branch, eyeing the succulent grasslands that filled
its verdant vista. Others followed close behind watched intently by
a lone hawk that was for now content only to watch.

A light steamy vapour rose from the
evaporating dew as a tentative sun fired the serene blue sky, a
loose drifting cloud rolled away to near invisible vapour as the
first dawn of the new earth lit the fires of the imaginations of
those few beings fortunate enough to have witnessed its rising.

UTOPIA

My first day was a weary one; at first I
thought that I was alone but that was only a foolish desire that I
had no real wish to be granted. How could I ever be alone again
with a world as a part of me? I decided to explore this new
paradise that I had found. Time had come to test my inner self and
push forward with my mind, reach out to anything that may be
receptive. I no longer even needed to think about phazing, it came
as naturally to me as breathing though I cannot ever remember
drawing a regular breath.

The world was alive, alive with the song of
the lives of the many weird and wonderful creatures that roamed
upon its surface and dwelled within its depths. I honed in upon one
particularly vibrant signal, wondering what it was that I would
find at the transmission's source. The timelines were as never
before; wild uncontrollable patterns pulsed and writhed with a
serpentine embrace. Colours beyond the visual spectrum of man
throbbed in their welcoming display while a warm sound caressed my
mind soothing my already calm state to one of total euphoria. The
timelines gave me a most rapturous welcome home as they carried me
forth to my desired destination with the tenderness of a butterfly
floating in a summer's haze. A portal opened with the ease of an
ebbing tide, opening wide out onto a deep blue ocean that rolled
over me like a mother’s love. The cool embrace of the sea, a vast
body of rich life and deep colours. In a moment my signal's source
was located, a shoal of ancient reptilian mammals calling to all
that could hear, telling the world itself how good it was to be
alive. Their long necks tapered out to a cylindrical head that
opened to invite the bountiful krill in to dine. Powerful fins
swept the creatures effortlessly along through the cool seas that
were teaming with millions of micro-organisms that began this
world's food chain. No man would ever reap a single harvest from
these rich seas; no creatures would ever be mercilessly slaughtered
for personal gain. No man would ever blemish this world's beauty. I
pushed myself closer sensing the great empathy of those gentle
giants that swam with the greatest of the whales. We talked of our
new lives and the oneness of being. We talked and talked; our minds
blending into one, our thoughts shared, our lives momentarily
becoming a single existence all in a moment's thought. As I left
those beasts in search of other life, breaking surface into the
cool light of the morning sun a pod of dolphins porpoised in and
out of the water amongst them swam my brother Silma, now at peace
with himself as the guardian of the seas.

Phazing into the atmosphere I decided to try
and lock on to the signs of my former family. How good it felt to
know that they were all still out there somewhere, guarding the
earth against ever taking any wrong or misguided steps that may
ever lead to the creation of that most vile of creatures the Homo
Sapiens.

A huge formless beast sailed by, its body
consisting only of ethereal vapours, its mind a challenge to defy
all logic. Perone, the keeper of mystery a legends, deep thoughts
that would last beyond eternity. We passed through each other,
sharing our form-fields and the knowledge of all there was to know.
Onward, ever onward, past a lone albatross that was gliding by as
swift as the trading wind that blew along an ebon-cloaked coast. I
watched it for a moment as the majestic bird dipped its wing and
banked around heading for the still too distant shore. It circled
around me calling its name, that of one of my sisters who had once
been a toy to Dexter, a most evil of uncles.

Newer, stronger signals were reaching me now
as I became more fey to their presence. They drew me towards a
rapidly closing horizon where mountains defied the seas and snow
capped their hidden peaks. The calling of the wild beckoned me
still deeper into the approaching island's mist covered heart. The
calling of birds, wild cats, frogs, apes and all manner of living,
breathing life filled the air with a natural song. A harmonious
peace embraced the entire globe; here there was no call for the
unnecessary violation of life. It is true however that some lives
were lost to the savage beauty of predatory animals but only as a
means to survival and not as a source of depraved pleasure. A rich
odour of decaying matter pervaded the lower slopes of the mountain
that I sought. Saturating humidity, thick with a seething horde of
insect life hung in the forest like an exhaled breath on a
frostbitten morn. The rich vibrant colours of the paradise birds
mixed with the equally garish colours of the flora and fauna.
Monkeys howled at the enveloping mist that covered their domain
from prying eyes while gorillas searched among the vegetation for
food leading their troops to fresher foraging grounds. But still
the misty mountain beckoned.

The jungle gradually thinned out to a mere
scattering of trees as the soil became less hospitable to the
vegetation's needs. Among the last few trees before the hidden
summit, looking out of place among the more familiar creatures, an
archaeopteryx called harshly at the glaring sun. As I drew ever
nearer to the summit that still lie hidden beneath a crown of thick
white cloud, the animal and plant life became steadily more
pre-historic. Pterosaurs roamed the sky gliding in and out of the
clouds, swooping into the valley below in search of an easy meal.
Amid the cloud on a wide plateau lived a realm of once lost
creatures. There sheltered from the outside world existed an
unspoilt cretaceous land. Brontosaurs waded through steaming swamps
while swift two legged predators lurked among the dense foliage
hoping for something to pass nearby. Amid the ancient beauty of
this half-world there lived a most majestic creature, its plumage
was that of highly polished gold, its eyes a rich emerald green as
deep as the ocean, it spread its glorious wings and beat the air
silently in a display of effulgent splendour.

“Welcome Tupelo, I have
waited long to see you. What do you think of my garden?” spoke the
phoenix in a voice that I knew so well.

“It is a verdant paradise,
fit to grace the face of any world. How are you father? I would
have thought that a phoenix would have befitted Perone, more than
yourself.”

“I can be any winged
creature that I so choose to be. But for now I choose to be this,”
he raised his wings above his head bursting instantly into flame as
he did so. “I have been waiting here to tell you of a paradise that
is to be yours and yours alone. A kingdom across the seas that lay
beyond this mountain haven. A kingdom wherein lies your destiny,”
the fire flickered and died leaving in its place a golden eagle
with eyes that could see forever.

“Tell me of this paradise
so that I may at last end this nomadic way of life. Although I have
been fortunate enough already to have seen the family doing so
well. But now I wish for some small place that I can call
home.”

“So be it, Tupelo, so be
it,” the eagle blinked its starry eyes, spread its magnificent span
and launched itself skyward turning towards the distant sun. I
followed it closely, not wishing to lose it from sight, although
that would not have mattered as I could easily have traced its
psychic signals.

We flew over forests and streams, rich lush
meadows that ran wild with ancient herbivores that had never before
seen the light of day. A flight of pterosaurs were silhouetted
against the gazing sun that smiled down from the fiery heavens
above. Long necked reptiles bellowed skyward from their swampy
grazing grounds calling for a mate and for the sheer joy of life
itself. The curtain of cloud vapour approached once more as we
headed out of the plateau. Beneath us now an unformed land rolled
from the seas and began to claw its way up to the hidden paradise
to create a whole new island for the ancient beasts to roam.

The land gave way to sea, the sea back to
land as the continents rolled out beneath us. Our progress
continued at a daunting speed, too quick for me to make out any
surface detail.

The eagle spread its mighty span once more,
braking before entering a more leisurely descent through a layer of
forming clouds. Warm air rose in heavy thermals giving the eagle
extra lift and allowing it to descend slower still. A lush carpeted
valley rolled out beneath us, hills rose sharply from the valley
floor, rolling off into the distance like waves on a vast green
ocean peppered with trees. A crystal blue stream sparkled brighter
than the most magnificent diamond. We landed at the far end of the
valley and turned slowly around to take in the panoramic splendour
of this natural beauty.

“Tupelo my son,” he placed
a wing tip on my shoulder which melted into a humanoid hand as he
briefly transformed back into a more human form, “this is to be
your home. Together with the family's help we shall fill this land
with all manner of beasts. Together we shall shape this world into
what it shall be. Make of this world what you can. Protect it from
the vile Sapiens and preserve this Eden paradise with all of your
will and that of your chosen species.

“Farewell Tupelo my son. I
shall forever be a part of you,” I looked into the eyes of my
father, the eyes of the eagle, for the last time. That was the
final time that he ever took on the form of a human
being.

“Farewell Suiker, may the
beauty of your kind forever grace our skies. Farewell father, I
will always love you both for who you are and for whatever you will
be,” Suiker, my father, stepped forward transforming back into the
eagle as he went. He circled the valley calling out to me before
departing to complete his work on his garden isle.

I was home.

I strolled along the valley floor following
the babbling, meandering stream, gazing into the effulgent radiance
of light that danced upon its surface. Transfixed by the simple
beauty of that paradise garden I did not notice the strange stones
that were scattered around half buried in the soil. It was not
until much later on when I finally stumbled over one of the stones
as I neared a large knoll by the stream that I bothered to even
give one a cursory glance. The stone was slate grey and perfectly
smooth; it stuck out about six inches from the grass around it, a
perfectly shaped dome. I stroked it and tried to pull it free from
the ground but was unable to, it was much bigger than it at first
appeared to be. Just beneath the surface I could feel two rounded
bumps protruding from the front of the stone, at the time they held
little significance but a lot of curiosity.

I turned to examine the knoll, it was
completely covered with grass and stood about eight feet high,
there was a thin twisted column of greyish-white sticks stuck in
the top. I walked around to the front of the knoll where there was
an opening into the earthy gloom inside. I stepped inside, the
knoll was hollowed out to form a small cave with smooth walls that
were covered with many clods of what appeared to be earth stuck
over the inside. In the centre of the floor there were two small
stumps and another of those smooth stones only this one was
slightly higher than the others that I had seen allowing me to see
the two lumps more clearly; they were evenly formed and gave the
stone a life-like quality. At the back of the knoll there were six
more short stumps protruding from the floor. The whole place had
that feeling of déjà vu. I scanned the walls once more, only this
time feeling every contour as though they would give me some
insight as to what purpose they could possibly serve. I began to
feel weary and a little light-headed.

The sun had slipped behind a towering hill
on the far side of the valley, casting a deepening blue light edged
with gold and streaked with orange across the valley. I could no
longer resist the pull of gravity upon my eyelids. I lay down upon
the earthen floor of the cave and slept an eventful sleep full of
illusionary dreams.

In my sleep I could see the world, not only
as it was but how it had been; but never the future, however
imminent. In my dreams I did not walk alone there was always
another, and yet more scattered around hidden by a chameleon-like
camouflage, their forms were familiar but remained unclear as
though viewed through a hazy filter. Even my inner vision would not
allow me see any more clearly. The dreams came in short bursts
punctuated by more recent images making it difficult to discern the
facts from desire. Each image swiftly melded into the next making
it seem as though there was only one form forever metamorphosing
into something new. There was no time scale for me to relate
anything to any particular part of my history. Questions, only
questions and never any answers. Tomorrow I would ask the eternal
Mother for the answers that I sought. Hopefully she could solve the
underlying mystery.

The dreams faded, leaving me to sleep a
silent undisturbed slumber.

Morning on another day in another world. I
rubbed at my tired eyes yawning as I did so. I took my first deep
breath absorbing the cool fresh morning air as it surged through my
lungs. I tasted the sweet succulent air with the tip of my long
slender tongue. The cave in which I lay was cast in the half-light
of the crimson dawn making it difficult to see clearly. I rolled my
third, protective eyelid, over my eyes to help intensify the meagre
light that streamed in through the front opening of the cave.
Things began to take shape through the gloom.

I could now see that the cave was not what I
had first taken it to be. The walls were hung with small dried
scaly skins. A large roughly hewn pot hung over a smouldering fire.
A tall statuesque creature stood swathed in dark shadows. I swung
my feet round and lowered them to floor from the bed on which I now
lay; somewhat surprised at my new agility I teetered uneasily on
the smooth mud floor. I looked at the mystery figure stepping
cautiously closer, though I need not have been afraid, I reached
out to touch the frozen form. I could scarcely breathe. My breath
came in short nervous jabs that pulled at my lungs forcing me to
breathe harder. My two hearts beat wildly, no longer synchronous,
my body flushed with colours ranging from brown to green never
quite settling on any one shade.

I gripped the arms of the statue and gazed
into the smooth stony face of the frozen Homosaur that stood before
me. I could feel the warmth coming from the body trapped inside the
stone. I beat my fists against the stone chest of the creature
until blood flecked my green skin. I pulled at the statue in a vain
attempt to break the casing and free the being inside but nothing
would breach the stone. I cried out in anguish more than defeat
thinking that my beloved Lyne could be so close and yet remain
forever out of reach. I tried desperately to prize the solidified
bird from her arm hoping that it would be a weakness in the
structure, but that too was to prove beyond my physical strength.
Weeping I sank to my knees and looked up at the emotionless face of
the statue that seemed to mock me in its stony countenance.

What was I to do? This was not a part of my
dreams. Was this to be my reward for all that I had done? I could
not believe that the eternal Mother could be so cruel. For a single
brief moment my own grief had taken over complete control of my
thoughts. I was for a short time displaying some of my ancient
human emotions. My thoughts were not my own. I began to slip into a
low phazed state. My body became liquid and semi-phazed. My
movements were slow and cumbersome, my audio-visual capabilities
became muffled and distorted, the world around me seemed to
dissolve like rain on a painting, distorting the image, blending
all of the colours into one disorganised congealed soup. I fell
forwards. Unable to maintain my inner stability, unable to stop
myself I was drawn down into the cool essence of the earth. I began
to hear voices, whispers calm and soothing.

“Do not be afraid, we are
here to help you, to guide you,” the whispers, only this time they
were most definitely female and very familiar, Mother and Clara.
They too had been granted a place in this new earth, they too had
been deemed worthy of a second chance. Although they were not a
true life-form as such back on the old earth they did possess a
potent sentient quality of mind and it was because of that they
were granted a new existence as the spirits of the earth. “Tupelo,
you must try to forget all of your human learning. You possess far
greater strengths than the mere physical attributes of man,” their
voices were not unlike a harmonious choir, “think of what you wish
to be. Embrace yourself, listen to your heart and let the earth
guide your inner visions. You are no longer a simple human being
you have transcended beyond the evolutionary barriers of both
worlds. You are all that you ever wished to be. You are the earth
and the earth is you. You were told all of this and yet you still
have not grasped hold of the truth.”

“The truth, yes the truth,”
I spoke unto my own mind. I could feel myself rising from the floor
of the hut like a boiling mud-foam forming into a more superior
being. I could feel a new inner strength, a firm guiding hand that
would never leave me to fall again. I knew then that I must cast
out all of my human attributes if I were to succeed in this new
life. Farewell mankind for I have not the use of your stagnant
existence and all of your failings in order to achieve the higher
status.

I am Tupelo. I am the Homosaur. I am the
future and the life. I the creator of the new world shall guide my
own existence to be whatsoever it desires. I shall forever be here
as a part of this wondrous splendour.

I looked once more into the sightless eyes
of the statue. Grasping the hard stone of its shoulders I pulled
myself into its frozen form. A heartbeat later I stepped free
carrying Lyne in my arms. I laid her gently upon the bed as though
she would break if I were too harsh. Behind me the stone
statue-husk turned to dust and collapsed to nothing freeing the
falcon that had been held captive on her arm. The falcon dropped to
the floor, too weary to fly it walked over to me and I picked it up
stroking the bird gently down its back. I allowed some of my
energies to flow into Lyne and the bird to reinvigorate their
bio-systems.

The first glimmer of life returned to the
bird, it spread its wings and flapped wildly. Crying out its joy,
it leapt into the air turned and flew out into the clear blue
morning sky, free, as free as it ever could be an agent of the
skies.

As I felt Lyne's hand close gently around my
own a small tear ran from my eyes. She smiled and opened her eyes
blinking at the bright sun that lit the hut from outside. She
reached up a tired arm and picked up the glistening jewel from my
cheek.

“Welcome home,” I
cried.

“Tupelo, is that you, but
how?” her voice was a little croaky but it had been so many, many
years since I had last heard that sweet voice. To me it was the
voice of the Mother herself.

“Much has happened; I will
explain later when you are ready,” I helped her up onto her feet.
She was a little shaky at first, “Come let me show you what awaits
us,” I put my arm around her waist and led her outside. To feel the
soft touch of her skin again was a delight beyond all description.
I could no longer stem the tide of tears that had welled up behind
my eyes and longed to be released.

We stepped out to greet the dawn, all around
were the statues that contained the precious members of my species.
I would summon the force to release them from their bonds. I would
call upon my greater self, the earth, to shatter their cocoons and
release them into their new lives.

The valley resounded with the splitting of
the stone. The Homosaurs were at last returned unto their former
selves. Now it would be up to me to teach them of all what I knew
and help them to embrace the world of which they were to be a vital
part.

We wandered along the valley down to where
the sea crashed upon the golden sands of the crescent beach. The
ocean rolled in over the coral reef foaming softly as its anger was
drawn from it. We sat watching the first of the night's stars as
they twinkled on lighting the ebon sky as a prelude to the pagan
moon that rose stealthily over the leaden sea. Content at last that
my work was finally finished I rested and watched the world go by.
It was there beneath the first full pagan moon that the first child
of the new earth was conceived. The night settled amid the song of
the whales that swam beyond the reef. I, Tupelo the new earth am at
last complete and have taken my deserved seat among the higher
forms.

Histus, 3027.

The twin moons glide westward towards the
dawn as the night fades into a distant memory.
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Many thanks for purchasing
this ebook. I hope that you enjoyed reading it and did not find it
a hard slog. You can find out more about me at
http://www.badlywritennovels.com or read my latest fantasy saga
at http://www.theonesaga.com.
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