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PROLOGUE

 


Infinite Entities is a Sci-fi novel
dealing with the learning phases and conflicts of three souls, who
are primarily looking for humans who have a greater than normal
capacity for intellect and the capability for emotion such as
desire, lust and hate.

 


A dark, male soul, being dictatorial,
always looking for control by any means.

A soul aiming toward middle ground or
neutrality, isolated, unsure and missing its objective.

A light, female soul, being sensitive
and moral.

 


The word “Soul” is derived from the Greek
word “psyche,” meaning breath. This word has a variety of meanings,
including: the seat of personality, the individual or person and
the immaterial component of a human.

 


The human soul is the ethereal substance or
the spirit particular to a unique living being and it gives life to
man and it is a principle of life. They exists through the realm of
infinity and they are Entities without physical or material
reality. It is the immortal and spiritual part of a human being and
it can exist without a body. It is responsible for all human
activity, including the moral and emotional nature of man; the part
of man that enables him to think and reason — how to build a fire,
how to fabricate stone weapons and guns, how to love and be a
contributing member of society, how to design and initiate
conflicts and kill millions of people.

 


Human souls must not be confused with
sensitive of vegetative souls. As the name infers, sensitive souls
occupy and control animals, humans excluded. Vegetative souls give
life to plants and they can’t reside in humans.

 


Normally, a human soul resides in a human,
either male or female. It merges with a human at birth and it
leaves the human during death. When a human soul doesn’t reside in
a human, it exists in the astral level, searching for a new life or
an older life, without a soul. While souls dwell in the astral
plane, they reflect on the lives they occupied and the good they
created or the bad that they inflicted, using humans as their
instruments. Human souls could also temporarily reside in animals
or in plants, but that is rare.


 


BEFORE

 



 


EPISODE ZERO

 


Restless.

Yearning restlessness.

No consciousness yet — but learning,
building, budding, coalescing and strengthening with each
Joining.

 


The magnetic tides wafted the Entities from
one star to another, had done so for millions of years. The
Entities were aware, dimly, there were others of its kind because
of the perpetual struggle to capture the Spark — the sometimes
brilliant Spark — upon which the Entities depended for their
long-term existence. The competition was fierce. The Spark that was
the Life of corporate creatures and beings. The Spark that anchored
the Entities and others of its kind to worlds, keeping them safe
from the tides that could carry them into Drought—areas of the
universe where no Spark existed, where the immortal Entities could
die of Starvation.

 


It was a hard life for these infants and
they knew not their origin, nor had the sentience to even
contemplate that beginning or even wonder about a future. They were
nothing in their natural state — blind, death and dumb, filled with
a yearning for something. Seeking, always seeking the Spark. Avid,
desperate, driven and sometimes irritated.

 


Upon a thousand different worlds had the
Entities fed and grown, leaving each world only after the course of
Life had ended on each, to endure that slow drift of thousands of
years to the next galaxy, to the next star, passing through the
orbits of countless planets, moons and meteors, the majority barren
of life or hope, until another world containing Life might be
encountered.

 


In the course of time a few of the Entities
gradually became self aware. Among these were Amal, Zora and Gark.
Among the Entities they were the strongest, for all their lack of
mass or substance.

 


The Entities were shadows, less than vapor,
yet more than vacuum, having no set form, though each tended to
take a cylindrical shape or any shape to suit their needs when not
Joined with a Spark. When Fused — Joined — the Entities became an
Overlay to the Sparks, trying to learn how first to exist while
merged.

 


The Entities came upon an offspring world,
hot, spitting brimstone and fire, with six moons, also in its
infancy. Inanimate and physical objects did not exist yet. Only
matter existed, churning and trying to form concrete substances.
The Entities tested this setting. Though it has not learned yet,
this stage was not to its liking. Something was wrong — perhaps it
was too volatile and searing. The Entities were not able to
severalize, it couldn’t find the Spark and no Joinings ensued. It
moved on, traveling through the immensity of space.

 


On a world where two suns raised daily, one
blue-white, the other a hot yellow, the Entities had chelae, dozens
of jointed legs, and carapace, and eyes on quivering stalks. That
world was a good world where slow thoughts worked in rhythm with
slow tides and a hundred thousand Joinings later, Amal awakened to
watch the yellow star fade and the blue-white collapse and go nova.
That explosion destroyed the world and the Spark, and flung the
Entities into interstellar space.

 


The next world was cold, a gas giant where
delicate drapery creatures floated in the dense atmosphere. Amal
grew impatient with the slow thoughts, yearning for more, yet upon
this world Zora awakened and viewed the Spark with great interest.
Zora sensed Amal, and Amal sensed Zora but they couldn’t yet
communicate with each other. The only time they touched was when
both were without a host and collided as they sought a new Spark.
They experience a sensation of nearness, but that was all. One or
the other won. The one who lost must quickly seek another lesser,
before the magnetic tides pushed them away from the planet. Amal,
Zora and Gark were the most successful and strongest of all
Entities in obtaining the Spark.

 


And then Gark became aware as the drapery
creatures began to die due to mutations, defects and evolution
failing. Gark wondered about existence, what place it held for …and
Gark then wondered what to call itself, trying to figure this out,
comparing itself to Amal and Zora.

 


Then next came a time of Drought between
Sparks. When the last of the drapery creatures expired there was
nothing to keep the Entities anchored to that world. Amal felt no
regrets. He hungered for more than had been found on that world.
Zora felt regret, Zora had been happy, but was also forced to move
on. Gark felt anxious, remembering the last Drought and the
weakness until the Drought ended.

 


The Drought was long. Thousands of the
Entities perished, each passing keenly felt by the other Entities
as they discorporated, yet their number was still large, in the
many thousands, and the tide was eventually kind. The Entities were
taken into a System where two worlds held the Spark, though the
tide was strong at this juncture and a large number of the Entities
were swept beyond this oasis into oblivion.

 


Amal’s world had the greatest intellect, and
from Joining with each host, he established a sense of self. Amal
considered self as “he,” and took those attributes to be essential.
Zora arrived at the same conclusion, though self was “she,” and an
understanding of how Life reproduced became her essence. Gark was
confused, while he and she identified itself. Itself self was a
“it”, defined as sexless or agamic. It saw both sides of the
polarity because on its world were six sexes and all were required
to create a new Spark — an undesirable trait in the existence of
Amal and Zora.

 


Zora found haven on the outermost world, a
placid gas giant with tremendous pressures and frigid temperatures.
Gark took residence in the middle world of neutrality, lush with
rudimentary life that had many forms. Amal ended the journey at the
innermost world, a fiery hell where silicone based Life abounded.
Other Entities also occupied each world and some became aware, as
had Amal, Zora and Gark, but they were far behind in their quest
for consciousness. Many didn’t fit at all in this environment —
they looked for the carbon based Entities.

 


With each Joining the Entities became more
aware. With each Passing when the host died of old age, or by
accident or violence, some of the awareness was lost ... though the
cumulative effect was steady growth of knowledge over the centuries
— the Entities were slowly learning.

 


Amal’s imprint from the silicone creatures
was harsh and vivid, much like the inferno world upon which his
anchor was attached. He chaffed at the narrowness of the world, the
simplicity of existence: survival. He was restless, yearning for
more than what the necessary Spark gave him.

 


Zora, too, became impatient with her world
of eternal darkness. The creatures she Joined were crustaceans who
never traveled more than a dozen lengths of their armored shells in
a single lifetime, yet the sense of community, of caring for the
next generation, filled her with other emotions. And thus Zora’s
understanding reached a new level.

 


Gark’s epiphany was Reason, that the Spark
existed within a physical framework and also a mental framework
that could be transferred from generation to generation by oral and
written tradition. Gark thought this was a good thing, however
marginal and short-lived.

 


Amal, too, learned reason, and also learned
that it was possible to exert an influence upon his host Spark. He
studied the Spark and how to direct it. He made the Spark do his
bidding, although it took many Hosts and many Joinings before even
one direction was obeyed. To control the Spark became Amal’s
ambition and the Entities’ entire being focused upon that
desire.

 


Zora, too, discovered the Spark could be
touched by her wishes. She desired to see more of her dark world,
and that desire—a constant refrain—was heard by the Spark. Zora’s
Hosts lived for millennia, thus she had more time to perfect her
control, the shaping of her desire, to learn the best way to
imprint that desire upon the Spark.

 


Gark’s world, where life perished naturally
after a few years, was a better training ground, because the Spark
was more energetic, more clearly defined, as if the Spark knew its
time was short and Gark bent every effort to maximize the span of
time allocated to it. Gark saw that by erecting a crude wall about
the tribe of his Host of choice, he could extend their Spark by
preventing enemies and predators from killing the Hosts. And little
by little did Gark begin influencing his Civilization upon the
middle world, existing isolated during reminder of his demesne.

 


Amal’s frustration grew. It was the world
which was the enemy of his Hosts. The sun was too hot, the
resources too limited. He must leave this world... but he also
remembered how long had been the Drought this last time. He had no
desire to face that again. To leave this world became a mantra. It
consumed his every thought, and Amal looked to the sky above,
remembering two worlds nearby with other Sparks. He would go to one
of those, surely Existence on either would be better than this
Hell!


 


EPISODE ONE

 


Each Entity followed its own program,
designed and influenced by other Entities.

 


Amal created technology to escape the fierce
lobster world. The lobsters, under Amal’s direction, reached Gark’s
world and a contest for control of planets and resources began.
Amal and Gark, through their Sparks, fought for survival of their
holdings. Amal increases the ferocity and magnitude of
invasion.

 


Gark achieved civilization on the middle
world. Then Gark’s civilization destroyed the lobster world. Amal,
losing everything, released his doomsday weapon, and the system
star goes nova. Gark was flung into eternity, but luckily, Amal
safely survived, being propelled in the opposite direction.

 


Zora accomplished empathy and ability to
directly control her Spark. In her world millions die and the
wailing Entities, who can not fuse with the diminishing number of
Sparks, are blown away from a galaxy, feeling pain, helpless to
intervene, but soon ready to continue their trek.

 


After another eternity, Zora found Amal and
they traveled together again, mostly Zora following Amal. They
became supporters of each other, looking for one of the two worlds
that they remembered. Magnetic tides as well as their impetus
carried the Entities toward a solar system, which they passed
numerous times previously in their ascetic travels. In this solar
system, a small yellow star, providing energy, circled by twelve
planets, particularly the third from the sun caught the attention
of the Entities. This planet was young and real, alive and erupting
with fire and smoke. Amal and Zora circled the planet, trying to
find an appropriate place to land and learn to give meaning to
their existence. They found an abundance of life on lands full of
hills and valleys on a world full of water. However, they couldn’t
yet find Sparks to their liking. Nevertheless, this could finally
be a festival for their existence after the last period of Drought.
They were superior Entities with intellect and free will. They had
a special purpose. But in order to achieve it they must learn to be
patient — a trait they hadn’t learned before. The Entities were
determined to continue learning all there was to know to eventually
direct and control their Spark. However, in prehistoric times, that
was nearly impossible. Only dinosaurs roamed the third planet from
the sun, much later to be called earth.

 


First, the Entities joined with creatures of
monstrous size, learning the concept of power, being in charge,
controlling underlings. Then the Entities united with smaller
creatures, exhibiting speed and agility, also a trait which the
Entities learned and will desperately need in the future. In this
environment, the Entities experienced and learned the paramount
form of violence, confrontation and death of the Spark. Later they
merged with tiny balls of fur with rapid heart beats, a nervous
disposition and intense reactions. That was also a learning
experience for the Entities, as they learned and understood apical
fear, transmitted from the fur balls to the awareness of the souls.
And later, the Entities decided to merge with the vast oceans of
the earth, looking for a more appropriate Spark. First they merged
with bland and placid creatures of the aquatics. Then they found
gigantic mammals, breathing air, surfacing from time to time,
avoiding death. Though animals are a lesser Spark, it also was a
unique learning experience for the Entities. Finally, the Entities,
in the mold of Amal and Zora, learned to assume temporary, human
forms and floated in the astral level, copulating. At last, the
Entities began their true growth, ready to meet their future and
hopefully merge with the ultimate Spark with paramount
intellect.


 


THEN

 



 


EPISODE TWO

 


A fire burned in the middle of the cave,
projecting shadows on the stone walls. It cast the shadow of a
pregnant female who was about to give birth. She was in pain and
sat on a rock holding her belly. Five more females sat nearby, and
one of them added just enough wood to the fire to keep it at low
level. Still another chewed on a boar’s hide to soften it for use
as bedding during the winter months. Two more cooked rabbit stew by
an open fire. The smoke rose straight to the roof, lingered for a
while and then slowly drifted toward the cave entrance, driven by
invisible air currents. One woman was bent over, stirring the brew
with a dried branch from an oak tree. She reached in the pot and
removed parts of skin that still had hair on it, flinging it to the
dogs that fought for it, barked at each other, tore it apart and
devoured it.

A male — it could be the lead male — looked
on from the back of the cave and came closer, gazing at the
female’s backside. His nostrils moved up and down, getting the
female’s scent. He came closer and saw that she was dripping wet.
He stepped behind her and his large staff stiffened, but barely
visible, because of the generous portions of pubic hair covering
the male’s body. He reached to her sides with both hands, grabbed
her, entered her and moved his body violently back and forth. The
female screamed and lost her balance, almost falling into the pot
of rabbit stew. The male grabbed her and continued with intensified
movements. He barked, then screamed and finally uttered, “Aahhh,
Oohhh.” Then he removed his dripping staff. He let go of the
female. She fell to her side, recuperating from the ordeal. Other
males watched, “Oohh, oohh, oohh,” developing erections. They
masturbated. The lead male left, grunting and returned to the back
of the cave and he went to sleep.

 


The cave dwellers heard a sound and jumped
up and ran to the entrance of the cave. One stepped outside. His
bare feet touched the cool, wet grass, then a stone still warm from
the sun. He kept his foot on the stone — that was a pleasant
feeling. Then the male walked away from the front of the cave,
looking for the origin of the sound.

“Oh, you’re back — all of you?” Two males
grunted in response, attempting to answer the man’s question, but
found it difficult. It was the tribe’s other males returning from
their hunt. The dogs wiggled their tails, happy to see their
masters.

Three males carried a boar. The tribe
members carried stone spears and axes and wore sandals and fur
around their waist. All had long, black, stringy hair. They placed
the boar on leaves in preparation of skinning it and dividing the
meat.

They wouldn’t know or understand, but their
facial structure was more modern than those of the original Homo
erectus. These males had higher foreheads, their chin was still
primitive and their hands were a little shorter.

As the females talked to each other in their
primeval, limited dialect, supplemented with sign language, there
was concern about the pregnant female. Her name was Rana. She was
young and in the first stages of labor. The other females consoled
her the best way they could in their surroundings.

Three males sat nearby on a long rock,
resting from the exhausting hunt. One left the cave to break wind,
defecate and looked for a leaf to wipe himself. Another had a deep
cut on his leg where the boar ripped him with his tusk, and he bled
profusely. A female placed a leaf on the open wound and stemmed the
flow.

They talked about the hunt and about their
good fortune because, on this hunting trip, the boar killed no one.
The males felt safe now and relaxed in their home. To them, the
cave was a friendly and comforting place. It was a sweaty, reeking,
redolent coziness and the best place for a female to give birth.
One wall had a barely visible primeval mammoth carved on it, almost
lost in the fading light. Water dripped down a wall on the far end
of the cave. A female collected the water in a leather pouch and
used it for cooking and drinking.

 


The hunters were tired from their strenuous
hunt. They finished their meal and retreated to rest in the cave
that smelled of the dead boar’s freshly spilled blood. The females
would work on the boar tomorrow, removing the fur and dividing the
meat. One lone male’s duty was to keep the fire burning, but
because it was still late summer, he kept the flames low.

 


***

 


Outside the cave the air was still, but the
velvet-black clouds scudded fast, hiding the full moon from time to
time. Bats drove stray birds to their nightly retreats. The only
sound came from the locusts, rhythmically rubbing their legs
against their wings to create a chorus in the night. Later, hyenas
expelled their characteristic shrill cries. Except for the man by
the fire, the cave dwellers slept soundly, farting and snoring.

 


As the moon dropped behind the far mountain
range, a vapor entered the cave and slowly drifted from wall to
wall. Its shape constantly changed, from round to elongated – then
from thick to thin. Simultaneously, a cool breeze moved through the
cave. For a moment, the vapor floated over Rana and assumed the
elongated shape of the woman. It seemed to measure her shape and
size, and then retreated silently to the wall, which it hugged as
though to find a secure niche.

A dog looked up at the ceiling and barked,
then growled and bared its teeth. The man lying by the fire felt
the chill, so he rose and threw another log on the embers. He
glanced at the ceiling and felt a twinge that something wasn’t
quite right, but he didn’t see anything.

Presently, the cloud, hugging the ceiling,
settled. A second one, darker than the first, floated into the cave
and perched high in the far corner. Now all the dogs barked and
bared their teeth, waking everyone. The women immediately feared
that something invaded their home. They looked in the same
direction as the dogs, but only the dogs sensed the Entities above.
They jumped up trying to reach them, but the cloudlike Entities
were too high. Barking was no danger to them. Finally, the lead
male shouted at the dogs to settle down and the leader assured the
tribe members there was nothing about which to worry.

“It’s nothing,” he said impatiently, as he
shifted to a more comfortable position and tried to relax. The dogs
growled but obeyed, all the while staring at the ceiling.

Little did any of the group, huddled in the
cave, know about what was occurring around them – that it was part
of a journey so long they couldn’t imagine it. The Entities had
traveled together since the beginning of time, existing in the
astral level, then screening and searching the surface of earth,
learning and improving, looking for Spark, newborn lives with high
intellect and superior capacity for emotion.

At 1.8 million BC, finding even one
acceptable life form was difficult. Occasionally, the Entities
separated and traveled in different parts of the world, but a force
only known to them allowed constant communication with one other.
They moved through oceans, sulfur-laden areas, frozen valleys and
hot lava beds, even encountering earthquakes. But none of these
locales were home to humans.

 


The Entities finally found an area conducive
to the propagation of human life. It was at the eastern end of
today’s Black Sea in the foothills of a mountain region. Now that
they’d landed in the cave, they started to impose their will upon
another. The Entities positioned themselves to gain a space
advantage in the cave. As they got close together, they
intertwined, twisted and turned. Such encounters are vicious but
barely noticeable to most life forms; dogs could hear the
high-pitched sounds of the antagonists, squealing and sliding their
spiritual forms against the other as they had done since
infinity.

 


The Entities were two human souls. They give
life to man and they are immortal. They “lived” in the astral
level, from time to time in flesh eating animals – including
insects. Since the human soul is superior to that of animals, the
Entities displaced the odd carnivore at their leisure. Human souls,
however, are always looking for other superior humans, even while
they have had to make-do in a substandard, carnivorous animal. But
now, the Entities found humans, who appeared brighter. And so it
was: two souls floating near the ceiling of the cave, patiently
waiting for new human life. They checked out the birth mother and
they noted that she was blessed with above average intelligence and
she was an emotional being. To impose these restrictions upon
themselves, the Entities spent considerable time looking for
hosts.

 


Night gave way to dawn, when an unusually
loud scream penetrated every corner of the cave. Three women jumped
up and raced to Rana. She was about to give birth. She struggled
and cried half the night until it was time. Two women placed Rana
into various positions to make it easier for her. A half hour
later, after one final push, she delivered the baby. Rana checked
it. It was a male.

She held the umbilical chord, trying to
separate the placenta from the uterus, but some restriction
prevented her from doing it. Her contractions continued. To the
surprise of Rana and the other women, a second baby slid through
the birth canal. It was a female.

Both babies were lying in front of their
mother. A woman held a flat stone in her left hand and a stone with
a razor sharp edge in her right. She placed the flat stone under
the umbilical cord and cut it. Then she duplicated this procedure
with the second umbilical cord and tied both. Finally, two women
pulled the placenta from Rana’s body. Rana was exhausted and passed
out. One woman picked her up and hugged her tightly. That brought
Rana back to life a few minutes later. She looked around and smiled
faintly.

“Where are my babies?” she asked with
limited vocabulary, concerned.

 


As the women were tending to the newborns,
the violent struggle between the two souls near the ceiling of the
cave continued. Both tried to be first to get to the male infant.
The lighter colored soul, named Zora, twisted around its adversary,
who was holding it back. The darker colored soul, named Amal,
finally broke loose, won the struggle, and drifted down toward the
male.

Amal assumed the shape of the baby and
engaged with it, disappearing in its life form and entering the
will of the child. Zora, meanwhile, fussed with the female baby,
taking command of its tender and young brain functions.

Rana didn’t notice the spiritual struggle
that went on right in front of her. The babies, however, felt the
Entities entering them. At first they cried but then a strange
force lifted them and gave them strength — more strength for the
male than the female.

A few days after the birth of the babies,
their mother named them. She called the male Kar and the female
Aka.

 


In Rana’s tribe, giving birth to twins was a
bad omen, but none of the women talked about it. They believed that
the only reason that a woman gave birth to twins was because one
might die and she would have a backup. Rana thought about this, but
decided to ignore it, keeping busy in the duties of motherhood.

She developed a routine for feeding and the
bodily functions of the babies. Early on, the mother realized that
Kar was the ambitious baby. He insisted feeding from his mother’s
right breast. If Rana place Kar near her left breast, Kar screamed
until his mother moved him to the other. Aka, on the other hand,
fed from the left. She had no choice. After feeding them, the
mother laid Aka down, next to her and placed Kar farther away.
Again, Kar screamed until Rana switched this placement. But that
was not good enough for Kar; he pushed Aka with his feet, farther
away from his mother.

Rana watched her babies closely to confirm
her earlier hunch. She realized that Kar imposed greater demands on
her. In her primitive form of reasoning, she simply rationalized
that boys are stronger than girls. She had no way of knowing that a
spiritual, rational and immortal energy had imposed its will on Kar
and that similar immortal energies controlled everyone in her cave.
The energy that controlled the activity of Kar came from Amal. A
similar energy invaded Aka, but it was gentler, lighter, more
sensitive and directed toward the Good. It was Zora. When the two
souls levitated in space, they were almost equal in energy. The
soul that succeeded entering the stronger body usually imposed a
stronger will on its host. And these are the conditions under which
Kar and Aka developed from babies into young adults, contributing
to their primitive tribe.

 


Kar and Aka developed rapidly during the
first three years of their lives. They walked after their first
year, drinking their mother’s milk and eating animal’s brain and
liver. Hunters would arrive from fresh kills of boar, rabbit and
saber tooth tigers, delicacies still steaming from body heat. In
winter, the elders kept a fire burning in their caves to keep
everyone from freezing. In summer, they left the cave open and a
natural breeze kept the cave cool.

When the twins were six, they felt
aggressive toward their mother and one other. Kar frequently
attacked his sister and she’d fell on the ground. Aka quickly
retaliated, jumping up and giving her brother a bloody lip.

Rana couldn’t understand why her twins were
constantly fighting. She tried to separate them, but they quickly
found each other again and ended on the ground, wrestling and
rolling, similar to young animals. When they reached the age of
seven, Rana had difficulty teaching the twins that bodily functions
should be performed outside the cave, and preferably at a distance
away. It should’ve been an easy task to accomplish since they never
wore covering in warmer weather.

Eventually, Rana gave up trying to control
the twins. She couldn’t understand why they fought constantly and
thought to herself, someday, they will kill each other! When
the twins reached the age of ten they explored an ever-larger area
around their cave. Then they ran down the hill to the sea of dark,
clear water. Kar jumped in first. Aka was afraid of the water, but
Zora pressed her to follow her brother and she eventually jumped
in. The shock of the cold water on Aka’s body triggered a new,
natural event in the cycle of her development. There was a
discoloration in the water, and after she swam to shore Aka saw a
stream of blood was running down her leg. She ran uphill to her
mother, crying about her predicament. Rana smiled knowingly, put
her hand on Aka’s shoulder and told her that this was quite
normal.

“You ready to have babies now,” said Rana,
smiling at Aka. Aka understood, but she decided that this wasn’t
the time to commit herself to motherhood. Later that same evening,
Aka was restless and was breathing heavily. Her body was in a
curious state of excitement. It was in need of a pleasure that Aka
didn’t quite understand. Kar noticed her dilemma. As he moved close
to his sister his staff stiffened. Aka looked at Kar and what she
saw between his legs excited her even more. She reached over and
touched him, and Kar groaned like an animal. She moved her hand up
and down. Kar reached to his sister and found she sat in a pool of
moisture. They fondled one other and soon experienced a feeling
that they’d never felt before. Later, both turned and tried to
sleep. But they couldn’t and eventually left the cave for a walk on
the moist, fresh grass. Later they returned to the cave and finally
went to sleep.

Kar and Aka frequently returned to the sea.
They went swimming together and often simply looked into the water,
fascinated with their reflections. They were captivated when, as
they moved their arms, they saw the same movement in the
reflection. Later they threw small stones in the water and the
concentric circles created by the stones were fascinating to them.
Repeating the experiment they worked it out that they could see
themselves in the dark waters of the sea.

When the dark sea was still, Aka would kneel
on the shore of the sea and she could see her face. She touched her
face and she saw that the image did the same. The reflection was
her! Kar watched while Aka experimented with this new insight.
Since his mental capacity was limited, it took him a good many more
tries before he, too, realized that the reflection in the water was
he. He smiled at the breakthrough.

“That’s me in there,” said Kar, fascinated.
He was mesmerized with this find and he repeatedly returned to the
dark waters to look at himself.

 


Once, however, something different happened.
Kar was bent over as Aka watched from behind. Suddenly, Kar began
to shake as an aura surrounded him. It was a mystifying moment
when, in front of his reflected face, a shadow-like figure
appeared. Kar screamed. Aka saw it to, from behind him. It was the
ugliest image that each could imagine. At first it was difficult to
make out what it was because the water was undulating; but Kar knew
that it wasn’t he. It was his likeness, but grossly distorted. The
face was leathery, colorless, narrower and longer, with red,
piercing eyes. The ears were long and pointed upward, with hair
growing along the outline of the ears. And on top of the head he
saw two bumps protruding from his skull.

As Kar studied this image in horror, Aka
bent down and slapped the water with her hand to make the image
disappear. The twins had no idea what it represented, but they knew
the image wasn’t good and they both knew that it had returned to
Kar’s body.

Do I have an image like this in my
body? Aka wondered, deeply concerned. She returned often to the
waterside, hoping that she could see her “other” image. She was
curious what it looked like. Kar would silently approach Aka while
she was looking in the water, also curious as to what her Entity
looked like. But before she had an opportunity to see it, Kar
pushed her and she fell in, scraping her face on the bottom.

Aka didn’t see it coming and she was scared.
She stood up, ran to her brother, and pushed him with all her
strength. He fell backwards and hit his head on a rock. Then he
jumped up and pushed her in return, and she fell. After Aka stood
up they ran toward each other and the fight of their lives ensued,
until both were exhausted.

This is how the twins lived most of their
lives. They didn’t know it, but it was Amal and Zora who controlled
their thinking and behavior. A low-level battle raged on for ten
more years, but there was still time to hunt, to make and throw
spears, and do simple chores. They tried to be a part of their
larger group that lived in the cave.

Kar and Aka slept near the front of the
cave. After a four-day hunting trip during which Kar caught six
rabbits and Aka collected five birds and a few eggs, they fell into
a deep sleep early in the evening. Normally, only males went
hunting, but Kar and Aka hunted together as one would imagine twins
would do. Kar’s dog slept next to him, keeping him warm. Just
before first light, the dog jumped up and ran to the cave entrance.
He raised his head, his, nostrils quivering, then returned to Kar
to awaken him.

“What’s wrong boy?” Kar asked, concerned. He
pushed his sister and she jumped up with the same question on her
lips.

“My dog sensed something,” Kar said. Both
looked at the animal and he looked back at the twins. In an instant
he rose on his hind legs and bounded toward the cave entrance,
barking at the twins to follow him. Kar and Aka looked at one
another, bewildered. What is the dog sensing? We can’t see
anything! Let’s go back to sleep. That’s when the dog cut them
short, showed his teeth and barked loudly.

“We better stay here,” said Kar, still
wondering what the dog sensed. As he bent down to the dog, the
earth started to shake. Suddenly the twins realized the dog sensed
this new trouble before it had even occurred. Aka ran into the
cave, instinctively grabbing her mother and pulling her to the
entrance.

“Mom, earthquake!” shouted Aka, frightened.
Zora raised a hand to calm her daughter and settle her down.

“It’s not an earthquake,” said Zora. “It’s a
magnetic storm. That’s much different than an earthquake.”

Zora and Amal had lived through magnetic
events before, but it’s doubtful that even she knew the extent to
which it was a cataclysm, with far graver consequences than a
‘storm’.

The primitive cave dwellers had no concept
of the processes unleashed when the earth is out of magnetic
balance, and the destructive forces that are required to put it
back into balance, forces causing widespread damage. The earth’s
surface moved horizontally, back and forth, shifting the earth’s
crust as waves would cross a pond. Fortunately for the tribe,
fissures in their area were narrow and shallow.

Aka couldn’t understand the difference
between and earthquake and magnetism, but she and her brother
noticed that all members of the tribe were trying to escape the
cave as the earth shook violently. Parts of the cave ceiling
collapsed and some caught inside died instantly. The rest, with
their dogs, managed to escape – only to stare in shock when they
saw how the landscape outside had changed. The cataclysm resulted
in mounds where once there were valleys. The flat land had shifted,
shearing the roots of trees and causing many to fall.

The face of the earth had changed, but the
biggest problem facing the tribe was that of clearing the debris in
their cave. The twins led the effort and, after a month of hard
work, it was back to a living space. Months went by, memories
faded, and soon the tribe had only a distant recollection of the
cataclysm.

 


One day, as the twins helped their mother
cut meat from a boar for their evening meal, they heard a loud roar
from above. They looked up and, in the clear, sunny light of
morning, saw a mountain lion high above their cave. Kar and Aka
found their hunting instincts kicking in.

“We must hunt that lion,” said Kar, while
grabbing his spear with a sharp stone mounted on its end. Aka took
a long stick, tapered down to a sharp point on one end. They
climbed the steep face of the mountain for two hours, guided by
some invisible force. When they reached a narrow ridge near the
top, barely wider than their feet, the lion jumped out and blocked
their way with a mighty roar. Kar jabbed the spear at the lion, but
he had no room to maneuver a strong assault. The lion jumped
forward and knocked Kar down. He could barely hold on to the sharp
edge of a fissure on the ridge. It cut Kar’s hand, which was
bleeding and painful.

Kar was slowly losing his grip when Aka
reached down and grasped his other hand, preventing a tumble to the
bottom of the mountain. Aka grabbed the spear with her free hand
and poked at the lion. She, too, was ineffective because of the
limited space available. The lion jumped forward, not realizing
that the ridge was too narrow for both. He buried his claws in
Aka’s chest and dragged her off the ridge. Aka dropped the spear
and concentrated on saving her brother. She held onto his long
hair, but she wasn’t strong enough to hold both her brother and the
lion. All three tumbled down hundreds of feet of a rocky, dirty
slope. The lion landed first, with Aka on top of him. Kar was not
so fortunate. He landed on a pointed rock and died at once from a
crushed skull. The lion slowly, in pained movements, moved out from
under Aka and limped away. Aka was still breathing.

Rana saw what happened to her twins and
remembered the talk, long ago, around the fire. In agony she
screamed, as only a mother would at the loss of her babies. She
realized that Aka would not live long, her body crushed.

“Why did I have to have twins?”


 


EPISODE THREE

 


 


Amal felt a chilling necrobiosis in its
host. He concentrated on Kar’s involuntary nervous system to return
Kar to life. That didn’t work. Then it concentrated on the
intellect and the will of the body, but that was also useless.
After Amal’s renewed attempt to revive its host, it gave up and
slowly left the dead body. It rose a few feet and levitated,
studying the surroundings, figuring out where to travel next, when
it saw Aka, breathing heavily, laying next to Kar. Though Aka was
only a female, Amal immediately assumed an elongated shape, dove
toward the ailing body of Aka, ready to enter it. But Zora still
occupied it. Amal knew that it was impossible for two souls to
inhabit the same living body, especially when Zora is occupying it.
A vicious struggle ensued as Amal attempted to fuse with Aka. Zora,
on the other hand, withstood all efforts of Amal to move in and
replace him. Because of the extraordinary pressure and vibration
that the two souls exerted on Aka’s weak body, she weakened further
and eventually died. Aka’s body emanated a bright light, showing
that both souls had exited the body, leaving it behind.

 


Amal and Zora had occupied the bodies of Kar
and Aka for almost 20 years, controlling their movements and
desires. For the two humans this would have been a long time; for
the two souls, however, it was no more than a speck in their
infinite existence.

When they returned to the astral plane, the
souls received guidance; desecration counseling for Amal and divine
guidance for Zora. They were human souls, but because their natures
were often in opposition, they targeted opposing bodies. Amal
looked for the bogus, the corrupt and hateful, while Zora looked
for the intellectual, honest and ethical. On occasion, their roles
reversed, but this never lasted long. Since an invisible force
bound them to one another, they found it difficult entering two
humans in close proximity because most regions were under
populated.

 


They traveled in space around the world for
more than 1,300,000 years. Sometimes they visited other caves, but
they were void of intelligent life, just brainless humanoids. Once
they were nearly trapped in a cave when an earthquake erupted, but
their quick actions saved them from petrifying their irregular and
invisible shapes in hot lava. Then they left earth and harbored in
the ionosphere, but the expanse was lifeless. They checked distant
planets. Some were frozen solid and others were hotter than the sun
of the earth’s solar system. With Amal leading the way, they
returned to earth’s atmosphere and milled around another 800,000
years. They twisted and intertwined playfully, but always ending in
vicious struggles. During 450,000 BC, the souls took refuge in an
area that is known today as the Persian Gulf. They stayed close
together, with Amal leading the way, looking for newborns without
souls to give life and resource.

 


Both souls stayed in close proximity while
they wandered aimlessly near the shores of the gulf. Though they
were invisible to human eyes, the morning sun shone through them
and left a telltale reflection on the water, changing in intensity
as the waves changed in amplitude. They talked spiritually because
they had an affinity for each other and felt the other’s desires.
They thought that they were overdue to invade other bodies.

A tall mound created by a mild quake eons
ago stood a few hundred yards from the sandy shore. It stretched
parallel to the shoreline. Course grass covered the mound and
tropical trees grew behind it. The souls glided playfully over the
mound to its other side, hugging its contour, around the trees and
back to the water. Suddenly an unusual, penetrating noise aroused
their curiosity.

Amal tightened his shape, then turned and
sensed an unusual pressure generated in the sky. Zora followed suit
and looked in the direction of the sound. An object entered the
earth’s atmosphere. It glowed in the distance and quickly
approached the shoreline heading down in a straight line. As it
neared the water, the object slowed and dove into the depths of the
gulf — heralded by boiling water and escaping steam.

The result was a mini tidal wave that lost
its momentum as it approached the mound. Presently, the water
receded. Amal assumed an elongated shape and raced toward the point
of entry of the object then hovered. Soon after, the object
surfaced floating atop the waves, undulating in tune with the
frequency of the waves. Amal thought it was a spaceship, shiny,
streamlined, oval – and still warm. He sensed that it was occupied
by one being — finally a being with intellect. Amal was about to
merge through the spaceship’s armor when the events of the past
minutes repeated themselves.

A second spaceship roared and hissed into
the water, surfaced, then came to rest behind the mound. Amal felt
a greater attraction to the being in the second spaceship — he
didn’t know why, so the floating soul quickly fused through the
armor of the spaceship and, to the immense relief of Amal found the
being hadn’t been invaded and it was blessed with a capacity for
emotion as well as even greater intellect.

There was only one explanation. This being
wasn’t from this earth — it must be a space traveler, an astronaut.
Although it’s possible a human could exist without a soul, such an
occurrence was extremely rare. Amal measured the astronaut for size
and density, then invaded it and studied its anatomical structure.
What surprised Amal was the astronaut’s age. It was 14,000 earth
years old, it didn’t have a soul to direct it, but it had a name!
It was Enkor and he came from a planet in our solar system.
Well, Enkor has a soul now, thought Amal. Enkor was six feet
tall and well built. Strange clothes, reaching to the ground and
embroidered with gold, covered his body and he wore a tall
headgear. It depicted the power of a bull. His skin was the color
of bronze and his wide-set eyes emitted fire. Amal felt comfortable
in Enkor’s body. It was far advanced over the previous being who
Amal inhabited, and that suited Amal. He adapted quickly. He
directed Enkor’s movements, to learn his intent and the
capabilities of the spacecraft.

 


Zora feverishly followed Amal until it was
clear that the first astronaut was taken. So, Zora did the next
best thing, flowing to the other spaceship in the water. Zora
insinuated its way through the thick-plated skin and entered the
body of the second astronaut. This astronaut looked similar to the
first. But it was apparent it was gentler and geared for a
defensive posture. His name was Saro and he, also, was thousands of
earth years old. He carried a helmet in the shape of a saucer made
from bronze-like material.

The souls soon learned that the astronauts
were involved in celestial battles of their own that continued for
more than a thousand years. And, there was one in progress at the
moment.

Saro, still stunned from the impact of the
spaceship in the water, felt a sensation of greater power and well
being, unlike anything before. Unaware of the influence of Zora,
Saro saw an opportunity to escape from Enkor’s dominance over the
millennia. Quietly as he could, Saro raised the spaceship a few
feet above the surface of the water and skimmed across the gulf
before rising and escaping into the stratosphere. He entered the
weightless conditions of the vast universe minutes later.

A few moments passed before Enkor, behind
the mound, realized that Saro escaped. Driven by Amal, Enkor
propelled his craft to follow the other spaceship at half the speed
of light. Enkor noticed that Saro traveled away from the sun. That
could mean only one thing: it must be returning to a spaceport, the
way station on Mars. In less than an hour, Enkor caught up with
Saro in orbit around Mars, homing in on the outpost. Slowly, Saro
descended toward the surface and disappeared behind a gigantic
sand-like mound, preparing to land. A cloud of red dust arose and
floated around the spaceship, but much more remained on the ground,
thanks to the wet condition on the surface of Mars. When Saro
noticed that his rival followed him, he attempted an escape. But
Enkor followed, firing his ray weapon at Saro’s ship and damaging
one hyper engine. Saro took evasive action and then did something
he’d never dreamed of doing (before Zora invaded him). He executed
a fast turn, then attacked and took Enkor completely by surprise.
Enkor recovered and fired his canon, but missed. Saro turned at
hyper-speed toward earth, that is, as fast as the remaining hyper
engine would allow. He activated the masking device and was
relieved to discover it still worked. Once back in earth’s
atmosphere he gazed about for the Nazca lines, the crude
navigational symbols devised by his forefathers in the mists of
another time.

When he found them, he aligned the spaceship
with a long, tapered one, perpendicular to the Andes Mountains, and
then docked in a cave at the foothills of the mountains to repair
his engine. Saro camouflaged the cave entrance.

Enkor circled the Andes mountain region for
many earth days, but eventually gave up pursuit and returned to the
gulf and waited. Eventually, his blood-enemy must return, because
their god had ordered that an outpost be established in the region.
The question that lingered was simple: Which astronaut would
control the outpost and who would be in charge? Without the control
of the souls, it could have easily been Saro, but with the souls in
control it would most likely be Enkor, with Amal residing inside.
The astronaut’s commander had one purpose in mind; sent two
adversaries to earth instead of one. That would hopefully assure
him that at least one will control the outpost and develop it.

 


Amal learned from Enkor’s thoughts the
outpost was to be the headquarters for mining operations on this
world. Enkor set up a base, moving huge blocks of stone from the
north with his craft’s tractor beam and placing them in the grassy
area. First he staged them for further manufacturing.

A few days later, a space worker arrived in
is craft with a grinding attachment mounted on his ship’s lower
deck. The pair squared the blocks by grinding them, and then Enkor
meticulously placed each in an exacting manner on a flat surface.
After all, this was to be the first wall of the headquarters
building. Once complete, Enkor would move on to build a city. A
second building would be for medical offices and a third a place of
worship.

 


As he started the second wall of the first
building, a third spaceship – manned by one astronaut – landed in
the water. His name was Dorus and presently he and Enkor were on
friendly terms. Dorus wore a long metallic gown embroidered with
symbols depicting his heritage. On his head, he carried a
cylindrically shaped crown, embellished with symbols of his
stature. Both shared a philosophy about operating the earth colony
and talked about it and their concerns in an ancient dialect.

“Our enemy, Saro, is hiding near Nazca, most
likely in a cave,” said Enkor. “You must eliminate him.”

“No, I’ll wait until he returns,” said
Dorus, walking away.

“You do not wait,” shouted Enkor, angrily.
“Seek him out and eliminate him now!”

“Yes, Enkor,” said Dorus, a bit frightened
by his colleagues fervor. Dorus returned to his spaceship,
tightened his suit, and directed his craft to climb higher than the
mountains on his trip to Nazca. Upon arriving at the foothills of
the Andes, he dove down and scanned caves and other likely hiding
spots, flying parallel to the mountain range. But Saro was safe –
and virtually invisible –with his masking device turned on.

Dorus was frustrated at the fruitless
search. He kept combing the area, back and forth, up and down.
Finally, he glided his craft to the highest peak of the range and
waited. Eventually, Saro must leave the cave and try to return to
the gulf, attempting to take control. And Dorus was right.

Saro, working in his hiding place, had his
hyper engine repaired after three days. As he left the cave he
throttled up full and rose straight into the sky. Zora saw that
Saro was being followed. She directed Saro to fire his rear-facing
atomic weapon. A ball of fire twisted, turned, and exploded near
Dorus spaceship. As a distinctive mushroom cloud formed, Dorus’
instrumentation showed that his spaceship was damaged, but he could
still maneuver it and he returned fire with his atomic weapon. A
second mushroom cloud developed, destroying Saro’s ship.

In that flash of a moment, Zora barely
escaped from Saro’s dying body, carrying a radioactive cloud with
her. She shot away from the radioactivity, then dove and twisted in
the denser part of the earth’s atmosphere at tremendous speed,
cleansing herself of the charged particles. Then she returned to
Dorus’ spaceship. Dorus harbored his craft to check the damage that
he inflicted on Saro and that done to him. In the flash of another
moment, Zora fused through the metal armor and entered his body. As
fortune would have it, Dorus was also without a soul. Zora was
puzzled, never thinking that beings from outside this earth lacked
souls.

Repairs and reconnaissance completed, Dorus
returned to the gulf. Amal watched Dorus from Enkor’s body, not
realizing that Zora had entered him. Soon, however, Amal sensed
that Zora was nearby. There was only one place where Zora could be
— in Dorus, and they resumed their non-verbal signaling, working
together again to build a city for a few short years.

More astronauts arrived from distant space
and they helped the effort. In one trip to earth, female medical
officers were dispatched to insure a disease-free environment.

Adding urgency was the recent discovery that
the astronaut’s home planet was slowly dying. Only gold dust,
distributed in the outer atmosphere would save their planet. Dorus
set about an exploration mission in his spaceship to find gold on
earth. After more searching than he anticipated, he found it on a
dark continent. Now, more than ever, they needed more manpower to
build a mining outpost and recover the ore quickly. But the space
travelers refused to do manual labor. Enkor was nearly at the end
of his rope, but then he had a radical idea of heroic
proportions.

 


He ordered his medical officers to find ways
to propagate the population on earth.

 


***

 


A frightened boy ran from the river to his
tribe, as fast as his short legs would allow him to run, holding a
fish on his spear. He screamed. “Hunter, hunter, help, hunter,
help!” Two hunters jumped up from their lethargy, grabbed wooden
spears and looked in the direction from which the boy was coming. A
boar chased the boy! The frightening animal had long tusks and
nearly caught the youth. Both hunters stood next to one other,
holding their spears and waiting for the boar to get closer. When
the animal saw the hunters facing him, he realized too late that
they where his archenemy.

Homo erectus, the only animal the
boar fears in this part of the African jungle, was a daunting
sight. Because he was running at top speed, the boar had no time to
evade the hunters. He ran straight toward them and in between. The
hunters waited until the boar was between them and then they rammed
their spears into the beast. The animal was so strong that he
dragged the pair a few feet, squealing, and screaming before he
collapsed and died. The hunters removed their spears from the
animal. A third tribe member, “the stone man”, had large rocks in
his hands. In an instant he smashed the boar’s skull, bone
splinters flying, exposing the silver gray brain. One reached in
and tore away a section of brain. He looked for the boy, who stood
a short distance away, urinating, defecating, vomiting and
recuperating from his life-threatening experience. The hunter
motioned to the boy to come forward. He gave him part of the
steaming brain, normally only reserved for the hunter who killed a
boar. The others nodded and smiled at the boy, showing their pride
and support. One hunter tapped the boy on his head, showing his
approval. Because of the boy’s courage in offering himself as bait,
the tribe had food that lasted several days that would feed over
200 males, females and children.

 


The fur woman inspected the boar and looked
at the tool man. He gave the woman a sharpened stone tool and the
woman used it to remove the boar’s hide. It is one of the best she
has seen, with soft skin tight fur. Then she stretched it across
posts for drying. She inspected the fur and thought; this is one
of the best. I will save it for our females, giving birth. The
fire man rammed a long, pointed stick longitudinally through the
center of the boar and suspended it on each end. Four helpers slit
the belly of the boar and carefully removed the intestines. One
helper carried the intestines to a mound near the camp of the
tribe. The village half-wit saw the fresh, smoking intestines, ran
to the mound and quickly devoured them. He got sick. He toppled and
threw up everything that he devoured, pulling sections of
intestines from his stomach as he retched. After recovering, he
walked to the camp where the woman worked on the fur. She saw the
unwelcome guest and picked up a stick, slapping the half-wit on the
back. “Leave, go away, you stink!” The half-wit ran away,
screaming. When the fur woman had finished her skills, the fire man
and three helpers carried the boar to the fire. On each end, they
used supports for the stick while helpers rotated the boar for
hours until it was cooked. Later, the fireman burned the points of
the hunter’s spears to sharpen and harden it for the next hunt.

The tribe had moved into this area a year
before. They came from a desert in the west, looking for a more
conducive place to live and hunt. This was an ideal location for
them. On one side, 200 year-old trees reached majestically into the
sky, providing an umbrella canopy that protected the tribe. Farther
away, a tunnel-like pass widened until it terminated in a large
clearing. It’s where children played and learned new skills.
Depending on their ability, they became accomplished hunters, fire
men, tool makers or artists. Every male carried a spear and an axe.
Females carried sticks and tools for domestic use.

 


Boys and girls played in the
clearing. And this is how and where they learned the ways of
reproduction. It was the midwife’s responsibility to determine when
it was time, and to act as teacher. When a child was 14, the
midwife demonstrated the sex act. Because of the high death rate
and short life expectancy, reproduction was a primary pastime for
survival more than pleasure. Members understood the downfalls of
inbreeding and avoided having sex within the family circle.

 


“The half-wit is the product of such a
practice,” said the midwife, using her limited language skills. She
was a young and attractive female and most males, crossing her
path, developed an erection and tried to copulate with her. The
midwife kept them away by effectively using her stick. She had six
children and needed a break. Her body was free of hair, but she had
a wealth of hair in her pubic area and under her arms to protect
her. She was only five foot six and slim, except for her muscular
and oversized breasts. Long, dark hair protected her primitive
facial structure and she had large teeth with which to chew meat
and roots. The males were taller than the females by six inches.
Except for ample hair on their head and their pubic area, most of
their body was free of long hair. Their skin color ranged from
light to dark tan. Five males had blond hair and three were
albinos. All were young, healthy and muscular, with generously
proportioned reproductive organs. Only the shape of their skulls
was still primitive, with a bridge across their eyes.

The midwife sat on a stone covered with deer
fur. Children surrounded her in a semicircle. She looked at an
older boy and pointed at him to come forward. He walked up and
stood next to her and the midwife grabbed his member. The boy
immediately developed an erection. The midwife smiled and thought,
shouldn’t have trouble keeping the tribe going. Then she
demonstrated the art of reproduction with the children and
cautioned, “Don’t do it with your sister.” After a few clumsy
attempts, the children had the time of their lives. No doubt, at
least half the girls got pregnant in this classroom. The day after,
the hunters showed the children how to kill bear, boar and deer.
Then it was the tool man’s turn, teaching his craft. When the
children were free, they played in the clearing, running, throwing
sticks and stones and rolling in the grass, copulating. Nearby was
a creek. The water was cool and abundantly stocked with fish. The
children swam in it. On the bottom of the creek, the children
collected yellow stones. They were much heavier than gray stones.
The tribe artist kept them for decorations. The tribe members
socialized in the clearing whenever they could and that was how
they lived their lives.

 


***

 


Because the rate of reproduction amongst the
space travelers was slow, they realized that they must find another
way to add workers to their meager workforce. The only way they
knew was to find beings on earth. Dorus looked in the area where
they first landed. The search was fruitless, so he traveled
thousands of miles west — nothing. He returned to his original
landing spot and Enkor was frustrated.

“There must be a way for us to enlist a
workforce. Dorus, did you check the area south of us?” said Enkor,
trying to hide his aggravation.

“No, I didn’t,” said a sheepish Dorus.

“Do it. Start today!” demanded Enkor. Dorus
was irritated with Enkor. Who the hell does he think he is?,
thought Dorus. Someday I’ll have to do something about that.
He returned to his ship and set a course to the south. First, he
crossed a large body of water. Zora knew it — she had been there
before. Then he continued south. Zora influenced Dorus to head
slightly east near the southeast coast of the African continent.
Dorus didn’t have a name for the gigantic land mass, so he called
it “The Dark Continent.”

The gold mining sites were down there
somewhere, he thought. He turned on his scanners to search for
the mines and anything alive. Dorus programmed his spaceship to
move back and forth, while he watched the scanner. An hour passed
until he finally got a signal. He returned to manual operation and
powered the spaceship to a lower altitude.

An astronaut had cleared out the area for
mining. That’s good to know, but it’s not what I’m looking
for, thought Dorus. All he could do now was return to a
higher altitude and keep on scanning. Another hour went by. Just as
Dorus was about to return home, he heard a faint signal emanating
from the console’s speaker. It came from a westerly direction. The
spaceship homed in on the source. It could be anything from metal
to an animal to a heat source he knew, his excitement mounting.
When the scanner was above the source, the craft stopped its
forward progress. The ship dropped to 200 feet above the land.
Dorus looked out through the porthole and saw a clearing. A check
through his telescope confirmed movement on the ground. He ordered
the spaceship to drop down into the clearing and loaded the picture
on his computer.

He saw a grown female. Except for the head
shape, it almost looked like the females from his planet.
Immediately Dorus sent a copy of the picture to the medical officer
at the home base. Back at the base, the officer scanned the image,
and then asked for a picture of a male. Dorus obliged quickly. Only
one male was left in the clearing as the others had fled into the
jungle. Dorus captured an image and sent it, and when the medical
officer saw the picture, she ordered him to catch a couple of males
and a couple of females. She could use them to convert them to a
more advanced species.

 


Dorus landed the spaceship. He took with him
a nuclear weapon as well as a laser and a stun weapon. He hoped he
wouldn’t need the nuclear weapon, but one never knows what might
lurk behind a tree in the jungle — perhaps a space traveler from
another planet than his own — anything is possible these days.
Once on the ground he stood in front of the spaceship, waiting.
Perhaps the natives would get curious and step out, Dorus
thought, his hand on the stun weapon. He walked slowly toward the
edge of the clearing. Two males stepped forward from the trees,
naked. They stared at the figure standing near them. They had never
seen such a strange sight. It was a silvery looking hunter,
standing on two legs with a cover on his head, his legs covered
with material. They didn’t have the vocabulary to describe it.

Dorus moved forward a few short steps. The
natives moved back. I guess, it won’t be so easy, thought
Dorus. He stood, without moving. An hour passed. More natives came
forward. Children stood behind them. The hunter and a helper came
closer to Dorus. Dorus didn’t move. The hunter touched Dorus’
cloak, then quickly pulled his arm back. The midwife came forward
and she touched the astronaut. He still didn’t move, but he smiled.
That shocked the midwife and she jumped back, almost falling on her
rear end. Everybody laughed. That cut the tension. A helper
ventured close to Dorus and touched him.

Finally, Dorus had two males and two females
in close proximity. He drew his stun weapon and in quick
succession, aiming at the four standing closest, he zapped them.
They dropped to the ground and the others fled to the jungle,
screaming. Dorus picked up the fallen bodies, two at a time and
took them to his spaceship. He entered his ship, set the
coordinates of his home base and triumphantly returned the two
males and females to the medical officer.

When he arrived, the medical officer
inspected them, “Prime species,” she said, satisfied. She compared
them with her database and concluded that she looking at an
advanced species of Homo erectus. “When I get through with
them, altering their DNA substructure, I’ll call them Homo
sapiens.

 


A few months later, Dorus returned to the
African jungle and caught ten more Homo erectus types for the
medical officer. After a few unsuccessful tries, she converted
Homo erectus into healthy Homo sapiens by
manipulating their DNA substructures.

“Now they look like us. I only changed their
head structure significantly. And I adjusted their vocal chord DNA
substructure to give them the ability to speak properly,” said the
medical officer, proud of her accomplishment.

“How will they lean to speak?” asked
Dorus.

“They will pick it up, listening to us. And
Dorus, they will live much longer,” offered the medical
officer.”

 


The new species was ready to do the work on
earth for the astronauts. High priests used the place of worship
for the gods to rule and motivate both the astronauts and the
Homo sapiens.

 


Throughout this era, Amal and Zora
maintained their aggressive spirit, but Amal maintained the upper
hand by controlling Enkor.

 


The population in the Gulf area grew. At
first, more astronauts landed. Then the medical officers converted
more Homo-erectus to Homo-sapiens. Later, astronauts
copulated with Homo-sapiens, creating an even more advanced
species of slaves, but they still called them Homo-sapiens.
They were enlisted to work in the gold mines.

 


The struggle for earth dominance continued,
both on earth and in space. The astronauts continued the outpost on
Mars, but on earth the new city grew. It was a prosperous time.
Kings ruled earth and souls controlled the kings. Female astronauts
and nurses arrived on earth and planted herbs. The nurses harvested
the herbs and extracted a liquid that extended the longevity of
those drinking it. With the help of Homo-sapiens, the
astronauts build new cities. This civilization flourished for
thousands of years. All the while, Homo-sapiens mined for
gold as the space travelers worked to repair their home planet’s
atmosphere. Enkor was the king of his city and maintained a
well-defined political system. Dorus controlled his own city. They
were guided by a religion and worshiped their gods.

Their system of accounting was based on the
sexagesimal system, which has a base of twelve. Why twelve?

Many reasons.

The astronauts counted twelve planets in the
solar system and they worshiped twelve gods, starting with Antu and
ending with Ninmah. They recognized twelve houses of the zodiac,
still used by today’s astrologers. The astronaut’s home planet made
one revolution around the sun each 3,600 earth years and that was a
multiple of twelve. Humans in a latter age continued to use the
foundations of the sexagesimal system. They established the twelve
tribes and recognized twelve apostles. Doctors would ponder for
centuries why humans had twelve ribs in their chests.

The sexagesimal system of accounting
extended into time keeping, mathematics, measurement and economics.
Time was based on 12 months in a year, 24 hours in a day, 60
minutes in an hour and sixty seconds in a minute. There were 360
degrees in a circle and sixty minutes in a degree. In measurement,
36 inches in a yard and 12 inches in a foot. The notion would
filter down into the food industry as eggs were sold by the dozen
and beverages by the 12 or 24- pack.

 


Amal and Zora occupied the bodies of Enkor
and Dorus for hundreds of earth years and were getting uneasy.
They’d invested a lot of energy controlling Enkor and Dorus, were
getting agitated and restless. The astronauts had finished their
original work were engaged in power politics within their
community. Amal and Zora sensed the desires of their hosts, agreed
with them, and helped drive themselves into higher degrees of
activity and control.

Enkor was busy on earth building cities and
had neglected maintenance of his spaceship. He went to check it out
one day and to start it — primarily to ensure that the energy cells
were operative and fully loaded, that the tractor beam didn’t loose
its effectiveness, and that the masking device was operational.
Dorus watched Enkor as he went through the checklist of his
spaceship. He had good reason to do so. Many astronauts on Mars
were Enkor’s followers. They worked for Enkor, building modular,
airtight structures, maintaining an intermediate outpost, just in
case that they might be driven from earth.

“Well, Enkor are we finally taking a trip?”
asked Dorus, with a hint of sarcasm. He had an old ax to grind.

“That is none of your business,” snapped
Enkor, annoyed.

“I bet you are going to Mars to bolster
support for your shameless cause.”

Enkor was surprised at Dorus’s remark.
How did Enkor know about his plans? He never knew that Amal,
his soul, had something to do with it.

Dorus, meanwhile, was glum. Pursuing a
leadership position will be more difficult than I thought. He,
too, checked his spaceship. It was older than Enkor’s but it was
operable. He considered a plan where he would gain support from all
earth beings, astronauts and Homo-sapiens. Many were unhappy
with the existing leader, as happens in all civilizations over
time, and were looking for a change. Dorus was a gentler being than
Enkor and the people on earth seemed to like him more. His
philosophy was that of representation for the people. Enkor, on the
other hand, liked to rule with a heavy hand. The two were initially
allies, but now were rivals.

Enkor decided his craft was fit, and set off
to travel to Mars. He couldn’t travel at the speed of light, but he
could do half speed. And that would be quite fast enough, just 40
minutes. After Enkor left, Dorus started a campaign on the earth,
making his case for the leadership position. He traveled to
settlements near and far to gain support.

Dorus established a system of voting and was
literally moving from house to house to gain popularity. It wasn’t
long before Enkor, still on Mars, got wind of what Dorus was up to.
He immediately mounted his spaceship and returned to earth,
confronting Dorus in a physical fight. This was second nature to
the occupying souls and both helped their respective hosts to think
clearer and fight better. The astronauts were exhausted. Enkor
thought that he won the fight and returned to his spaceship and set
course for Mars to complete his unfinished business. But Dorus ran
to his own ship and followed Enkor. There ensued a fierce celestial
battle, but each of the battle-weary contenders missed his
target.

When they arrived on Mars, skimming along
its surface, Dorus caught up to Enkor. For a few moments, they flew
next to one other. Both souls were still directing the actions of
their hosts. Enkor and Dorus suddenly faced toward each other and
fired their atomic weapons simultaneously. They were just 150-feet
apart and the atomic weapons destroyed both combatants.

Amal and Zora left the burning bodies and
lingered on Mars, deciding what to do next.


 


EPISODE FOUR

 


Amal and Zora shook off the radioactivity
that clung like blankets on their skinless selves, and moved
effortlessly close to the uneven terrain of Mars. Though oxygen
wasn’t present near the Martian surface, it didn’t affect the
invisible, grotesque antics of the souls.

They shaped their substance similar to that
of a being, and then they mimicked standing on two legs, with a
body and four extremities. The skin color was a dense gray and
their bodies were hairless. Their appendages were unusually
muscular, especially the legs. Both had absurdly large breasts and
their sex organs were quite feminine — Amal, however, also had a
penis.

 


They circled one other with looks that were
at once evil, and then enticing, preparing for an unusual
encounter. Amal drifted down toward the planet surface and began
bouncing up and down. Zora followed. They fused with each other in
various sexual positions, achieving an extraterrestrial type of
orgasm. When it was over, two earth hours later, they resumed a
search to find the astronaut’s outpost.

Mars’ atmosphere, which is mainly carbon
dioxide, also held white clouds of icy water, making it difficult
for the Entities to see far ahead. They skimmed along a flat
surface, and then bridged a mile-long crater. Their goal was still
somewhere far ahead of them and they moved effortlessly along the
rugged terrain, hoping to invade two bodies. Amal and Zora
approached a complex of rugged, modular, bluish buildings, two
stories high and in front of one they saw two identical looking
astronauts, working on a spaceship. The ground was frozen and
slippery. Amal dove ahead, and he was ready to fuse with the one
nearest to him. He wondered, briefly, why the astronaut didn’t wear
a space suit. He was tall and walked with mechanical, predetermined
movements. When Amal, a human soul, tried to fuse with his
potential host, he realized why the astronaut didn’t need a
soul.

“This isn’t a man, but a machine,” said
Amal, disappointed. “I can’t bond with this mechanism.” Zora sensed
Amal’s predicament and she checked the other astronaut.

“The other one is also a machine,” signaled
Zora, feeling a kind of betrayal. Both turned, rose, and headed in
the direction of earth.

 


Conditions didn’t improve for the souls for
a long time. They scanned earth from north to south and from east
to west. Their first efforts were doomed by an ice age, at 113,000
BC. Amal and Zora were lost in the northern hemisphere and existed
in a frozen state for countless years, unable to pierce through the
thick layers of ice.

They lost track of time.

Once the glaciers receded and the ice around
the souls melted, they resumed the search and circled Earth again.
A few humans roamed the earth, but all of them were already
controlled by souls, and they were sub-standard. At 6,000 BC, the
souls faced another catastrophe — The Deluge. The disaster wiped
out most of the earth’s beings. The souls managed to find a wooden
vessel floating in the water, but all of the beings on the vessel
had souls. Amal also noted that near the roof of the vessel,
several other souls hovered, waiting for the birth of new beings.
Amal and Zora decided to leave the vessel and travel south.

At 3,900 BC, they found a civilization in
the southern hemisphere, but it wasn’t to their liking. It was a
pair of warlike tribes and they killed each other faster than they
could reproduce. The souls turned north and eventually discovered
the Sumerians of Mesopotamia in the year 3,452 BC. These are the
people that rebuilt a new society after The Deluge. And this is
where Amal and Zora stayed and watched for a better opportunity to
invade the right bodies.

They circled the area, they harbored over
promising interludes and they finally found it.

 


***

 


It was late in the afternoon when Ronak
returned from school in his two-wheel chariot. One of the solid
wood wheels had broken and needed replacement. He asked his aging
father if he could borrow one of his slaves.

“Take Adu and tell him to replace the wheel
and tell him to check the roundness,” said his father. “And how was
school today?”

“The school-father helped me with my scribal
art,” said Ronak. “I must improve smoothing the clay. Then he
talked about “city-states” and the rivalry between them.”

“Good, good!” exclaimed the father. “There
is rivalry, yes, there is. Some day you will command
my city state,” he said, a touch of pride in his voice. “And
you will wear the ring of succession. I hope they will make a man
out of you in school. Study hard. Then you won’t need to plow the
field and harvest the barley.”

Ronak nodded and left. He was tall with a
cloak that sparkled like polished brass. He wore new sandals on his
feet. The metal smith had formed a helmet to his head and engraved
it meticulously. On his bare, right arm, Ronak wore a hammered
copper bracelet. With his clean-shaven, bronze face, he attracted
many Sumerian females, but society dictated that they couldn’t let
him know how they felt. It was he who must make the advances. And
he did — two females were pregnant — one four months and the other
six months.

Ronak returned to Adu, who had finished
mounting the repaired wooden wheel on the axle. The axle wood was
harder then that of the wheel. This was how the craftsman reduced
wear and tear on the wheels. Ronak gazed with a sense of
appreciation. The wheel turned freely on the axle. He found the
wheel to be true and round, as well. The wheel maker had done a
fine job. Then again, if he wouldn’t have, Ronak could return the
wheel maker to slave status. But that isn’t what Ronak would do, if
the wheel weren’t round. It would take too long to train another
wheel maker. It was easier to return the wheel to the wheel maker
and have him fix it.

“Take the ass to the stall,” said Ronak,
satisfied.

“Yes Lord,” said Adu, respectfully. Ronak
watched as Adu headed toward the stable. He was a tall, strong and
dark colored man. The last time Ronak talked to him privately, Adu
told Ronak that he would like to buy his freedom — but then stay
with him, if Ronak so wanted. While Ronak and his father had
slaves, it wasn’t their nature to maintain and dominate them. So,
even though Adu was free to move about, he preferred his current
status. It gave him security that was difficult to preserve in
Sumerian society.

Ronak’s father had once been a dictatorial
king. He gradually changed in his older years and father and son
soon shared a permissive philosophy. On his deathbed, Ronak’s
father called for his son.

“Ronak, it’s time for you to become the king
of my city-state,” said the dying elder. Then a spark flashed for a
moment in his eyes. “Continue building the city-state,” he
directed, “Improve the ziggurat. We built it with mud bricks and
walls are deteriorating. Cover the outer walls with buttresses and
cover the inside walls with colored frescoes. Animal figures,
perhaps, would be nice. Paint the inner walls of the ziggurat with
frescoes of animal figures. And rearrange the streets
economically.”



The king paused, looked deep into his son’s
eyes for a moment, and then decided he should offer a final
admonition. “Do not disregard my instructions.”

“No father, I won’t,” said Ronak, earnestly.
“I will carry out your instructions and your course I will continue
to take.” He left the room with the pledge hanging in the silence
of the death chamber.

Ronak’s father died a few days later, and
was laid to rest in the family mausoleum below his home. After a
short period of mourning, Ronak donned the royal robe and assumed
his duties as the new king of the city-state. A few citizens
thought he was too young to assume such a great responsibility, and
others questioned Ronak’s ability to reign effectively. He was,
after all, only 1.2 Sars old; a time measured in later earth years
as 4,320 years.

 


Judging by his actions, however, it was
evident that Ronak approached his new role as leader with great
intelligence and maturity. He believed in redistributing the wealth
of the community amongst its constituents. He was fair, and his
citizens were content.

Ronak was responsible for completing one of
12 Sumerian city-states. Schooled as a mathematician, he based the
layout on the 12 cycles of the moon and in a circle. He improved
his ziggurat in the center according to his father’s instructions.
There was a temple in which Ronak lived and his constituents
worshiped. Twelve avenues extended from the center like spokes to
government buildings nearby, and to private dwellings farther out.
Around his city, the citizens cultivated the land for farming
grain. Workers planted date and palm trees in the next ring, and
farther still, livestock grazed in green valleys.

 


Ronak valued the skilled trades, and sought
to preserve carpentry, weaving and metal smiting. He also elevated
the status of women within his city-state. Men didn’t dominate
women, and females were allowed to walk next to their husbands.
Women no longer covered their faces, a radical departure from the
days of Ronak’s father, when he was the king. Slaves were free to
leave anytime they wished. Or they could buy their freedom and
remain in his city-state, if that was their preference. Ronak
reigned as a benevolent king for 835 years and earned a legacy of
having improved living conditions in his kingdom.

 


From the onset, Ronak valued a peaceful
state and his Sumerians served and admired their gods. Most of his
constituents were farmers. Their lot in life was to provide food,
build canals to irrigate crops, and to transport them by boat to
the city.

Other Sumerians converted bronze into useful
tools and ornaments. Ronak’s idyllic philosophy improved the
economy and sense of well being in the city-state, but it was to
come at a cost. He maintained only a small army, and his
constituents call them nothing more than police officers,
protecting his people from one another and outlaws.

 


Kings from other city-states looked on from
afar with a sense of greed, envy and contempt. Several of them,
periodically attempted to overthrow Ronak’s domain. A group of
soldiers from one neighboring city-state tried to capture the inner
city and to occupy his ziggurat. But Ronak’s loyal guards sensed
the soldiers’ intent and surprised the intruders. After a short
battle, the soldiers retreated beyond the city walls and Ronak’s
men closed the gates to the city.

 


***

 


It’s easy to characterize Ronak’s reign as a
kind of blissful, utopian time. But Ronak found that it wasn’t easy
to put his ideas into practice. He laid most of the blame on
Ensobar, a dictator king from a neighboring city-state, who was as
opposite of Ronak as black is to white.

Ensobar was 5.6 Sars old, a good deal older
than Ronak, but just as smart. And he was a dictatorial ruler, who
followed the older Sumerian doctrine. He considered himself a
“traditional” Sumerian and always traveled in a war-like,
four-wheel chariot powered by two asses. Ensobar cast a formidable
presence as his asses galloped on the rough roads, his cloak flying
in the breeze. As a rule, he wore a short, puffy skirt embroidered
with ringlets, and leather sandals adorned his feet with brass
platelets fastened on top for protection. A brass helmet covered
most of his long, dark, curly hair. He maintained a short beard,
the traditional sign of stature in his city-state. In the privacy
of his home, Ensobar donned a robe and his vanity compelled him to
wear it in a jaunty way; his right shoulder clear of any
garments.

It’s in this setting that his wife served
him as would a slave. Ensobar’s two children, nearly grown up, were
attending school and studying trigonometry. His son needed to
improve his scribing skills on lapis lazuli. It was a close-knit
family and Ensobar guarded their privacy. He would spend most of
his time on the chariot, in the city and in its outskirts, checking
on the farmers who worked for him.

“Why do you wander about, instead of tending
to your crops?” demanded Ensobar angrily upon seeing sharecroppers
loitering and drinking.

“We are resting, master,” answered a young
worker, smiling.

“I would not be a king did I not come here
and watch over you,” declared Ensobar, angrily.

“Master, we are ready to tend to your
crops,” someone said. Slowly, all of them rose and returned to
work. Most of Ensobar’s subjects respected him, but with a healthy
dose of fear, because they knew that he had a great capacity for
hate.

 


As Ensobar returned to his city-state, he
mulled over thoughts of changing the layout of the city and the
design of new buildings. Unlike Ronak’s dominion nearby, Ensobar’s
city was rectangular with perpendicular, intersecting roads. He
built simple, one-story mud brick buildings. Richer Sumerians lived
in the central part of the city-state in two-story homes, furnished
with tables and chairs while separate rooms had beds on wood
frames. Floors were packed down with dirt and covered with large
mats and rugs.

Ensobar recognized different classes and
treated each accordingly. He used his ziggurat in the inner city
for a place of worship in which he also lived. The outer periphery
of the city-state was filled with slaves, reporting to Ensobar or
one of his managers. He had little respect for the notion of
promoting skills and crafts; if he needed skills, he would raid a
neighboring city-state and take what he needed.

Males dominated the women in Ensobar’s
city-state; females had no rights and no education. Ensobar’s
farmers were under a lot of pressure to be successful. Farming took
strength and luck and Ensobar’s managers were without mercy in
times of famine. Farmers who failed to harvest enough to maintain
the delivery quota were forced to give up their land, reduced to
share croppers.

Males and their slaves were required to
spend time in war camps, training for combat. Ensobar had wanted to
invade Ronak’s city-state for hundreds of years, but it was well
fortified with thick, high walls and they were difficult to
climb.

 


***

 


Ronak and Ensobar were competitors in every
sense, and their actions reflected their disparate philosophies.
They were constantly in contention, broken by tense moments of
peace and healing. While Ronak promoted successful farming, Ensobar
seemed more interested in finding and punishing poor farmers. He
capitalized on their failures and frequently took over their land
and declared them slaves. Ensobar also tracked down Ronak’s lesser
subjects and made them his slaves. The near-constant struggle
continued for hundreds of years, taking a toll on Ronak’s
region.

Ronak tired of Ensobar’s constant attacks.
It was time to put an end to the constant sniping.

He trained his free men and slaves in the
art of combat. He armed them with pikes, shields and helmets, while
women manufactured sandals for the newly deployed soldiers.
Finally, Ronak declared war on Ensobar, launching a bloody conquest
against his Sumerian rival. Sometimes entire communities entered
the field of battle, as prisoners became slaves and neither side
made significant progress. The conflicts lasted for years and blood
flowed on both sides. Finally, a majority of Sumerians and
Babylonians from each city-state complained loudly, refusing to
continue the senseless fighting.

One Sumerian general shouted, “Let the kings
enter the battle field and both cities go to the winner.”

“Yea, yea!” shouted the general’s soldiers,
swinging their pikes. “No matter who wins, any result would be
better than what they have now.” The residents of both city-states
agreed with the generals and held rallies in their cities. It
became clear that the leaders had no choice but to fight their own
battle.

Ronak and Ensobar decided to use chariots
powered by asses. Their weapons were sickle swords. Both wore heavy
armor cloaks fabricated from leather, and a copper helmet. Neither
had a shield, because each needed his left hand to guide the asses,
while they held on to the chariots. They chose a 50-foot long
clearing as the battlefield. It was uneven with a rolling terrain.
Inhabitants of the city-states lined the sides of the battlefield,
screaming and encouraging their kings.

The combatants stood on opposite ends,
staring at one other. Ensobar slapped his ass with his sickle-sword
to initiate the battle. Ronak followed Ensobar’s example. Both
asses started forward, as the warring kings did their best to
maintain control in the difficult terrain. On their first pass,
they were separated by a ten-foot gulf and their sickle-swords cut
harmless grooves in the air.

“Is that the best that you can do?” taunted
Ensobar, laughing and provoking his opponent.

“This time, I’ll have your head, you poor
excuse of a leader!” retorted Ronak.

“Come on, tell me, be a man. Do you think
that people will respect you more as they boast and move around
your city?”

“At least I don’t hide in my ziggurat,
showing my people that I am weak, the way you do,” shouted Ronak,
betraying his growing anger.

Both kings quickly discovered that asses are
cumbersome animals, difficult to control in bad terrain, and a lot
better for transportation than warfare and attack. They lined up a
second time at opposite ends of the battlefield, and repeated their
attack. This time they nearly had it right, but they were still too
far from each other. The kings again swung the sickle-swords,
slicing lines in the air. They lined up a third time and slapped
the flanks of the beasts. It must have stung, because the asses
jumped and then galloped at top speed toward each other. The kings
shouted, swung their swords and the asses screamed. They ran
directly toward one another. The kings were preparing for a killing
chop to the others’ head when the opposing wooden chariot wheels
interlocked, bringing both to a crashing and smashing standstill.
The asses collapsed, but Ronak and Ensobar continued forward at the
chariot’s velocity. They landed on the hard ground, the asses
shrieked, and the kings lost consciousness.

 


***

 


While unrest wracked the city-states, Amal
and Zora watched in search for an opportunity. They drifted and
circled near and far, waiting for a chance to invade two bodies.
They saw the battlefield in the distance, with humans lining both
sides. Amal took the lead and dove down, pulling up just short of
the field. Zora followed, realizing that this might be their best
chance in millennia to invade a human. They watched the chariots
collide and the kings landing on the ground, and lying there
unconscious. To their immense surprise, they saw two souls leaving
the bodies of the kings and slowly drifting away. Obviously, these
misguided Entities must have sensed that the kings were lifeless. A
Sumerian medical officer ran to the combatants and tried to revive
them. Amal and Zora watched in rapt attention. Amal perceived that
Ensobar was a villainous type and extremely smart and dove toward
him, entering his body. The invasion awoke Ensobar and he stood up
groggily, shaking his head, looking around, and regaining his wits.
Zora quickly entered Ronak’s body, and he also showed above normal
intelligence. Ronak, too, stood up and took a while getting his
bearings. The two kings looked at one other dumbfounded and decided
to call the battle a draw.

“Until the next time,” said a confused
Ensobar, staring at Ronak.

“Stay away from my city and my fields, you
slave monger,” replied Ronak, “or, the next time I’ll have your
head.” He emphasized the threat with a wave of his sickle
sword.

 


The kings returned to their city-states.
Ensobar felt a new clarity of mind, but he couldn’t imagine why it
would be so. Influenced by Amal, he prepared new plans to conquer
Ronak’s city-state. He increased the size of his army. He raised
taxes and raided the outskirts other city-states to obtain funds to
pay for uniforms and salaries for the additional soldiers to
sustain his army. Ensobar’s general trained his army in urban
warfare. He built new chariots, forged weapons from a newer and
harder brass alloy.

 


Zora exerted a similar influence on Ronak
that compelled the king to devise a better defensive strategy for
his city-state. His thinking, like that of Ensobar, was on a
renewed and elevated level. He raised taxes and hired soldiers from
a few of the adjacent city-states as he fortified the walls around
his own. Then Ronak placed guards along the periphery of the
farmlands, outside the enclosed city. His soldiers trained in
defense strategy and during off times, he also used them for
farming. The men were pushed to their limit. As they plowed and
hoed, their weapons strapped to their bodies, they were ready to
defend their land on short notice. Ronak went one step further. He
traveled beyond the cluster of city-states and hired slaves. He
trained and fed them and they paid him back by cultivating new
farmland to sustain his increased population.

 


Between 3,500 and 2,500 BC, city-states were
involved in a renewed impetus of modernized constant warfare. Amal
and Zora were the primary movers, of course, in the domains of
Ronak and Ensobar. Ensobar mounted attacks with regularity and
Ronak defended his city. Then the reverse happened — Ronak attacked
and Ensobar defended his city-state. These defensive and offensive
maneuvers lasted for more than 1,000 years. But it wasn’t always
war. During the interludes, both Entities silently encouraged the
kings to develop their architecture, their metallurgy, their
written language and their legal systems to a higher level. Ensobar
built attractive Sumerian structures, with colorful facades. Ronak
manufactured harder and more resilient bronze by alloying it with
other metals. Both, Ronak and Ensobar improved the education of
male students and they developed a system of writing, called
cuneiform. Citizens responded by demanding that their personal
rights be widened, and soon there was a more progressive code of
laws.

Despite all the improvements, Amal never
forgot his eternal objective — controlling the mind of Ensobar. Nor
did Zora; she had a similar objective. Power and politics still
were the sum and substance of the infinite pair. They controlled
the spiritual nature of their humans. While they had no physical or
material reality, they could be credited with the function of
thinking and, therefore, determining behavior.

Ronak and Ensobar each sensed that an
invisible force guided them. They believed that it must be the
gods who controlled them, and they had many they worshiped
and honored – one for each of the celestial bodies. They also had a
goddess for water, another for ale, and they believed that gods
controlled the past and the future. Males of the Sumerian society
had personal gods that gave them a long life and good health. What
they didn’t know was that immortal souls were directing
their daily and lifelong activities.

 


The constant battles took their toll and
both kings raised taxes. As the city-states grew in population,
they needed to expand services and housing, and that infringed on
other city-states. The kings were unwilling to peacefully resolve
their conflicts over land, despite Ronak’s more youthful value
system. New battles flared and they resulted in full-out wars.
After a few centuries, whole city-states were involved in bloody
engagements.

Amal and Zora had control and they used the
kings as their personal proxies to further their million-year’s old
conflict to establish dominance over the other. It was not unlike a
time in a damp cave, shrouded in the mists of time, when other
bodies shed the blood that the bloodless Entities couldn’t.

The population grew tense as the years went
by. Until now, the city-state subjects recognized and respected
their kings as though they had a higher intelligence and mystical
strength beyond that of other humans. Now they looked upon Ronak
and Ensobar as obstacles preventing them from returning their
societies to a peaceful existence.

 


Ronak and Ensobar must be killed!

 


Citizen-Leaders from both city-states met
under cover of darkness. They settled on a plot to kill both kings
using the services of a female medical officer. She would prepare a
potent, untraceable poison and — on the next day at dinner — each
king in his city-state would die of poisoning, never to finish his
meal.

It all seemed too easy. But, within a day,
two men whose vision and actions had dominated centuries of good
and bad times were dead at their dinner tables.

Since neither had won a clear battle to take
the other’s city-state, the city managers of each took control.
They declared a truce that they believed would last for the ages.
Both managers reformed their economic structures, reducing taxes
and winning broad citizen support. Both eliminated their slave
populations by declaring universal freedom. What little crime there
was — mainly murder and theft, quickly diminished with harsh
penalties for the offenders. The future looked bright.

Mankind, however, has a way of returning to
its basic instincts, and soon one city-state fought another and
eventually the Sumerian culture disappeared into the dunes. Power
shifted to abroad, to the Akkadians and, eventually, to the
Babylonians.

Where were Amal and Zora? Upon realizing
that their hosts had died at the hands of their subjects, they
quickly fled their poisoned bodies. All they knew that Ronak and
Ensobar were dead. That’s all they had to know. Dead, or alive?
They again drifted upward, through the ceilings of their respective
buildings and meeting, without bodies, above the clouds. They began
a now ancient dance, twisting and turning, screaming in their
self-afflicted agony and wandering aimlessly. They floated toward
the southern hemisphere and lingered a few centuries, detached from
everything.

“What should we do now?” signaled a
frustrated Zora to Amal, assuming a mock human form for a few
moments in the vast expanses of the stratosphere.

“We will see,” answered Amal. And later they
would, returning north, toward Europe, always looking for new
bodies to control.


 


EPISODE FIVE

 


Marcus sat on a wagon pulled by four horses.
They were traveling southeast on the road from the Land of Dobunni
to Londinium. This was his fourth trip. It was easier for him this
time because the Romans had rebuilt the road. Flat cobblestones,
carefully and tightly placed next to each other, made the road
smoother and flatter. It was less strenuous on his rear, which
acted like a shock absorber when the ride was rough.

Four horsemen, armed with swords and spears,
led the procession while another four trailed behind, protecting
the precious cargo from the bad intentions of Britons’ vagabonds
and Roman’s rogue soldiers. Two dogs roamed freely amongst the
guards.

The load in Marcus’ wagon was heavy, the
floorboards groaning from heaps of raw silver. His father,
Lawrence, owned the mine in the Dobunni, from which it came. Slaves
mined it each day and when he accumulated a large enough quantity,
Marcus was in charge of delivering it. He sold it to the Roman
procurator in Londinium. The Romans used it to forge silver coins
and jewelry.

 


Many changes had occurred over the past
four years, thought Marcus. The road was narrow, rough and
muddy on his first trip to Londinium, and rains created small lakes
in the large potholes. On that trip, he carried four replacement
wagon wheels, in case one broke when it dropped into a hole. That’s
when he would employ a horse and a mechanical device to lift the
wagon, and then change the broken wheel. He returned the old wheel
to his wheel maker and he would try to repair it

 


In the old days, it took five days for the
trip from the Dobunni to Londinium. Now he traveled the same
distance in three days, eight to ten hours each day. His guards set
up camp each night and try to get as much rest as their temporary
quarters provided. They’d build a fire and stew chickens for
supper, washing it down with cider or ale. Marcus ate with the
guards each night, and then returned to his own wagon to rest. The
guards took turns standing sentry through the night, watching the
precious cargo and keeping the fire going bright and warm.

 


It was the third day of Marcus’ trip and the
sun was low in the evening sky. The traveling began each morning at
six and weariness was setting in with the coming chill.

Anyone watching the procession of carts and
horses would conclude that Marcus, no matter his weariness, was a
handsome figure. His dark, shoulder length hair was curly and blew
in the evening breeze, occasionally covering his tanned, rugged
face. Marcus, however, had little time for vanity as he
contemplated his knees that ached from being bent all day. His
back, too, was sore from the constant pounding and swaying of the
wagon.

He stood up in the moving wagon to stretch
his six-foot frame, then sat and thought about Orina. A smile
crossed his face as he thought of the Roman procurator’s daughter.
Nineteen and beautiful, she had jet-black hair, dark eyes and
cherry-red lips. The two had known one other for four years, since
a time which later generations would call 49 AD.

Theirs was an unusual relationship. Orina
was brought up under Roman influence. She was headstrong and smart,
could read and write, and had studied history. She was used to the
finer things in life. Marcus, on the other hand, was more timid at
first encounter, in awe of such a woman of the world. He couldn’t
read when he met Orina, but she taught him, as well as how to do
arithmetic sums. She captured his imagination when talking about
Roman history. She provided all of the education that Marcus had
ever had.

Yes, he liked to stay at Orina’s home in
Londinium. It was a typical Roman residence and smartly designed.
It had more rooms than most dwellings nearby, which at best offered
a common living area, a kitchen and perhaps two sleeping areas.
Orina’s had a heating system in the cold months while, in the
summer, the windows caught the north-western breeze and kept the
house cool. Over time, his father’s house in Dobunni had been
retrofitted to assume a few Roman characteristics and conveniences,
but Marcus thought the effort fell short. Still, he missed the old
British huts and their distinct coziness.

These were the thoughts that preoccupied
Marcus as he drove the last miles of the journey, anticipating
Orina, her perfumed body and her soft contact. His thoughts shifted
to less-tangible notions; why there were different social ranks for
people, the variety of religions and, most puzzling of all, the
talks he’d had with his mother about something called a “soul.” How
could humans have Entities residing in their bodies which they
never saw, and why was it called a soul?

“Well, Son,” his mother explained patiently,
“the soul is the immortal and the spiritual part of a human body.
It helps us to think and it controls our behavior.

“You have a soul, Marcus, and I believe that
your soul is weak,” she said with a shake of her head and downcast
eyes. “Your soul doesn’t seem to help much in guiding your
actions.”

She explained that, under the right
circumstances and in the right setting, vigorous souls could
replace weak souls. They are, she said, in a constant struggle with
each other. This was most puzzling to Marcus, that he couldn’t
sense the struggles and fights of souls, but that dogs and cats
could sense human souls.

Marcus thought about the words his mother
spoke. How does she know all this? He thought about his
mother often, even though she had passed away 15 years earlier. He
often felt the longing of her absence and was overwhelmed when he
contemplated her seemingly endless knowledge, something that Orina
evidenced as well. He was twenty-one and still had much to
learn.

Marcus arrived at the Roman’s mansion,
situated in the center of Londinium, about four in the afternoon.
The front yard was covered with the best and flattest cobblestones.
They ranged in color from gray to yellow. Four slaves awaited him
with a pull cart and unloaded his precious cargo. It took them many
trips to the storage rooms, before all silver was unloaded. One
tallied the weight of the silver, and the procurator paid Marcus
handsomely. He put the money in a leather pouch on his side, then
joined Orina and her father for a meal.

Over dinner, Orina’s father was quiet,
thinking about a subject close to his heart. He sat uneasy in his
chair, adjusting his toga, though it was placed properly on his
body. At last he spoke. He tried to persuade Marcus to enter the
services of the Roman Emperor. To the dismay of Orina’s father,
Marcus gently declined the offer, which didn’t sit well with the
procurator. The elder gentleman hadn’t a clue that, in his heart,
Marcus was a Briton and that nothing would change it. In fact, the
only reason that he socialized with Romans for four years was to
benefit his father.

After dinner the party had wine, then Marcus
and Orina went for a stroll in the courtyard of the opulent Roman
home. They sat on a stone bench and kissed. Orina’s close proximity
aroused Marcus and Orina noticed it.

“Let’s go to my room,” she offered,
cautiously.

“I think I need to take a shower,” said
Marcus, smiling, sniffing his underarms. Orina took him to the
stone shower room where he stripped his clothes and stepped under
the warm stream of water. Orina quietly took off her robe and
joined him. She washed his back and he washed hers. They fondled
one other and Marcus noted that Orina was growing passionate. She,
too, saw that Marcus had developed a huge erection. Without wasting
time to dry themselves, they went to her bedroom and made
passionate love. Orina moaned and finally screamed, “Marcus, I love
you — I want to be with you the rest of my life!”

He looked at her with a mix of surprise,
delight and amusement. “I love you too. I guess we’ll have to make
plans.”

“Yes, yes!” said Orina, committed and happy.
Both again lost any concern of their whereabouts and resumed their
lovemaking episode, momentarily totally committed to each
other.

 


***

 


Amal and Zora drifted lazily south, away
from northern Britain. The region was sparsely populated and both
knew the hunt for humans was futile until they shifted further
south. On their previous circuit they had noticed unusual activity
on the southern tip of the island. They returned to the area a
second time — searching, seeking, and looking for the Spark.

In words unspoken, they communicated.
“It’s all a matter of chance. Eventually we’ll find another pair
of humans that’ll suit our purpose. It’s about time we have fun
again and, control human bodies once more. Even if we spat as we
have done.”

They examined the town of Ratae. It looked
promising, but they decided to continue because they didn’t like
the ambience. They reached Camulodunum — more humans in town, but
still not what they were looking for — excessively regimented.
Presently they arrived in Londinium and, while circling the center
of the city, they sensed two humans were actively involved in a
sexual activity.

Immediately their forms elongated and they
dove in the direction of the passion, at the speed of an arrow, to
the signal they sensed. Yes, they were correct! They moved through
the stone wall and hovered against the ceiling of Orina’s bedroom.
The two humans were in a most stimulating and vulnerable state,
naked, totally engrossed in copulating and completely exposed to
soul invaders.

Both, Amal and Zora realized that this would
be a first event for them, to enter bodies that already had souls
in them. Fortunately for the Entities, Marcus’ soul seemed very
vulnerable. Amal dove down and drove out the original soul. It
escaped through the ceiling. Noticing Amal’s success, Zora followed
suit and she entered Orina’s body. It took her longer to displace
Orina’s soul because it had purpose and was advanced in her
learning cycle, but not as far advanced as Zora.

Marcus and Orina never knew what happened to
them. But, when finished and resting, a strange feeling slowly
overcame them. They looked at one other and, influenced by
infinitely hostile Entities, they started to talk. A dark look
crossed Orina’s face as she placed her hand on Marcus’ arm and
asked, “Why are you looking at me like that?”

“How am I looking at you?” countered Marcus,
frowning.

“You seem absent-minded and — well, you look
as though you are seeing me for the first time!”

“Is that so?” snapped Marcus in a defensive
pique he’d never felt before.

“So, when are we going to tell my father
that we plan to get married?”

“What? Get married? I have no intentions of
getting married! Whatever gave you that idea, Orina?” Marcus
replied sharply.

“Marcus, you told me earlier that we were
going to make plans. I assumed that it would be our wedding.”

“Is that what you were thinking? Ha, ha.
Orina, I am British! I couldn’t marry Roman. Don’t you know that we
are at war with the Romans?”

Orina was dumbfounded. How could Marcus
change his mind from one extreme to another? Is it possible that
sex is all that he cared about? She tried to continue the
conversation, but it was hopeless. Both were short-tempered and
raw. Marcus ordered his guards to get ready for the return trip to
the Land of Dobunni.

Just before he left, Orina asked, “Can I
visit you next week? I would like to see you — perhaps then we
could talk.”

“All right, next week is fine with me,”
Marcus responded, nonchalantly. Orina stepped onto Marcus’ wagon,
kissed him and she felt Marcus’ lips grow tight.

“I’ll see you next week.” Then Orina jumped
off the wagon, donned the robe that fell off earlier and returned
to her home.

Marcus sat on the wagon, digesting what had
happened before, during and after sex. What changed his
behavior? Why did he feel and act so cold and strange? He
couldn’t explain it and, truth be told, he wasn’t in a hurry to
return home. He was confused. Then he thought about the deep
conversations with his mother. It had something to do with souls.
Is that what he was now?

A new soul?

He got a headache pondering the improbable
and decided to drop the subject. Marcus thought back to when he was
a child and lived with his parents in a house built from logs with
mud sealing the cracks, and a straw roof. It was a comfortable and
warm time. His mother baked bread and cooked stew on an open stone
oven, burning wood and Marcus sat nearby, watching her. His job was
to fetch vegetables from the garden and wood to keep the fire
going. When his mother finished her cooking, he sometimes used the
oven to heated water for his bath.

 


On occasion, there were disputes between the
kingdoms of Dobunni and Trinovantes, but they were minor struggles
compared with the Roman engagements. His father was never involved
in the battles, choosing to befriend the Romans, instead. Over time
his father and he moved into a modern, stone building fashioned
after Roman architecture, but the village was still in the Celtic
and the Druid styles, with a sweeping, open design and few
roads.

Marcus’ thoughts returned to the present and
he grew impatient. Something inside him was driving him. He took
the whip and slapped the horses on the rear, forcing them to a
trot. He was overcome with a need to get home and talk to his
father. The guards hastily assembled and fell behind him, rushing
to keep pace, wondering about Marcus’ unusual behavior.

He maintained a punishing pace through an
evening and a day. The weather turned foul and rain began to pelt
the unprotected riders. Marcus pulled a leather canopy over his
head to keep the rain from hitting his face.

Just seven days after he left his home, he
pulled the wagon into a wood shed near his ancestral home, late in
the evening. Three slaves took care of the horses. Marcus’ father
was waiting for him. Lawrence was grateful that his son returned
safely and hadn’t come upon highwaymen. Satisfied that Marcus
received a fair price for the silver, he ventured: “I see that your
trip was without incident.”

“Yes Father, the trip was fine. But I am
worried about other things.”

“What is that, Son?” asked his father,
seeing a look of pain and confusion.

“Well, it’s my relationship with Orina.
Though she is Roman, I liked her. That is, until yesterday. Now
it’s like I was splashed with cold water and I feel nothing. And I
don’t know what happened, Father!”

“What do you mean?” Lawrence asked,
frowning.

“Well, she is Roman and I am a Briton. The
Romans don’t treat us well. Now it’s getting worse. They ravage our
villages, rape our women and kill everyone that objects. Sure, they
buy our silver, but we’re different — we’re under special
protection. And I can’t figure out why I haven’t thought about it
before.”

“Aren’t you going to see her again? asked
his father, knowing that love often won out over any political
differences.

“She will visit me next week, Father. I’ll
see then what will happen.”

Marcus left and took a long bath. He picked
at his late evening meal and lay on his bed, not feeling sleepy
despite the tiresome journey. He was restless and his mind raced.
What’s happening to me — I seem to have changed. Things that
never bothered me before are aggravating me — I’m on edge and I’m
angry!

After pondering his mood swings for some
time, Marcus finally fell asleep and awoke late the next morning.
Over several days, Marcus again grew restless. He thought about the
Romans who occupied most of his country as unwelcome visitors. He
welcomed the improvements the Romans brought, but he didn’t like
that most Britons were treated like inferiors. True, that wasn’t
the case with his father and he, but that’s because they were
useful to the Romans. They supplied the Romans with silver for
their coins and jewelry.

Yes, mining silver was definitely a
profitable business. He didn’t mind the riches he and his father
derived from it. His home was built better then the homes of
Britons’ farmers.

The rush of thoughts and unfamiliar emotions
were dizzying. Marcus felt he should see a Druid priest for some
advice, or at least a listening ear. They always seem to have an
answer for everything. The Land of Dobunni was home to several and
Marcus set out to look for one in particular the next day.

 


On the far end of his village, removed from
the town’s daily activities, he found a priest. He was standing in
front of a hut-like dwelling and supporting himself on an oak
staff, dressed in a robe, Marcus asked, “Tell me priest, how should
I behave toward the Romans? I have pondered this question now for
several days.”

The priest’s face darkened and, poking the
staff in the ground, said, “You must fight the Romans. They are
living on our land and they are using us — sucking us dry,” he
said, sharply.

“But they never caused me any
problems,” said Marcus, in a tone that sounded like a petulant
child.

“Someday you will regret that you’re
friendly with the Romans,” the Druid said ominously. “The gods are
with us.”

Marcus thought about the priest’s words. He
decided it was foolish that he’d sought to get advice from a
priest, because their spiritual beliefs bordered on intolerance and
narrow-mindedness. From the way that the priest answered Marcus’
question, he realized that the priest and his associates were
incapable of assuming a more liberal view of existence. He
distinctly felt hostility toward himself as well as the Romans.

As Marcus walked on a grassy path in the
middle of the village, he saw that his fellow Britons, living in
their huts, avoided striking a conversation with him. His own
people were sidestepping out of his path and waiting until Marcus
passed. He was concerned about the behavior of the village
inhabitants. This was home, but he realized that, aside from his
father, there was no one or thing that made him feel especially
comfortable and connected to it.

 


He felt himself again longing for Orina, an
emotion he hadn’t felt since their last encounter. Unlike most of
his countrymen, she was a smart woman — she taught him to read,
write and do sums. And what did he do? He rejected her. Why? He
didn’t now the reason — perhaps she would know what guidance he
needed where the Druid had failed.

As time eroded, Marcus spent his hours at
the silver mine, checking the progress of the slave-miners. It
would be at least two weeks before they’d have mined enough silver
for another trip to Londinium.

Just a week later, his spirits rose. Orina
came to visit! She arrived on horseback with two slaves who
accompanied her for protection. When Marcus saw her, riding toward
his home on a black horse, his heart swelled with admiration and
longing. Even though she was wearing a white cloak, her chest
protected with leather armor but her bosoms showing, she was a
beautiful woman. Marcus felt an invisible force overtaking him. He
knew exactly what to do and say, quite unlike how he felt in their
previous encounter.

“Orina, let me help you off the horse,” he
offered. But before he had a chance, Orina raised her right leg
high over the horse and jumped off. Marcus had never thought of her
as athletically inclined, but she was.

 


“Greetings, dear friend,” said Orina. “You
look well.”

“You look beautiful. And I missed you!” said
Marcus, with an enthusiasm and awkwardness of a young boy in love.
They hugged heartily.

“To what do I owe this change of heart?”
asked Orina, surprised, but delighted.

“I’m not sure — I was confused. Something
came over me and how I have missed you!” Marcus called one of his
slaves and asked him to fend for Orina’s entourage. Then he
directed her toward the courtyard and sent for wine. He took her
hand and led her to a bench. Two young trees cast a pleasant shade
across the bench.

“Orina, I’ve been so confused about things,”
Marcus confided to her while sipping his wine. “On one hand, I’m
torn between my loyalty toward Briton and our Druids, and on the
other hand there’s my love for you … you, a Roman subject.”
Marcus sat back and chose his next words, “Before the Romans
invaded us, I was a loyal Briton,” Marcus continued, wondering to
himself if she thought he was babbling. He studied her expression
and all he could detect was sincere concern and attentiveness.
“After your Romans were here, my father worked to supply them by
mining silver. I apprenticed with him. But now, because we are
friendly with you and other Romans, the Britons hate us. That’s why
I was going to break up our relationship, but I can’t, because I
love you.”

“Oh, Marcus, I feel the same dilemma every
day,” Orina proclaimed with relief on her face. “My father thought
that I should marry a Roman of high status. But most of them are
ugly, fat and … well, they are perverted! You should see the ugly
things they engage in,” she exclaimed. “I couldn’t find anyone I
could abide, until I met you,” said Orina, and continued, “So, dear
Marcus, I’m in a similar plight. The Romans hate me because of you
and the Britons hate me, because they think that I’m leading you
away from the right path. What are we going to do, Marcus?” Orina
questioned, her voice breaking with emotion as she looked at
Marcus. She continued, “When is the next shipment, Marcus?”

“In two weeks,” he replied with a tinge of
sadness.

“Oh dear! I must wait two weeks before I see
you again?” exclaimed Orina with a pout that betrayed her life as
someone who usually gets what she wants. “Could you ride with me to
Londinium and stay for a week?”

Marcus detected something different about
Orina’s behavior. She obviously missed him terribly, but she was
also unusually aggressive in pressing her point. Still, some force
within held rein over his thoughts and Marcus heard himself saying,
“Yes, I accept your invitation.”

Later that evening, Marcus consulted with
father and told him that he’d be spending a week in Londinium with
Orina. Marcus presented it to his father as though Orina and he had
many things to discuss, but he would return in time to take the
next silver shipment to the Romans. Before dawn the next day,
Marcus saddled his best riding horse and the pair of lovers left,
with slaves in tow.

 


***

 


Amal didn’t care about the politics of the
Roman Empire and the living standards of the Britons. He didn’t
worry about the condition of the roads and the size and structure
of new and old buildings and the trimmed grass that surrounded
them. He didn’t differentiate between the rich or the poor and he
didn’t need to concern himself where the next meal came from. He
did, however, concern himself about the vagaries of life as it
pertains to humans. And he was always watching how Zora manipulated
Orina. Amal was a fierce competitor and the only method he could
employ to get a point across was to control Marcus. Unfortunately,
sometimes his methods were cruel.

 


Zora was a weaker soul but her interests
mirrored Amal’s. In contrast, however, she showed compassion and
concern for her host. On an intellectual level, she was brighter
than Amal and she learned that eons ago. She tried to understand
Orina’s motives as they pertained to her human activities in
particular and her relationship with Marcus in general.

Both, Amal and Zora had one primary, eternal
objective — to possess human bodies and to control them.

 


***

 


Lawrence sat in the back of his villa,
enjoying the evening sun. He, too, has a soul. It controlled him
and directed him to make decisions to forge the actions of his
life. One of his major decisions was to get married, about twenty
three years ago.

He reflected on his wife. She passed away
fifteen years before, a good-looking, Celtic woman and a hard
worker. She was a good mother to his son. He loved her and now he
misses her contact. She loved to take care of the old house in
which they lived. She was an excellent seamstress and designed her
own window curtains and she made a congenial home out of the old
house. Also, she was an excellent cook. After she passed away,
Lawrence tried to maintain his home - and later his villa - but he
wasn’t good at it. And he definitely had no talent for cooking. So,
he hired two slave women from Numidia to clean, to cook meals and
take care of him and his son.

On this evening, the women finished their
work and walked to the back of the villa, sitting on a stone
bench.

“Good evening, Master Lawrence. It is a
beautiful evening, don’t you think?” said one with a smile on her
face, showing her sparkling white teeth, and with a Roman-Briton
accent.

 


“Yes, it is. Are you done with your work
this evening?”

“Yes, we are done for today. Tomorrow we’ll
work in the bathhouse.” Lawrence nodded, indicating he agreed with
the plan. He looked at the stone building that was set back on his
property.

“I’ll return shortly,” said Lawrence. He
rose and walked, checking on his silver inventory. Taking a key
from a chain around his neck, he unlocked the door. Inside, he lit
an oil lamp, held it over his head and took inventory of the
content in the room. Along two walls, on shelves, constructed from
logs, he stored bars of silver. He’d accumulated them over the last
seven years. From each shipment to Londinium, he took two bars and
stored them. This was his emergency reserve. If the ore should run
out, or if the slave-miners couldn’t produce for whatever reason,
he could make a few shipments, using the silver from this room.
Once depleted, he would be set for life. Lawrence was satisfied
with the inventory.

He blew out the oil lamp, placed it on a
shelf, locked the door, hooked the key on his chain and returned to
the bench at the back of his villa. He sat back, stretched and
sighed deeply. Lawrence was lonesome. One Numidian woman saw him
returning to the bench, noted his circumstance and decided to
approach him.

“Master, would you care for a glass of cool
wine?” Lawrence looked at the tall, shapely woman, smiled and
answered, “Yes, that would be nice.” The woman went to the Villa’s
cellar, fetched a clay tray and poured wine into three cups from a
wine barrel. She carried them to her master. The other slave woman
joined the pair and they sipped wine and relaxed. The evening
breeze felt cool and birds were fluttering, finding a twig or a
niche to rest for the night.

“Master, where is Marcus today?” asked the
Numidian woman sitting closer to him.

“He rode to Londinium, with his friend.”

“I see. Master, we are happy that the Roman
procurator assigned us to serve you,” said one slave woman,
wondering if she was speaking out of turn.

“Why is that?”

“Because you treat us fairly and never
punish us,” offered the second woman.

“I am glad that you like it. You are doing a
good job,” Lawrence said, smiling. Encouraged by Lawence’s smile
the woman continued, “Master, you look lonesome. We could find a
way to help you to overcome your loneliness.” As she spoke, she
placed her hand on Lawrence’s bare upper leg. Lawrence looked at
the woman in a light that he had never done before. He never
realized that she was beautiful with her dark skin. Her long
eyelashes cast a shadow on her temple, highlighted by the setting
sun. He could feel the heat from her body on his upper leg.
Lawrence knew what the woman was implying. Then the second slave
sat along his other side and placed her hand on his shoulder that
was covered by a white toga. She removed her upper garment,
exposing her hard breasts. That was more than Lawrence could handle
and still maintain control of his body. He developed a huge
erection, which the first slave noticed with satisfaction. She
removed his toga, exposing his penis. The second slave removed his
sandals. Lawrence dove hungrily for each of the slave’s breasts and
sucked on them. As he did, the women took turns offering superbly
administered oral sex until Lawrence ejaculated in one’s mouth.

“Master, did you enjoy that?” asked the
first slave woman, curiously.

“Yes, that was wonderful. It’s been a long
time,” said Lawrence, still shaking. The slave women smiled at
their master and they were happy that he was satisfied. They
finished their wine and later returned to their quarters, where
they satisfied each other.

 


***

 


Two Druid priests, one of whom was a Grand
Druid, entered Lawrence’s villa through the front entrance. Both
were dressed in their natural armor, leather on the upper body, and
shields on their left arms. For protection and punishment,
they carried clubs, daggers and slings. They wanted to talk to
Lawrence why he should rekindle his feelings for Briton and about
how he should protect the community from the Romans. But when they
saw him in the back of his villa, two slaves orally manipulating
him, they were deeply disturbed. He wasn’t behaving by the rules of
protocol and behavior expected by the Druids. Because they
disapproved, they spoke in their secret language and redirected
their premise for the visit. After the slave women left, the Druids
carefully approached Lawrence, the Grand Druid saying, “Lawrence,
we’ve watched you and the Numidian slaves. It’s our responsibility
to keep people and earth in harmony with our doctrines.
Unfortunately, your behavior isn’t acceptable to Britons.”

“Are you spying on me?” said Lawrence,
disgusted.

“We are not spying. But we are maintaining
order and scruples. Not wasting any time, both Druids dove forward,
their daggers drawn, and plunged them into Lawrence’s chest. Blood
ran freely from Lawrence’s chest to the bench and then to the
ground, soaking it. Lawrence sighed in pain, fell off the bench and
tried to say something, but couldn’t. Then he died, thinking of his
son.

 


The slave women heard the noise and ran out
to check the cause of the disturbance. They saw the priests leaving
the scene of the crime and hid behind a column, watching. There was
little they could do. The behavior of Druid priests wasn’t a
surprise to anyone. When necessary, they killed, even staging a
massacre to uphold their faith. When the Druids saw that all life
was snuffed from Lawrence’s body, they left. The Grand Druid looked
back and saw Lawrence’s soul leaving his body. Only Druids of the
fourteenth level and above could see such a thing and understand
it.

 


After the Druids left, the slave women went
to the stone bench to check on their master. They saw that he was
dead. Both dragged Lawrence’s body to the cool cellar of the villa
and covered it. They left it there, waiting for Marcus, who
returned two days later. When he saw what his own priests did to
his father, he was deeply troubled. Witnessing this one act, he
lost all faith in the Britons. Marcus was obligated to perform
Lawrence’s last rites, so he ordered his slaves to assemble a stack
of wood, place his father on top, and burn him. He mourned for
days, but finally mustered the wherewithal to make a shipment of
silver to Londinium. He was unaware that Amal was stepping-up his
control over Marcus. Amal was fully aware what had happened to
Marcus’ father and that was a good thing for Amal. He now had
tighter and undivided control over Marcus, without his father’s
interference.

While the slaves unloaded the silver
shipment, Marcus told Orina what happened. He also exclaimed that
he would reject Briton’s social system from henceforth. He would
fend for himself. Orina was pleased and said, “Marcus, now we are
both outcasts. Both, the Britons and the Romans hate us.”
Marcus stayed for the night and early the following morning both
returned to the Land of Dobunni.

 


Orina wanted to move to the Land of Dobunni
and as they traveled, she convinced Marcus that she would stay
permanently with him. She couldn’t understand where this impulse
originated, but Zora knew. Both souls had their hosts where they
wanted them, positioned for the future. Halfway through the trip,
it started lightning and raining. The horses startled and galloped
down the cobblestone road. The wagon nearly overturned. Only
Marcus’ quick action saved them from disaster. He expertly brought
the horses into check, and they continued their journey. Late in
the evening, they arrived at the villa. Marcus and Orina first
walked around to the back. They paused by the ashes that once were
a wood pyre for his deceased father, and paid their respects.

Then Marcus looked in the direction of the
stone building. Though it was evening, he could see that the door
was open. Only he and his father had keys! The last time he opened
the door was long before he cremated his father, so why
would the door be open now? Marcus looked at Orina, fearing the
worst, as they hurried to the stone building.

“This where my father and I store our
surplus silver,” Marcus explained. “Let’s check it out.” Marcus was
uneasy and checked the lock. When he saw that someone broke it, he
feared they’d robbed him. Then stepped in and stumbled over a soft
obstruction. He looked down and saw both of his father’s slave
women lying on the ground — both dead and naked.

“The killers raped them, and then they
killed them,” said Orina, disgusted. The assailants had cut the
throats of both women and dried blood covered the ground. Orina
turned and vomited as Marcus plunged forward and checked the
shelves in the stone building. They were empty — someone had stolen
all the silver that he and his father had accumulated during the
last few years.

Marcus was a beaten man and felt sick. “What
am I going to do now? My father is dead, his slaves are dead and
all the silver reserves are stolen. I know that the Druids killed
my father, but who killed his slave women and who stole the
silver?”

Orina studied the surroundings and found
sandal footprints. They looked familiar to her. Romans wear sandals
like this. Then she found a dagger on the ground. She picked it up
and showed it to Marcus. “This dagger belongs to a Roman soldier,
Marcus, and it has blood on it. I can tell by the designs on the
handle. It is of Moorish design. He must have dropped it. Here is
the proof that the Romans stole your silver. And to cover it up,
they had to kill your father’s slave women. These people are
ruthless, with no mercy. I told you that before.”

“What do you suggest that we do now?” asked
Marcus, overcome by sorrow.

Orina surprised herself that she answered so
quickly. “I know exactly what to do. I’m moving in with you. Then
we must hire a few reliable slaves and keep mining around the
clock.” Marcus felt himself driven by an invisible force, with a
rare and clear purpose. “I must train a few of the best and
strongest slaves I have in the art of killing and defense. These
men will live in our villa.”

And that is what he did.

Fortunately, he had a few silver bars stored
below the villa in a niche, hidden behind a stone wall. He sold
three to a Roman procurator and used the proceeds to equip his best
twenty slaves with lightweight leather armor, helmets, metal
shields, swords and spears. Orina designed special sandals to
protect their feet.

Marcus trained these slaves in warfare, how
to perform raids — to move in, make a kill and move out — with
lightning speed. He trained them behind the villa, using empty huts
that once housed Lawrence’s slaves. After three months of vigorous
training, his soldiers were a force to be reckoned with. The men
were tall, strong, fast and merciless. They didn’t understand what
a guilty conscience was. They didn’t show partiality toward the
Romans or the Britons. But, they admired Marcus, who gave them
freedom that they had wanted for so long and he paid them a
reasonable salary. They were unconditionally devoted to Marcus and
Orina.

Whom did Marcus pick as the first victims
for his first raids? The killers of his father, of course. Before
they embarked on the raid, Marcus sent two men ahead on a
reconnaissance mission. They were dressed in local garb to find out
where the Druids stayed and how many guarded them. The men returned
two days later and reported to Marcus. “Master, we found the
Druids. There weren’t in their living huts, but in their place of
worship. As we listened to them, we learned that they would be
there for a couple of days. We counted 11 men — the rest are on a
mission in the northern part in the Land of Dobunni.”

Marcus and Orina listened as the soldiers
outlined the layout of the temple, about the terrain surrounding it
and about the movements of the priests. Marcus ordered Orina and
four slave-soldiers to remain at the villa to protect it. He then
assembled the remaining 16 soldiers who mounted their horses and
sped to the Druid temple. They dismounted the horses and left them
with a soldier, a safe distance from the temple at the far side of
a hill.

Marcus divided the soldiers into groups to
attack the Druid temple from three directions. When all were in
place, Marcus fired a flaming arrow straight up above the temple.
It was the signal for the attack. Quietly, but with unbelievable
speed and skill, the slave soldiers stormed the temple and cast the
doors open. Their long practice paid off. Skillfully and with
unequaled precision they removed the heads of every Druid priest
before they had a chance to figure out what was happening. This
whole operation took less than one minute.

When Marcus satisfied himself that all
priests lay on the floor of the temple dead, he ordered an
immediate retreat to the horses. They ran full speed, jumped up and
galloped in the direction of the villa. Over the final mile, it
rained and that was reassuring to Marcus. He felt safe. They slowed
and allowed the horsed to cool down. Then each soldier rubbed his
horse as two others fed them. Marcus locked the stable and the
soldiers showered in the villa and returned to their huts.

 


***

 


The raid of the Druid priests was a total
success. Marcus and Orina sat in the back of the villa, protected
from the rain by the protruding roof that covered the patio. They
were satisfied that Marcus’ father’s death was avenged, but
unfortunately it didn’t bring his father back. While they thought
about Marcus’ father, they planned their next raid. It would be a
Roman encampment, north of Londinium and south of their villa.
Since their last raid went so well, they decided to try a similar
approach. But they knew to change their methods after that, lest
they become creatures of habit and tip off the enemy. If they
hadn’t, the Romans would soon find out who the raiders are.

Marcus sent two scouts to the Roman
encampment to reconnoiter the position, their habits and their
strength. When they returned, they reported finding about forty men
and one officer in four tents. Behind them was a tall, vertical
rock formation and it was impossible to climb down on it. In front
of them lay a clearing that tapered down into a valley. Both sides
of the clearing were enclosed with thick underbrush, difficult to
penetrate. Guards were posted around the clock and a fire
illuminated the area. Two dogs were in front, pretending to sleep,
their eyes scanning the front of the encampment.

“Master, I’m not sure that we can get close
to the Romans, without being seen,” said one soldier. “The dogs
might start barking long before we get close.” Marcus and Orina
listened intently. They had a clear picture of the layout and it
was obvious that a conventional frontal attack would result in
failure, because the Romans were highly trained soldiers.

 


Marcus also had highly trained soldiers. He
adapted the methods of military engagements from the Romans. He set
the time to raid the Roman encampment for four in the morning. It
was an unconventional method. He determined that he needed all
twenty soldiers. They made the trip on horseback. When they drew
near, they dismounted and tied the horses. Marcus placed one
soldier on the far side of the Roman encampment and one on the
near, both carrying oil-soaked arrows. Also, both soldiers carried
tools to quietly cut a path through the underbrush. Orina
positioned herself on top of the rock formation with a number of
oil-soaked arrows, ready to be ignited. The soldier on the far end
of the encampment, who would take the longest to get to his
position, started the attack, shooting a burning arrow at the tents
of the Roman soldiers. Then, Orina also shot oil-soaked arrows at
the encampment, soon burning all the tents and starting other
fires. The slave soldier on the near side did the same. In effect,
this neutralized the smug defensive structure of the Romans.

As the Romans scurried, 18 of Marcus’ slave
soldiers waited in front and below, observing the movements. The
Roman officer evaluated the situation and sent a few men to the
right and a few men to the left to eliminate the bowmen. He ordered
two soldiers to climb the rock formation to eliminate the bowmen
above. When Marcus saw how the officer dispersed his men, he gave
the order to storm the camp straight on. Marcus’ soldiers attacked,
fought for their lives and, after a hectic battle using their
shields, spears and their short swords, killed all the remaining
Roman soldiers.

 


Marcus killed four, and he never flinched an
eye. In fact, he enjoyed it as he saw blood squirting from their
throats. The slave-soldiers split up and chased the Romans on the
right and on the left in an attempt to save their comrades. The
former slaves on the right caught up with the four Romans and
immediately slaughtered them, running spears through their throats
or beheading them, whichever was more convenient. The slaves on the
left arrived too late. The Romans killed Marcus’ bowman and were
about to return to the encampment when they met the remaining slave
soldiers. The slaves were furious when they saw what happened. They
screamed and, in a raging fury, they overpowered the Romans and
killed all of them. Then they returned to Marcus.

Orina used up all of her arrows. She looked
down over the edge of the rock formation and saw that two Romans
were climbing up to neutralize her. One climbed ahead of the other
and they had difficulty reaching the top of the rock formation.
Over the last few feet, the approach angle had a negative tilt.
That was a benefit for Orina. She waited until the first Roman
showed his head. As he moaned and groaned to pull himself up over
the edge, Orina ran the sharp edge of the spear mercilessly through
the Roman’s throat. She surprised herself that it was so easy for
her to kill a human being face-to-face. The Roman screamed in pain
and Orina pushed him with her foot to help him along. He lost grip
of the edge, slid off the rock and fell backwards, taking his
fellow Roman below him to the depths of the valley and their
death.

Orina immediately ran along the edge of the
hill, until she found where she came up earlier. She continued
downward and, at the foothill, she met Marcus and his men. They
went to their horses, mounted them and rode north to their villa,
where they took care of the horses, showered and returned to their
beds to get a few hours of rest. Two slave soldiers remained on
guard — one in front and one in the back of the villa.

 


***

 


Marcus continued the mining operation over
the next two years and delivered silver bars to three procurators
in Briton. All lived south and east of the Land of Dobunni. The
mining slaves worked around the clock and Marcus, with the help of
Orina, restored their riches. While he made his deliveries, he also
studied Roman encampments — their location and strength. Marcus
increased his attack force to 30 slave soldiers. It was an honor
for them to serve under Marcus. They had freedom, two meals per day
and a comfortable place to rest. They attacked two additional Druid
temples and killed everyone in view. Marcus couldn’t allow anyone
to live because he might be recognized and be reported to a Grand
Druid.

 


Marcus conducted 24 additional attacks, all
directed toward Roman camps. In the process, his slave soldiers
killed over 420 Roman soldiers. The Roman general in Briton was
incapable of getting a lead on who was attacking his troops. The
news reached Rome and Emperor Nero summoned two procurators
residing in Briton.

“I want you to return to Briton, find and
crucify the villain that is killing my Roman soldiers,” seethed the
Emperor. “If you can’t do it, I’ll have you dragged behind a
chariot.”

“Do you have a method in mind, Caesar?”
asked one procurator, his lower lip wobbling.

“You stupid half-wit. Do I have to think for
you? You have the best army in the world. Infiltrate his camp; find
out his strengths and his weaknesses. Then plan the attack and nail
him to the cross,” said Nero, impatiently.

“We’ll do the best that we can, Caesar,”
averred the procurators. Nero waved his hand in front of him with a
dismissive motion. That said, the meeting was over. The two
procurators returned to Briton and devised the best plan they
could. They doubled the manpower of all their detachments in the
raid region and insisted that, during the next raid, at least one
soldier must stay alive, even at the expense of being called a
coward. The Romans dug a trench at all detachment locations, off to
the side and well camouflaged. One soldier always occupied the
trench large enough that a soldier could sit on a bench and
eat.

During Marcus’ next raid, the unexpected
happened. He encountered a complement of soldiers at least twice
the normal size. The scout didn’t see the extra soldiers. The camp
commander kept them hidden. During the raid, he lost four of his
slave soldiers. Orina took inventory of the dead Romans and
returned to their villa. On the way back, Marcus said to Orina,
“I’ll hire 14 new soldiers — that will give us 40. Then I’ll have
to train them. By the way, I know what the Romans did.”

“What did they do?”

“I believe that they doubled their numbers
at all the attachments’ locations, hoping that they would defeat me
during the raid. But as they found out, it wasn’t to be.”

“No, it wasn’t,” said Orina, satisfied.

 


Marcus didn’t know that a Roman soldier was
hiding in a trench far to the left of the encampment. When the
Roman heard unusual noises and the screams of dying soldiers at
four in the morning, he looked through a branch in front of him.
What he saw made him vomit. His fellow soldiers dropped one after
the other, decapitated. There was nothing he could do. He has his
orders but he would have much rather participated in the fight than
hide. He saw that his soldiers fought about fifteen minutes, at
which time a woman took inventory to make sure that all Roman
soldiers were dead. Then they left in a northerly direction.

The Roman grabbed a horse and followed at a
safe distance. Three hours later, Marcus, Orina and their
slave-soldiers arrived at the villa. The Roman soldier dismounted,
safely tied the horse and walked closer to study the villa and its
surroundings. He realized that he had visited the villa once
before, when the procurator from Londinium sent him there on an
errand. The Roman had all the information that he needed.

He returned to his devastated encampment,
gathered the horses and rode to Verulamium. When he arrived, it was
late in the evening, but he didn’t wait for the next day. He looked
up the procurator and reported, “The villain that raided out camps
lives in the Land of Dobunni and his name is Marcus. His cohort is
a Roman woman and her name is Orina; she happens to be the daughter
of the procurator of Londinium.”

“I’ll be a son of a bitch,” said the
procurator of Verulamium. “Continue, soldier.”

“Yes, Sir. I believe that they have about
thirty slave-soldiers and a couple of Numidian maids. The villa has
three entrances, but only Marcus and Orina live in it. The soldiers
and the maids live in huts, separate from the villa. I counted
twelve huts.”

“Excellent report, soldier. I’ll make it
worth your while and I’m putting you in for a promotion.” The
procurator stood, indicating that the meeting is over. He called
his commanding officer and described the layout of the villa and
the location of the huts where the slave soldiers lived. Then he
gave him the following orders, “Take 100 of your best soldiers and
kill everyone living in or near the villa. Set the time of the
attack for two in the morning. Also, look for silver and take all
the horses before you burn down the villa and all the huts. Any
questions.”

“No Sir.”

“Good. Get moving!”

During the following night, at two in the
morning, 100 Roman soldiers simultaneously charged the villa and
each hut. The raid took less than ten minutes. The Romans
decapitated the slave soldiers and the maids. Per Nero’s
instructions, the Romans crucified Marcus and Orina, driving spikes
through their arms and legs. They solidly buried the crosses
upright in front of the villa, a warning for all living humans that
it’s not wise to fuck with the Roman emperor.

Once the crosses were planted, Marcus and
Orina, and Amal and Zora, awaited their fate. Two rows of Roman
soldiers, one in front of each cross, lined up in two rows. Each
took his turn and drove his spears through their enemy’s hearts.
Amal and Zora sensed the death of their hosts and escaped, drifting
into the vastness of the firmament. They didn’t feel the pain, but
they felt sorrow for their recent hosts.


 


NOW

 



 


EPISODE SIX

 


Again, two souls slowly drifted for years,
miles above the surface of earth in the opposite direction of
earth’s rotation, traveling back in time. And again they were
forced to search for two suitable Sparks to enter and control them,
but Amal and Zora found no one appropriate to their needs. They
surely were persistent. Then they changed their travel direction,
moving forward in time. They circled the planet, covering every
latitude and longitude and then they orbited the earth in the
fashion of a screw.

 


In the eleventh century, Amal and Zora
stopped traveling, near the middle eastern region. Genuinely they
tried to find two Sparks that they could merge with and become one.
Gliding across the desert and occasional patches of grass, growing
around oasis, they saw thousands of humans and their animals
traveling to the holy land, marching toward Jerusalem, fighting a
holy war. They would kill anyone that stood in their way. The
Entities watched the slaughter. It went on for five-hundred years —
tens of thousands humans were killed all in the name of religion.
Amal and Zora finally moved on, looking for long awaited
tranquility.

 


In 1805 they saw Napoleon in France, leading
the nation as their emperor. He was involved in major wars, in
Italy, Egypt, France and Russia, killing thousands of soldiers,
including his own. Napoleon sat on his horse, on high ground,
watching while innocent soldiers perished, not knowing the cause of
their involvement. This period was too volatile for the Entities
and they continued searching.

 


During the 1860’s Amal and Zora saw the
civil war in the Americas. More than one half million humans
perished, brother fighting brother and sons fighting fathers. They
concluded that too many humans died and it would be too difficult
to find two suitable humans. The Entities were looking for steadier
times.

 


In 1914, they witnessed the First World War,
extending into Russia and the senseless killings associated with
it, including chemical warfare, killing thousands of humans. In
these times, battles not only went on the ground but also in the
air — not a stable place to settle.

 


In 1941, during the Second World War, they
watched Hitler giving a speech in Germany, while they were
harboring over the Brandenburg Gate and simultaneously, he killed
thousands of innocent individuals of all religions in concentration
camps. Later, during this war they were nearly caught up by
mushroom clouds of atomic bombs in Japan, wiping out two cities and
killing of additional thousands of humans. Zora remembered nuclear
warfare well when she invaded Saro, followed by Dorus.

 


During the twenty-forth century, Amal and
Zora saw the fury of the Third World War — another war in the
Middle East, fueled by Bentine, a new energy source. Third world
countries used ethanol, a clean burning fuel — not too efficient,
but better than excessive global warming. Crude oil was obsolete.
Only the nations in the Middle East used fossil fuels then to
lubricate their outdated, mechanical contrivances. It was a war of
nearly total destruction and the human Entities were concerned that
not many humans will be left for them to occupy and direct. Amal
and Zora questioned why humans are constantly at war. They learned
and came to the conclusion that humans are a Warrior Species,
guided by double-dealing leaders and it will be difficult to find
the ultimate Spark. They seriously considered changing their
activity and reduce their status by one level — to become sensitive
souls. At least, sensitive souls might have a chance on this earth,
since they motivate and control both, animals and vegetables.
Furthermore, animals have only one objective in mind — it’s not
power and greed but bona fide survival.

Amal and Zora have decided. They circled the
globe to look for a highly-developed animal species. They tried it
— an experiment, if you will.

 


***

 


They drifted around earth, returned to outer
space and ventured to inner space until they finally found what
they were looking for to carry out their experiment. It was in the
center of the African continent — A beautiful area with patches of
grassland and clusters of jungle. Lions roamed in the grassland.
Zebras galloped drinking water from the clear and clean rivulet.
Birds drifted high above ground, looking for fish in a lake a mile
south of the clearing.

 


A family of chimpanzees left the clearing,
adjacent to the jungle. It was early morning and the ground was
still steaming after a rain cloud burst which drenched the ground.
About thirty chimpanzees roamed at the fringes of the forest. Most
of them played, barked and argued near their nests in tree tops.
They jumped from branch to branch, then to the ground and finally
climbed up another tree. Some copulated, while swinging on vine
tendrils. A zebra, limping on its broken hind leg, couldn’t keep up
with its herd and got too close to the chimpanzees. Two
chimpanzees, one male and one female, probably the lead animals,
chased the zebra. It ran as fast as it could favoring the broken
leg. The female reached the zebra first and aggressively jumped on
its back, riding the zebra, like a skilled cowboy. With her
sharpened claws, the chimpanzee dug into the soft back of the zebra
and with its sharp teeth it held on to its neck. It was a race for
life. The zebra was sweating, urinating and farting in fright,
while running at the best speed that it could. Then the male
chimpanzee caught up with the zebra and also jumped on its back,
inflicting additional damage to the soft parts of the zebra’s back.
Blood squirted from the zebra’s back, a stream discharged high into
the air and also covering the two chimps. The weight of the
chimpanzees finally brought the zebra to its knees. It toppled over
and the male chimp tore a final and substantial portion of meat
from the zebra neck, putting an end to the poor animal. The
chimpanzees stood on the zebra, barking in victory and telling the
other chimpanzees to get the meat.

 


***

 


At the far end of the clearing, Amal noted
three, recently built modular structures. Scientists occupied two
of them. The third was a storage place for scientific equipment.
Apparently they had all the modern conveniences of home. They
installed solar panels for their power requirements. A powerful
water pump supplied them with water from a nearby well. For
transportation, they used a glider with tractor beam. The
scientists parked next to the storage building. An AC unit supplied
them with conditioned air in the office. And an outhouse was setup
in the jungle, a few hundred feet from the modular structure.

A young woman and a middle-aged man sat
around a table in the first building. Both drank their morning
coffee. They had no idea about the activity that went on at the
other end of the clearing. Amal drifted over the table and along
the wall. The woman shivered, “Why is it so cold in here. Can you
feel it, Bill?” Bill Price concentrated on what the woman said.
“Yes, Donna, it feels chilly. Why would that be, here in the middle
of the jungle?” said Bill, somewhat uneasy. He relaxed in his
folding chair, legs resting on the table. His short hair, graying
at the temples, covered part of his forehead. Judging by the deep
lines carving his cheeks, he must be an outdoors man. He taught
anthropology at London University, but he loves the jungle. So, he
decided to continue the studies of chimpanzees, particularly since
they appeared to be changing in their demeanor. Soon the oppressive
heat returned, causing the scientists to perspire. Donna Ross had a
wet towel hanging from the backrest of the chair. She used it to
wipe her face. Under these extreme conditions, Donna didn’t use
makeup. Because of her natural beauty, she didn’t need it, anyway.
She cut her blond hair short, two days after she arrived in the
jungle. Her full, red lips looked enticing to any male. Lipstick is
not needed. She’ll spend all summer in the jungle, working with the
chimpanzees and in the fall she’ll return to London University, to
finish her studies in anthropology. Initially, their assignment was
to study this strain of chimpanzees and why they became more
aggressive than they had been a few-hundred years ago. This wasn’t
an easy assignment, trying to determine reasons why chimpanzees
would become primarily carnivorous, where years ago they savored
fruits, berries, nuts and ants. They did eat meat then too, but it
wasn’t their main food intake. Could it be that fruits and berries
are more difficult to find? Or is it that the chimps need more
energy to survive in this advanced and more competitive age? Either
way, Donna and Bill are working on it, evaluating the pros and the
cons.

 


The zebra passed out, relieving the poor
animal of the unbearable pain that it suffered. It could have been
still alive. Animals don’t care about that. They will feast on
their pray, regardless whether the critter is alive or dead.
Finally, the zebra let out a final sigh of death, and took in its
last breath, and a large quantity of feces escaped from its body.
Its eyes turned blue and then black. Other chimps heard the barking
and joined the leaders in this rare feast. Blood covered the ground
of the savannah and feces finally stopped escaping from the dead
animal. The near surroundings assumed the smell of iron — that is
the smell of blood. More chimps joined the party. They dug their
muzzles into the soft areas of the zebra and tore away chunks of
meat. Their faces took on the color of blood, dripping down on
their hairy chests.

 


Donna and Bill, sitting in their structure,
heard unusual noises, emanating from the other end of the clearing.
They stepped outside and saw that the chimps had lost control,
driven by their eating frenzy. This type of animal behavior is
generally associated with sharks in the ocean. They were wild. The
humans stood back and watched — perhaps they could learn something.
What became of the chimpanzees? Why are they changing, particularly
now when Bill and Donna are working with them to advance them to a
higher level of socializing? Bill and Donna have work to do. Now
hyenas joined in the feast. They were messy eaters. Bits and pieces
of zebra flesh flew across the clearing and underling animals
picked up these rare morsels and ran away to safety. From the
jungle area, five other hyenas appeared on the scene. Before they
even got to the zebra, the hyenas fought for an advantageous
position, hoping to take away a chunk of savory meat. The chimps
noticed that the hyenas are taking over and they initiated a
frontal attach. They screamed, barked and jumped on the hyenas.
Finally, the hyenas realized that the chimps are to big and
powerful to engage with them in an actual battle and they withdrew.
Vultures heard the noise and smelled death. They circled above. One
brave vulture dove down and snatched a chunk of meat left unnoticed
by the chimpanzees. The animals consumed most of the soft meat, but
the delicacies had not been touched. One chimp fetched two stones.
He ripped a femur from the zebra. Then he used the two stones to
crack open the femur and sucked out the still steaming marrow.
Another one found a larger stone and smashed in the zebra’s skull.
Two other chimps removed the broken skull bones and exposed the
brain. Chimps dug their hands in it and tore away at the brain,
relishing the delicacy. The hyenas scattered. Other underlings
drifted away. What once was a beautiful striped zebra was now
nothing more than a space filled with blood, scattered bone,
intestines, skin and feces. Amazingly, the animals knew exactly
what parts to devour first. The lead chimps still held the rocks in
their hands. Whether they knew it or not, they used these tools
efficiently. Bill and Donna noticed it also. They knew that chimps
used thin sticks to collect ants from ant hives, but they didn’t
know that chimps also used stones to smash up bones. And why would
a chimp smash up a bone, unless he knew that there was marrow in
it. How did he get this information? Slowly the chimps drifted from
the cadaver and the vultures cleaned up what was left. Bill and
Donna realized that there was still so much to learn this summer
and they weren’t sure that they could achieve all that.

 


***

 


Zora drifted into the building, looking for
Amal. She saw him harboring between the rafters of the roof. Then
Zora looked at the walls and the equipment that the scientist had
spread all over the room. On the wall she saw an electronic
calendar. She floated to the calendar and straightened vertically —
April 2,309 — that was what she saw. She signaled Amal, “Did you
look at the calendar?”

“No, I didn’t. Why would that be
significant?”

“Look at it, Amal.” Amal floated down from
the rafters and stopped in front of the calendar. “Wow, April
2,309. Is that possible?”

“I’m sure it is. Those scientists use the
calendar every day. Plus, look at all the advanced computers. They
must use them to record all that they learn about the chimpanzees.
Most likely they are in constant communication with the outside
world.”

“I guess so, Zora. But what are we going to
do here?”, signaled Amal.

“Since when are you asking me?” asked Zora,
confused.

“Since we are abandoning our high
principles, looking for the ultimate Spark, and are settling for
lesser hosts, namely unruly chimps.”

“All right, since you asked. Let’s follow
our pattern; you fuse with the lead chimpanzee and I’ll fuse with
the lead female. Let’s call this our experiment.” Amal left the
hut, floated across the clearing and fused with the lead
chimpanzee. He forced out the sensitive soul that occupied the male
chimp. It didn’t have a chance against the infinitely superior
human soul. It twisted in pain and agony, accepting unconditional
defeat, squealing and slowly rose into the sky, probably looking
for another animal. Zora watched and saw what was happening. Then
she followed Amal’s example.

“Let’s see what we can do with the chimps
and give the humans something to write about,” signaled Zora,
mischievously.

“Let’s go,” signaled Amal, “but first let’s
give the chimps time to get adjusted to their new intelligence,
leading their way.”

“Yes, let’s. That will be fun.” Slowly, Amal
and Zora applied their influence on the chimps.

 


Because they were the lead chimps in their
group, Donna called the male chimp Charlie, and the female Cocoa.
They determined that it would be easier for them to keep accurate
records about their anatomy, their intelligence and their social
behavior. Charlie and Cocoa sensed something —they don’t know what
it was but it felt good to them. They rested on a tree branch and
moved next to each other. That is where they had their nests and
that is where they slept. At first, they copulated. But that didn’t
diminish their new feeling. Then they touched each others hands and
Charlie pointed to the ground. Cocoa understood. Both jumped down
and walked on all fours. They lay on their back and pointed their
hands and feet into the air. Then they turned and rose. They walked
to the end of the clearing were bits and pieces of the zebra
remained from the day before. Vultures were still cleaning and they
flew away when they saw the chimps approaching. Charlie and Cocoa
reviewed what happened. Today they couldn’t understand what
prompted them to attack the crippled zebra, kill it and devour it
with such intensity and determination. And they enjoyed every
minute of it. Today they felt differently — elevated into a
superior social structure. Cocoa held Charlie’s hand as they
circled around the battle field, still drenched with fresh blood.
Underling animals took over to clean the area. In the heat of the
day, the smell turned from iron to decaying, rotten meat. Dung
beetles, ants, manure grubs as well as thousands of bacteria
devoured the rotten remains. Cocoa and Charlie walked away from the
scene. They ran to the rivulet and washed off the dried and smelly
blood. When they returned, Cocoa let go of Charlie’s hand. Then she
stopped, stood up and walked. She walked on her hind legs only, her
long hands dangling. Charlie looked at Cocoa and he did the same.
Now they were happy. They ran around in the clearing, chasing each
other and barking occasionally. Normally, chimps walk on all fours,
unless they carry something. And even then, they try to keep at
least one hand on the ground supporting themselves with their
knuckles. But not now — they distinctly walked on their feet only,
their hands waving at each other, communicating, if that was what
they always wanted to do. Other chimps jumped from the trees,
barked feverishly, ill at ease, watching Charlie and Cocoa, but the
other chimps kept walking on all fours. They couldn’t understand
why their lead chimps walked upright. That is not what
chimpanzees do. Donna heard the commotion outside and looked out
the window. Quickly she realized what the source of the disturbance
was.

“Bill, come here and look at this. What do
you see?” said Donna, disbelieving. Bill looked out and he shook
his head, “What am I supposed to see?”

“I’m not telling you. Look harder.” Bill
looked again. “Are you telling me that our lead chimps walk
upright?”

“Yes, Bill. That’s what I’m saying. Don’t
you find this unusual?”

“Very. Why do you think that is? What did
you do to them, Donna?” said Bill, frowning.

“Nothing. I did nothing. I’m just observing
them. Let’s see what happens.”

“Right. We haven’t solved our last puzzle
and we are confronted with another.”

 


The ground was still wet from the earlier
rain. Charlie used a chewed leave to soak up water. He turned his
head upward and used his hand to squeeze the water from the leave.
That is one way that chimps drink water. Cocoa watched Charlie. She
came up with a better idea. She ran into the storage shed, grabbed
a cup and filled the cup with water, accumulated in a depression
along the jungle border. Then she drank from the cup. Charlie
watched Cocoa and he signaled to her, “Good.” (His hand moved from
the mouth to the other hand). When did Charlie learn this signal?
He could have learned it from Donna. Amal noticed the gesture and
signaled to Zora that the chimps are capable to learn sign
language. After all, 98 percent of their DNA is identical to human
DNA. Charlie and Cocoa were in close proximity and it was easy for
Zora and Amal to signal each other.

“We could teach them a few human traits,”
noted Zora.

“That should be fun,” responded Amal, “but
don’t go too fast.” Charlie and Cocoa walked upright in the
clearing. They had fun. They could see much farther now. Most of
the other chimps were still in their nests, looking down at Charlie
and Cocoa. What are they doing down there? Two chimps jumped
down to Charlie and they walked next to him — on all fours. Charlie
grabbed the hand of a chimp and pulled him up. The chimp didn’t
understand what Charlie wanted. Then the chimp barked and ran away,
partially sideways, with his rear pointing upward. Charlie signaled
Cocoa, “dumb,” (His closed hand struck his forehead). Cocoa
responded, “Cocoa knows” (Cocoa pointed at her self, and then she
touched her forehead with her fingertips). Bill and Donna were
still looking out the window watching the lead chimps. Charlie
climbed a tree on the border of the clearing and found a bunch of
figs. He jumped down and shared the figs with cocoa.

“Do chimpanzees always do that?” asked
Donna, bewildered.

“I don’t think so, unless they are feeding
the young.” Charlie signaled Cocoa. Donna couldn’t see Charlie’s
gesture. However, their actions explained. They turned and walked
to the hut that Bill and Donna occupied. They opened the door and
walked in. Charlie found two folding chairs. He opened them and
they sat.

“Charlie, Cocoa want to learn,” signaled
Cocoa. (Cocoa pointed to Charlie and herself, and then she moved
her hand from a book to her brain). Donna was elated. She is still
a student, but it is her last year at the university. This
could be a major breakthrough. How do I begin? thought
Donna. She asked the chimps, “Charlie, Cocoa, why are you different
now?”

“We don’t know. We want to learn,” signaled
Cocoa, barking and moving her hands.

“All right. We will teach you hand signals,”
said Donna, exited, “but you know a few already. How is that
possible?”

“We don’t know, we don’t know. Start now,
start now,” said Charlie, impatiently. Is that a feeling that
Charlie experiences? Donna was confused.

“Bill let’s download the most important hand
signals that humans use,” suggested Donna.

“Now the humans are getting it,” signaled
Amal to Zora.

“Yea,” signaled Zora, She had another idea.
“Do you think that we could find about thirty washed out human
souls and they would fuse with the remaining chimps in the group?
Wouldn’t that be fun?”

“Do it,” signaled Amal. Zora concentrated
all her energies into one signal, “Need human souls for
chimpanzees.” She repeated the message numerous times for a
couple of days. The signal drifted through the jungle, into nearby
villages, to the nearest mountain range and to the west coast of
the central part of the African Continent. Zora was lucky. Many
human souls in this part of Africa were dismayed with their
existence. Though they are in the twenty-forth century, in this
part of the world, famine and disease still existed. Zora’s cry was
like message from heaven. Many souls vacated their undesirable
human hosts and rushed to the origin of Zora’s message. Strong and
healthy chimps were infinitely more desirable than diseased humans.
More than one-hundred human souls drifted over the chimpanzees. One
dove down and forced his way into a chimp, booting out a sensitive
soul. A vicious struggle originated above the group of chimpanzees,
each soul trying for an advantageous position. Sensitive souls
mingled with human souls in a display of total confusion. The
battle went on for a couple of days, with Zora leading the way.
Finally, Zora replaced all sensitive souls in the chimpanzee group
with human souls. One chimp after the other stood up and walked
upright. Donna Ross and Bill Price watched this fascinating
exhibition. They had no idea what caused this change in the
primate’s behavior — from killing and devouring a zebra to walking
upright just like primates should be doing. The chimps fought for
the cup to drink water. Bill reached in the cupboard in their hut
and passed out plastic cups. Then they filled a bucket with water.
The chimps formed a single row and waited their turn to scoop a cup
full of water from the bucket. Then they placed the cup on the
table next to it. The chimps signaled, “Thank you.” (Their hands
moved out from their forehead and down).
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