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When
the world is no longer the one you thought you knew, when you lose your
footing, when your body fails you, when everything you held sacred breaks,
then, my friend, you embark on a tremendous adventure that breaks the
boundaries of the traditional, even the boundaries of the universe.


Be
of good courage and open heart, then you will find what no one has ever found
before, immortality. 


 


 











The
Mellran Calgulla



 


"No,
that's really too absurd. In the old MBF documents, we kept coming across a
Venus station that must have already existed in the 21st century. But we didn't
know anything real to do with it, because after 2148, when Earth's first
contact with us spacefaring peoples occurred, and the planet Venus was
transformed for settlement, we found absolutely nothing there."


Calgulla's
eyes rolled in a strange way as his facial skin changed to take on the
background color of space. A visible sign of his excitement and a typical
reaction of his people.


"That
I came across you, Sigurd, and to me, so that Venus Station TRISHARANA was
revealed, is like death, an inevitable fatality, a fate of the absurd life, which
thereby exposes itself to the absurd. We are a part of the nature that
surrounds us all-embracingly, and thus it is also absurd to want to flee from
the absurd."


Calgulla
looked from Sigurd to Queen Yiilyix, who was also present in the room.


She
was the head of the Xxiin, who had found a new home on Venus 250 years ago
through Sigurd.


The
Xxiin were non-intelligent beings with a body size in the nano range and only
when at least 10,000 individual beings came together did they develop an
intellect. For the necessary gathering they used a so-called full-body
exoskeleton. Queen Yiilyix was the intellect of more than 50,000 Xxiin and thus
also possessed the ability of metamorphosis, that is, she could assume any
appearance and was thus relatively independent of the otherwise necessary
artificial assistance of an exoskeleton. 


Since
the first contact with Sigurd, her preferred appearance was an oriental
princess, dressed in a long velvet dress in dark purple decorated with golden
sequins and ornamental borders.


The
belly area was embroidered with shiny gold applications. The dress was very
short in the front and almost floor-length in the back. From the upper arms,
the wide sleeves were open and lined with shiny satin fabric, with small golden
bows adorning the upper arms.


She
wore long blonde hair that fell forward to the height of her chest on the left
side of her head.


A
maiden's wreath made of velvet with golden decorative ribbons and with an
attached veil cloth made of soft tulle emphasized her otherworldly appearance.
In addition, glittering make-up and long eyelashes with rhinestones made her
look extra mysterious.


After
Calgulla revealed himself as the head of the present secret MBF organization,
Sigurd learned more and more details about its activities during the last 120
years.


Curiously,
Calgulla kept talking about the founding of the MBF having taken place in 2080.


He
had never heard of a Sir Arthur Newcraft, a George Foulend, nor Mark Merlin and
Selin Wiegand.


When
Sigurd mentioned the name Amanda Lerch in passing, he listened, but that was
it. The MBF headquarters on Saturn's moon Japetus had been destroyed along with
the moon in 2148.


The
history of the MBF only reached back to the year 2080 and this year was also
called the founding year.


This
fact Sigurd could not understand, but now also not explain, he could accept it
first simply.


Sigurd
stayed with Calgulla and Queen Yiilyix in the central dome of the TRISHARANA.


Calgulla
had been wide-eyed when out of nowhere, using form energy, comfortable chairs
were created in which they now sat and looked out through the transparent dome
to the surface of Venus, which was still natural within a radius of over one
hundred square kilometers, only the atmosphere had changed massively and now corresponded
to terra norm.


Sigurd
looked pensively at the huge spaceship, next to which was a second, smaller
one.


Further
in the distance he could see the typical basket buildings of the Xxiin.


Some
of them rose to 50 meters, which was very high for this type of construction.
The large ship was the space island XAAL, which had brought him to the
Super-Earths.


It
was still fully functional, but it had not left its berth for 250 years.


After
the disappearance of Sigurd, the TRISHARANA and the Xxiin settlement under
construction had hidden under a dimensional field.


The
then Queen Yiilyix had herself been surprised by this action of Venus Station.


TRISHARANA's
only comment had been that the time of gathering must be preserved in order to
serve Paurusa fairly and perfectly.


Queen
Yiilyix of that time was, of course, not the same as of today.


Xxiin
as individuals did live to be 250 years old, but during that time span many of
those who made up the Queen's intellect had died and newborn Xxiin had joined
them.


She
had had to bow to the dictates of the TRISHARANA of necessity, because the
Xxiin were dependent on him.


They
never again left the planet or the dimensional field, which functioned
similarly to the prismatic space that served as a transport medium for the
organic spaceship PAURUSHEYA.


Sigurd
recapitulated again and again all the information he had received in abundance
during the last days.


His
main interest, of course, was in his PAURUSHEYA, as he called her again.


"Princess
Xyaala sends her regards, Paurusa. She, too, has grown older, but remembers
well your last mission together against the Mernchen. She is especially fond of
telling of the flowering meadows on Earth."


Sigurd
understood. Princess in this case also did not mean daughter but was merely a
title of office.


What
activities related to this office; he did not really know. Only briefly he
thought back to the infiltration of mankind by the alien Mernchen.


Together
with Princess Xyaala and Amanda, a former colleague, he had freed Sir Arthur
and Mark Merlin from captivity, whereby the spaceship PAURUSHEYA had briefly
fallen into the hands of the Mernchen.


At
that very moment, when Sigurd intervened and freed his PAURUSHEYA, the nanites
took over his body and thus saved his life.


But
at the same time they banished a part of his humanity. He was only a soul in an
alien body, which consisted of trillions of artificial and organic nanobots.


They
had submitted to his will, but nevertheless they remained alien to him for the
time being.


Sigurd's
thoughts drifted even further. He remembered that he had also brought several
million space nanites from the Xxiin planetary system and settled them in the
home solar system. Their new home was to be the asteroid belt between Mars and
Jupiter.


There
Helmsman Xaa, the captain of the space island XAAL had set them down in any
case.


Sigurd
had originally wanted to use her to protect Japetus Station. Unfortunately, he
had not been present when the station had been destroyed in an unexplained way.


It
was absurd because that was exactly what he had wanted to prevent. Sigurd had
to smile.


Normally
Calgulla, with his philosophy of absurdity, was responsible for such trains of
thought.


"Sigurd...!"
Calgulla had asked him a question he had not actually noticed.


He
was still too deeply absorbed in his own thoughts. Only slowly did he reemerge
from there.


"Yes,
sorry Calgulla. I wasn't listening to you just now. My memories got the better
of me for a moment!"


"The
inescapable fatality of the absurd has taken you very far beyond the existing.
I think I can understand what you're going through right now, my friend!"


He
looked at Sigurd somewhat pityingly.


"Nevertheless,
new riddles continue to arise. Not that we are already exposed to enough
problems by the threatening situation of sorcery and magic in the solar system,
mysterious occurrences seem to have already taken place in the past as well.
Sigurd, you claim that a certain Sir Arthur Newcraft founded the MBF
organization as early as 2019, and I tell you that it first appears in the
historical records in 2080, and a person called Paurusa was mentioned as the
founder!"


Now
the bomb had dropped. Sigurd jumped up from his seat when he heard the name.


"There's
no such thing, it just can't be!"


"Yes,
how surprised do you think I was when I heard that very name Queen Yiilyix
first addressed you by after we were pulled under the dimensional field."


"Are
you really sure you got that name right?"


Calgulla's
eyes where the only thing Sigurd could make out of his head, the rest had
blended in almost perfectly with the background, so aroused was he. "Yes,
absolutely. As sure as I'm the head of the MBF organization, which now spans
four planetary systems."


 


Things
had changed, in the 250 years I had skipped just like that. Calgulla, a
Mellran, was the current head of an organization originally founded by Sir
Arthur to control and monitor alien activity in the home solar system.


It
was truly absurd that an alien was now the head of this organization that
should normally have been monitoring him.


Slowly
I began to understand the philosophy of the Mellrans better and better.


Any
attempt to make sense of this world inevitably leads to the absurd. I shook my
head unconsciously.


Nevertheless,
there still had to be a certain logic behind all this. The MBF organization had
extended its field of activity to the planetary systems of the Sremsen,
Mellrans and Siierins.


The
MBF was more and more concerned with extraordinary extraterrestrial phenomena.


Calgulla,
its leader, was not only the owner of a small fleet of tourist ships, but also
a member of the governing council of Mellrack, his home system.


"I
was actively involved in the MBF in my time, but that was in 2019, not 2080, so
I should know that! Besides, I would never have lived to be that old."


Of
course, I hadn't told him that I had become relatively immortal by transforming
my body.


I
was not yet really convinced of it myself, but that had transmitted to me at
least so my active subconscious.


"But
you are the only one to whom this name can be clearly assigned!"


I
had sat down again, and we looked at each other more than irritated.


"The
whole thing makes absolutely no sense at all, unless we are really dealing with
sorcery and magic!"


There
they were again, our current problems. I changed the subject; we weren't
getting anywhere here now anyway.


"Calgulla,
surely you can tell me how you were able to track me down on Venus. How did you
learn of my acquaintance with Milk'ee?"


Calgulla
tried to put on a smile but failed thoroughly. First, he wasn't human, and
secondly, in doing so, his scalp began to change color constantly again, as if
it didn't really know whether the Mellran was excited now or not.


"You
look like a traffic light that can't make up its mind!"


Calgulla
immediately stopped trying to smile. "I must confess, it was no accident
that we met on Super Earth. The MBF had received information from a science
team only a few hours earlier that the radiation levels in the artifact city
had increased almost tenfold. The level of this type of radiation from
self-reflecting black matter, or SSM, or super radiation, had become so
alarmingly high that I went there in person. I knew as soon as I saw you that
something was wrong with you, so I tried to further develop the contact once it
had been established. When I left you later for urgent business, I of course
made sure we didn't lose track of you. MBF- Agent Adrian Lerch continued to
shadow you on the liner, and of course picked up on your contact with the well-known
publisher Milk'ee."


I
glanced, as Calgulla spoke, at the communicator that SORAYYE Publishing had
issued me, on the premise of always wearing it and everywhere so that I could
be reached.


All
at once I had the compulsion, of my own accord, to make contact.


"Call!"
I activated the voice command, but the device didn't seem to get any reception.


"Ish'all,
I'm scanning an internal radio frequency trying to penetrate the dimensional
screen. Unfortunately, that is not possible. We are on a different energy
level, different from the real world by only a few nanoseconds, but that makes
a normal connection impossible."


I
received the telepathic message of the TRISHARANA as if it was spoken aloud.


Puzzled,
I looked at Calgulla as I did so. He seemed to realize that something was
happening that he was not aware of.


"What
about you, Sigurd?" 


"I
tried to contact the publisher and got a telepathic info from the station that
the dimensional screen prevents it."  


It
had not been this information that made me look up in amazement, but the fact
that a telepathic connection between me and TRISHARANA was possible. Such a
connection had previously only been possible for me with the Xxiin and
PAURUSHEYA.


"Wait,
what did you just say?"


First
now I heard the reverberation of Calgulla's words in my head and the mentioned
name of the MBF agent who had been monitoring me made me sit up and take
notice. Calgulla looked at me questioningly.


"The
MBF agent you spoke of his name was actually Lerch?"


"Yes,
why do you ask?"


I
immediately thought of Amanda again. The last time I had seen her, she had been
solo. Or maybe it was just a mere coincidence and didn't mean anything at all.
After all, I'm sure there were more people with that last name.


"I
knew an Amanda Lerch, she was on my team, back in the day, 250 years ago!"


Calgulla
looked at me thoughtfully.


"I
keep forgetting that you actually lived 250 years ago. How is that possible
that you are still alive?"


I
had already informed him of my speculations, a time stasis field in the
artifact city would have been to blame. But Calgulla didn't seem to be
satisfied with that.


Also,
of course, I had not told him about my active subconscious, which had developed
a quasi-independent personality and from which I drew this information.


Calgulla
knew as little as Milk'ee, my publisher, about the fact that my entire body
consisted of organic nanites.


In
my opinion, at least now, that would have been far too early for it to be made
public. After all, the fact that I came from the past and had telekinetic
powers was already more than utopian and thus hard to believe. I also did not
want to be pushed into the corner of sorcery and magic, since this topic was
highly explosive now.


I
could still move relatively freely in the solar system.


That
would probably change if the earth government saw itself compelled to
interfere. I was already uncomfortable that Calgulla, the head of the MBF, had
attached himself to me like a limpet.


In
any case, I did not feel like an employee of his MBF now, but on the other hand
I was dependent on his information and cooperation.


It
was a more than awkward situation I had gotten myself into, especially when I
thought of the SORAYYE publishing house and my somewhat hasty conclusion of a
contract. 


"We
should take another close look at the two super-Earths. If what you told me
about the artifact city is really true, there must be some real high technology
there from our point of view."


"I've
been wondering all along why the scientists working there haven't discovered
anything really concrete yet. I know at least about that one room with the red
glow. There were several machine consoles there, and I could make out very
exotic controls before anything caused me to flee. But by then it had been too
late, and I was 250 years into my relative future."


I
had kept quiet, mind you, that my subconscious had triggered the escape.


 


"You should consider revealing my existence, at least to the
MBF organization. It leads to wrong conclusions if you always talk about vague
thought processes!"


 


At
first, I studiously ignored my subconscious's statement and continued,
"Why isn't the MBF actually present there? The discovery of the artifact
city is their original responsibility."


Calgulla
looked at me, it seemed, more than sorrowfully.


"There
is, in a sense, an overlap of competence. The Earth government insists on its
exclusive jurisdiction. It would concern planetary system internal matters that
relate to events that occurred far in the past and before the formation of the
MBF. Therefore, we have no jurisdiction!"


"I
always thought that the MBF and especially the present MBF organization works
in the interest of the respective planetary government!"


"In
principle this is correct, but this cooperation is as absurd as the tasks of
the MBF, with which we stand alone in principle. Both are complementary,
mutually exclusive, and conditional at the same time!"
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